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PREFACE  TO  THE  AMERICAN  EDITION 


The  studies  of  Greek  Poets,  now  reprinted,  appeared  in  Eng- 
land in  two  series,  published  at  an  interval  of  three  or  four 
years.  In  preparing  this  edition,  I  have  rearranged  the  chap- 
ters of  both  series  in  their  proper  order,  and  have  made  certain 
additions,  with  the  view  of  rendering  the  book  more  complete 
as  a  survey  of  Greek  Poetry.  Thus  I  have  inserted  several  new 
translations  in  the  chapters  on  the  Lyric  Poets  and  the  An- 
thology. The  criticism  of  Euripides  has  been  enlarged,  and 
the  concluding  chapter  has  been,  in  a  great  measure,  rewrit- 
ten. Each  chapter  has  undergone  such  revision  and  alteration 
in  minor  details  as  might  remove  unnecessary  repetitions  and 
bring  the  whole  series  of  essays  into  harmony.  At  the  same 
time  I  have  judged  it  inexpedient  to  introduce  radical  changes 
into  a  book  which  professes  to  be  the  reprint  of  volumes  al- 
ready known  to  the  English  piiblic.  For  this  reason  the  chap- 
ters which  deal  with  the  Greek  Tragedians  have  been  left  sub- 
stantially in  their  original  form,  and  bear  upon  their  face  the 
record  of  their  composition  as  almost  independent  essays. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

THE  PERIODS  OF  GREEK  LITERATURE. 

Language  and  Mythology.  —  The  Five  Chief  Periods  of  Greek  Literature. 
The  First  Period:  Homer — Religion  and  State  of  the  Homeric  Age — 
Achilles  and  Ulysses. — Second  Period :  Transition — Breaking-up  of  the 
Homeric  Monarchies — Colonization — the  Nomothetse — lonians  and  Do- 
rians— Development  of  Elegiac,  Iambic,  Lyric  Poetrj' — Beginning  of  Phi- 
losophy.— Third  Period:  Athenian  Supremacy — Philosophy  at  Athens — 
the  Fine  Arts — the  Drama — History — Sparta  and  Athens — Pericles  and 
Anaxagoras. — Fourth  Period  :  Hegemony  of  Sparta — Enslavement  of 
Hellas — Demosthenes — Alexander  and  Achilles — Aristotle — the  Helleni- 
zation  of  the  East — Menander — the  Orators.— Fifth  Period :  Decline  and 
Decay — Greek  Influence  upon  the  World — Alexandria — the  Sciences- 
Theocritus — the  University  of  Athens — Sophistic  Literature — Byzantium 
— Hellas  and  Christendom. 

The  most  fascinating  proLlenis  of  history  are  veiled  as  closely 
from  our  curiosity  as  the  statue  of  Egyptian  Isis.  Nothing  is 
known  for  certain  about  the  emergence  from  primitive  barbarism 
of  the  great  races,  or  about  the  determination  of  national  charac- 
teristics. Analogies  may  be  adduced  from  the  material  world ; 
but  the  mysteries  of  organized  vitality  remain  impenetrable. 
What  made  the  Jew  a  Jew,  the  Greek  a  Greek,  is  as  unexplained 
as  what  daily  causes  the  germs  of  an  oak  and  of  an  ash  to  pro- 
duce different  trees.     All  we  know  is  that  in  the  vague  and  in- 
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finitely  distant  past  races  were  nouvislied  into  form  and  individu- 
ality by  the  varied  operation  of  those  unreckoned  sympathies 
which  attach  man  to  nature,  his  primitive  mother.  But  the  laws 
of  that  rudimentary  growth  are  still  unknown  ;  "  the  abysmal 
deeps  of  personality"  in  nations  as  in  men  remain  unsounded: 
we  cannot  even  experimentalize  upon  the  process  of  ethnical  de- 
velopment. 

Those  mighty  works  of  art  which  we  call  languages,  in  the  con- 
struction of  which  whole  peoples  unconsciously  co-operated,  the 
forms  of  which  were  determined  not  by  individual  genius,  but  by 
the  instincts  of  successive  generations,  acting  to  one  end,  inherent 
in  the  nature  of  the  race — those  poems  of  pure  thought  and  fan- 
cy, cadenced  not  in  words,  but  in  living  imagery,  fountain-heads  of 
inspiration,  mirrors  of  the  mind  of  nascent  nations,  which  we  call 
Mythologies — these  surely  are  more  marvellous  in  their  infantine 
spontaneity  than  any  more  mature  production  of  the  races  which 
evolved  them.  Yet  we  are  utterly  ignorant  of  their  embryology : 
the  true  science  of  Origins  is  as  yet  scarcely  in  its  cradle. 

Experimental  philologers  may  analyze  what  remains  of  early 
languages,  may  trace  their  connections  and  their  points  of  diver- 
gence, may  classify  and  group  them.  But  the  nature  of  the  or- 
gans of  humanity  which  secreted  them  is  unknown,  the  problem 
of  their  vital  structure  is  insoluble.  Antiquarian  theorists  may 
persuade  us  that  myths  are  decayed,  disintegrated,  dilapidated 
phrases,  the  meaning  of  which  had  been  lost  to  the  first  my- 
thopoeists.  But  they  cannot  tell  us  how  these  splendid  flowers, 
springing  upon  the  rich  soil  of  rotting  language,  expressed  in 
form  and  color  to  the  mental  eye  the  thoughts  and  aspirations 
of  whole  races,  and  presented  a  measure  of  the  faculties  to  be  de- 
veloped during  long  ages  of  expanding  civilization.     If  the  boy  is 

'  father  of  the  man,  myths  are  the  parents  of  philosophies,  religions, 

:'  jxilities. 
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To  those  unknown  artists  of  the  prehistoric  age,  to  the  lan- 
guage-builders and  myth -makers,  architects  of  cathedrals  not 
raised  with  hands,  but  with  the  spirit  of  man,  for  humanity  to 
dwell  therein,  poets  of  the  characters  of  nations,  sculptors  of  the 
substance  of  the  very  soul,  melodists  who  improvised  the  themes 
upon  Avhich  subsequent  centuries  liavc  written  variations,  we  ought 
to  erect  our  noblest  statues  and  our  grandest  temples.  The  work 
of  these  first  artificers  is  more  astonishing  in  its  unconsciousness, 
more  effective  in  its  spontaneity,  than  are  the  deliberate  and  cal- 
culated arts  of  sculptor,  painter,  poet,  pliilosopher,  and  lawgiver  of 
the  historic  periods. 

Some  sucli  reflections  as  these  are  the  natural  prelude  to  the 
study  of  a  literature  like  that  of  the  Greeks.  Language  and  my- 
thology form  the  vestibules  and  outer  courts  to  Homer,  Pheidias, 
Lycurgus. 

It  is  common  to  divide  the  history  of  Greek  literature  into 
three  chief  periods :  the  first  embracing  the  early  growth  of  poe- 
try and  prose  before  the  age  in  which  Athens  became  supreme 
in  Hellas — that  is,  anterior  to  about  480  B.C. ;  the  second  coin- 
ciding with  the  brilliant  maturity  of  Greek  genius  during  the 
supremacy  of  Athens  —  tliat  is,  from  the  termination  of  the  Per- 
sian war  to  the  age  of  Alexander ;  the  third  extending  over  the 
decline  and  fall  of  the  Greek  spirit  after  Alexander's  death — that 
is,  from  B.C.  323,  and  onwards,  to  the  final  extinction  of  Hellenic 
civilization.  There  is  much  to  be  said  in  favor  of  this  division. 
Indeed,  Greek  history  falls  naturally  into  these  three  sections. 
But  a  greater  degree  of  accuracy  may  be  attained  by  breaking  up 
the  first  and  last  of  these  divisions,  so  as  to  make  five  periods  in- 
stead of  three.  After  having  indicated  these  five  periods  in  out- 
line, we  will  return  to  the  separate  consideration  of  them  in  detail 
and  in  connection  with  the  current  of  Greek  history. 

The  first  may  be  termed  the  Heroic,  or  Prehistoric,  or  Legen- 
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dary  period.  It  ends  witli  tlie  first  Olympiad,  B.C.  776,  and  its 
chief  monuments  are  the  epics  of  Homer  and  Hesiod.  The  sec- 
ond is  a  period  of  transition  from  the  heroic  or  epical  to  that  of 
artistic  maturity  in  all  the  branches  of  literature.  In  this  stage 
history,  properly  so  called,  begins.  The  Greeks  try  their  strength 
in  several  branches  of  composition.  Lyrical,  satirical,  moral,  and 
philosophical  poetry  supplant  the  epic.  Prose  is  cultivated.  The 
first  foundations  of  the  drama  are  laid.  The  earliest  attempts  at 
science  emerge  from  the  criticism  of  old  mytliologies.  The  whole 
mind  of  the  race  is  in  a  ferment,  and,  for  the  moment,  effort  and 
endeavor  are  more  apparent  than  mastery  and  achievement.  This 
period  extends  from  B.C.  776  to  B.C.  477,  the  date  of  the  Atheni- 
an league.  The  third  period  is  that  of  the  Athenian  supremacy. 
"Whatever  is  great  in  Hellas  is  now  concentrated  upon  x\thens. 
Athens,  after  her  brilliant  activity  during  the  Persian  war,  wins 
the  confidence  and  assumes  the  leadership  of  Greece.  Athens  is 
the  richest,  grandest,  most  liberal,  most  cultivated,  most  enlight- 
ened state  of  Hellas.  To  Athens  flock  all  the  poets  and  histori- 
ans and  philosophers.  The  drama  attains  maturity  in  her  thea- 
tre. Philosophy  takes  its  true  direction  from  Anaxagoras  and 
Socrates.  The  ideal  of  history  is  realized  by  Thucydides.  Ora- 
tory flourishes  under  the  great  statesmen  and  the  demagogues  of 
the  republic.  During  the  brief  but  splendid  ascendency  of  Ath- 
ens, all  the  masterpieces  of  Greek  literature  are  simultaneously 
produced  with  marvellous  rapidity.  Fixing  413  B.C.  as  the  date 
of  the  commencement  of  Athenian  decline,  our  fourth  period, 
which  terminates  in  B.C.  323  with  the  death  of  Alexander,  is 
again  one  of  transition.  The  second  period  was  transitional 
from  adolescence  to  maturity.  The  fourth  is  transitional  from 
maturity  to  old  age.  The  creative  genius  of  the  Greeks  is  now 
less  active.  We  have,  indeed,  the  great  names  of  Plato,  Aristotle, 
and  Demosthenes  to  give  splendor  to  this  stage  of  national  ex- 
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istence ;  but  the  sceptre  lias  passed  away  from  the  Greek  nation 
proper.      Their  protagonist,  Athens,  is  in  slavery.      The  civiliza- 
tion which  they  had  slowly  matured,  and  which  at  Athens  had 
been  reflected  in  the  masterpieces  of  art  and  literature,  is  now 
spread  abroad  and  scattered  over  the  earth.     Asia  and  Egypt  are^ 
Hellenized.     The  Greek  spirit  is  less  productive  than  it  has  been ;  1 
but  it  is  not  less  vigorous.     It  still  asserts  itself  as  the  greatest  ' 
in  the  world ;  but  it  does  so  relying  more  upon  its  past  acquire- 
ments than  on  any  seeds  of  power  that  remain  to  be  developed  in 
the  future.     The  fifth  period,  the  longest  of  all,  is  one  of  decline 
and  decay.     It  extends  from  B.C.  323  to  the  final  extinction  of 
classical  civilization.     Two  chief  centres  occupy  our  attention — 
Athens,  where  the  traditions  of  art  and  philosophy  yet  linger, 
where  the  Stoics  and  Epicureans  and  the  sages  of  the  New  Acad- 
emy still  educate  the  world  and  prepare  a  nidus  for  the  ethics  of 
Christianity  ;  and  Alexandria,  where  physical  science  is  cultivated 
under  the  Ptolemies,  where  mystical  theology  flourishes  in  the 
schools  of  the  Neoplatonists,  where  libraries  are  formed  and  the 
labor  of  literary  criticism  is  conducted  on  a  gigantic  scale,  but 
where  nothing  new  is  produced  except  the  single,  most  beautiful 
flower  of  idyllic  poetry  and  some  few  epigrams.      In  this  fifths 
period,  Rome  and  Byzantium,  where  the  Greek  spirit,  still  vital,  \ 
overlives  its  natural  decay  upon  a  foreign  soil,  close  the  scene. 

In  these  five  periods — periods  of  superb  adolescence,  early  man- 
hood, magnificent  maturity,  robust  old  age,  and  senility — we  can 
trace  the  genius  of  the  Greeks  putting  forth  its  vigor  in  succes- 
sive works  of  art  and  literature,  concentrating  its  energy  at  fiist 
upon  its  own  self-culture,  then  extending  its  influence  in  every  di- 
rection, and  controlling  the  education  of  humanity,  finally  con- 
tenting itself  with  pondering  and  poring  on  its  past,  with  mysti- 
cal metaphysics  and  pedantic  criticism.  Yet  even  in  its  extreme 
decadence  the  Hellenic  spirit  is  still  potent.     It  still  assimilates. 


^ 
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transmutes,  and  alchemizes  wliat  it  works  upon.  Coming  into 
contact  with  the  new  and  mightier  genius  of  Christianity,  it  forces 
even  that  first-born  of  the  Deity  to  take  form  from  itself.     One 

i  dying  effort  of  the  Greek  intellect,  if  we  may  so  speak,  is  to  for- 
mulate the  dogma  of  the  Trinity  and  to  impress  the  doctrine  of  the 
Logos  upon  the  author  of  the  Gospel  of  St.  John.  The  analogy 
between  the  history  of  a  race  so  undisturbed  in  its  development 
as  the  Greek,  and  the  life  of  a  man,  is  not  altogether  fanciful.  A 
man  like  Goethe,  beautiful  in  soul  and  body,  exceedingly  strong 
and  swift  and  active  and  inquisitive  in  all  the  movements  of  his 
spirit,  first  lives  the  life  of  the  senses  and  of  physical  enjoyment. 
His  soul,  "  immersed  in  rich  foreshadowings  of  the  world,"  has 
scarcely  begun  to  think  consciously  in  the  first  period.  But  he 
feels  the  glory  of  existence,  the  strivings  of  inexhaustible  energy, 
the  desire  of  infinite  expansion.  The  second  period  is  one  of 
Sturm  und  Drang.  New  things  are  learned :  much  of  the  beau- 
tiful physical  activity  is  sacrificed ;  he  discovers  that  life  involves 
care  and  responsibility  as  well  as  pleasure ;  he  concentrates  his 
mental  faculty  on  hard  and  bafiling  study,  in  which  at  first  he 
halts  and  falters.  Then  he  goes  forth  to  the  world  and  wins 
great  fame,  and  does  the  deeds  and  thinks  the  thoughts  by  which 
he  shall  be  known  to  all  posterity.  His  physical  and  mental  fac- 
ulties are  now  in  perfect  harmony ;  together  they  offer  him  the 
noblest  and  most  enduring  pleasures.  But  after  a  while  his  pro- 
ductiveness begins  to  dwindle.  He  has  put  forth  his  force,  has 
fully  expressed  himself,  has  matured  his  principles,  has  formed  his 
theory  of  the  world.  Our  fourth  period  corresponds  to  the  early 
old  age  of  such  a  man's  life.  He  now  applies  his  principles,  prop- 
agates his  philosophy,  subordinates  his  fancy,  produces  less,  enjoys 
with  more  sobriety  and  less  exhilaration,  bears  burdens,  suffers  dis- 
appointments, yet  still,  as  Solon  says,  "  learns  always  as  he  grows 
in  years."    Then  comes  the  fifth  stage.     He  who  was  so  vigorous 
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and  splendid  now  has  but  little  joy  in  pli3'sical  life ;  his  brain  is 
dry  and  withering;  he  dwells  on  his  old  thoughts,  and  has  no  fac- 
ulty for  generating  new  ones  ;  yet  his  soul  contains  deep  mines  of 
wisdom  ;  he  gives  counsel  and  frames  laws  for  younger  genera- 
tions. And  so  he  gradually  sinks  into  the  grave.  His  acts  re- 
main :  his  life  is  written. 

The  great  name  of  Homer  covers  the  whole  of  the  first  period 
of  Greek  literature.*  It  is  from  the  Homeric  poems  alone  that 
we  can  form  a  picture  to  our  imagination  of  the  state  of  society 
in  prehistoric  Hellas.  The  picture  which  they  present  is  so  live- 
ly in  its  details,  and  so  consistent  in  all  its  parts,  that  we  have  no 
reason  to  suspect  that  it  was  drawn  from  fancy.  Its  ideal,  as  dis- 
tinguished from  merely  realistic,  character  is  obvious.  The  poet 
professes  to  sing  to  us  of  heroes  who  Avere  of  the  seed  of  gods, 
whose  strength  exceeded  tenfold  the  strength  of  actual  men,  and 
who  filled  the  v/orld  with  valiant  deeds  surpassing  all  that  their 
posterity  achieved.  Yet,  in  spite  of  this,  the  Iliad  and  the  Odys- 
sey may  be  taken  as  faithful  mirrors  of  a  certain  phase  of  Greek  so- 
ciety, just  as  the  Niebelungen  Lied,  the  romances  of  Charlemagne, 
and  the  tales  of  the  Round  Table  reflect  three  stao;es  in  the  histo- 

CD 

ry  of  feudalism.  We  find  that  in  this  earliest  period  of  Greek  his- 
tory the  nation  was  governed  by  monarchs  each  of  whom  claimed 
descent  from  a  god.  Thus  the  kings  exercised  their  power  over 
the  people  by  divine  right ;  but  at  the  same  time  a  necessary  con- 
dition of  their  maintaining  this  supremacy  was  that  they  should 
be  superior  in  riches,  lands,  personal  bravery,  and  wisdom.  Their 
subjects  obeyed  them,  not  merely  because  they  were  AioyEj'tTc,  or 
because  they  were  fathers  of  the  people,  but  also,  and  chiefly,  be- 
cause they  were  the  ablest  men,  the  men  fitted  by  nature  to  rule, 
the  men  who  could  be  depended  upon  in  an  emergency.     The 

*  My  special  debt  to  Hegel's  Philosophy  of  History  in  this  paragraph  ought 
to  be  acknowledged. 
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king  had  just  so  niucli  personal  autliority  as  lie  had  ability  to  ac- 
quire or  to  assert.  As  soon  as  this  ability  failed,  the  sceptre  de- 
parted from  him.  Thus  Laertes  overlives  his  royalty ;  and  the 
suitors  of  Penelope,  fancying  that  Ulysses  is  dead,  take  no  heed 
of  Telemachus,  who  ought  to  rule  in  his  stead,  because  Telema- 
chus  is  a  mere  lad ;  but  as  soon  as  the  hero  returns,  and  proves 
his  might  by  stringing  the  bow,  the  suitors  are  slain  like  sheep. 
Again,  Achilles,  while  acknowledging  the  sway  of  Agamemnon, 
quarrels  with  him  openly,  proving  his  equality  and  right  to  such 
independence  as  he  can  assert  for  himself.  The  bond  between 
the  king  in  the  heroic  age  and  his  chieftains  was  founded  on  the 
personal  superiority  of  the  suzerain,  and  upon  the  necessity  felt 
for  the  predominance  of  one  individual  in  warfare  and  council. 
The  chiefs  were  grouped  around  the  monarch  like  the  twelve 
peers  round  Charlemagne,  or  like  the  barons  whose  turbulence 
Shakespeare  has  described  in  Richard  II.  The  relation  of  the 
Homeric  sovereign  to  his  princes  was,  in  fact,  a  feudal  one. 
Olympus  repeats  the  same  form  of  government.  There  Zeus  is 
monarch  simply  because  he  wields  the  thunder.  AVhen  Here 
wishes  to  rebel,  Hephaestus  advises  her  to  submit,  because  Zeus 
can  root  up  the  world,  or  Imrl  them  all  from  the  crystal  parapet 
of  heaven.  Such,  then,  is  the  society  of  kings  and  princes  in  Ho- 
mer, They  stand  forth  in  brilliant  relief  against  the  background, 
gray  and  misty^  of  the  common  people.  The  masses  of  the  na- 
tion, like  the  chorus  in  tragedy,  kneel  passive,  deedless,  appealing 
to  Heaven,  trembling  at  the  strokes  of  fate,  watching  with  anxiety 
the  action  of  the  heroes.  Meanwhile  the  heroes  enact  their  drama 
for  themselves.  They  assume  responsibility.  They  do  and  suffer 
as  their  passions  sway  them.  Of  these  the  greatest,  the  most  tru- 
ly typical,  is  Achilles.  In  Achilles,  Homer  summed  up  and  fixed 
forever  the  ideal  of  the  Greek  character.  He  presented  an  im- 
perishable pictui'c  of  their  national  youthfulness,  and  of  their  ar-' 
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dent  genius,  to  the  Greeks.  The  "  beautiful  human  heroism  "  of 
Acliilles,  his  strong  personality,  his  fierce  passions  controlled  and 
tempered  by  divine  wisdom,  his  intense  friendship  and  love  that 
passed  the  love  of  women,  above  all,  the  splendor  of  his  youthful 
life  in  death  made  perfect,  hovered  like  a  dream  above  the  imag- 
ination of  the  Greeks,  and  insensibly  determined  their  subsequent 
development.  At  a  later  age,  this  ideal  was  destined  to  be  real- 
ized in  Alexander.  The  reality  fell  below  the  ideal :  for  rien  n'est 
si  beau  que  la  fable,  si  iriste  que  la  verite.  But  the  life  of  Alex- 
ander is  the  most  convincing  proof  of  the  importance  of  Achilles 
in  the  history  of  the  Greek  race. 

If  Achilles  be  the  type  of  the  Hellenic  genius — radiant,  adoles- 
cent, passionate — as  it  still  dazzles  us  in  its  artistic  beauty  and  un- 
rivalled physical  energy,  Ulysses  is  no  less  a  true  portrait  of  the 
Greek  as  known  to  us  in  history — stern  in  action,  ruthless  in  his 
hatred,  pitiless  in  his  hostility,  subtle,  vengeful,  cunning ;  yet  at  the 
same  time  the  most  adventurous  of  men,  the  most  persuasive  in  el- 
oquence, the  wisest  in  counsel,  the  bravest  and  coolest  in  danger. 
The  Groiculus  esuriens  of  Juvenal  may  be  said  to  be  the  caricature 
in  real  life  of  the  idealized  Ulysses.  And  what  remains  to  the  pres^ 
ent  day  of  the  Hellenic  genius  in  the  so-called  Greek  nation  de- , 
scends  from  Ulysses  rather  than  Achilles.  If  the  Homeric  Achil- 
les has  the  superiority  of  sculpturesque  and  dramatic  splendor,  the 
Homeric  Ulysses  excels  him  on  the  ground  of  permanence  of  type. 

Homer,  then,  was  the  poet  of  the  heroic  age,  the  poet  of  Achil- 
les and  Ulysses.  Of  Homer  Ave  know  nothing,  we  have  heard  too 
much.  Need  we  ask  ourselves  again  the  question  Avhether  he  ex- 
isted, or  whether  he  sprang  into  the  full  possession  of  consurn- 
mate  art  without  a  predecessor  ?  That  he  had  no  predecessors, 
no  scattered  poems  and  ballads  to  build  upon,  no  well-digested 
body  of  myths  to  synthesize,  is  an  absurd  hypothesis  which  the 
whole  history  of  literature  refutes.    That,  on  the  other  hand,  there 
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never  was  a  Homer — that  is  to  say,  tliat  some  diaskeuast,  acting 
under  the  orders  of  Pisistratus,  gave  its  immortal  outline  to  the 
colossus  of  the  Iliad,  and  -wove  the  magic  Aveb  of  the  Odyssey — 
but  that  no  supreme  and  conscious  artist  working  towards  a  well- 
planned  conclusion  conceived  and  shaped  these  epics  to  the  form 
they  bear,  appears  to  the  spirit  of  sound  criticism  equally  unten- 
able. The  very  statement  of  this  alternative  involves  a  contradic- 
tion in  terms ;  for  such  a  diaskeuast  must  himself  have  been  a 
supreme  and  conscious  artist.  Some  Homer  did  exist.  Some 
great  single  poet  intervened  between  the  lost  chaos  of  legendary 
I  material  and  the  cosmos  of  artistic  beauty  which  we  now  possess. 
His  work  may  have  been  tampered  with  in  a  thousand  ways,  and 
religiously  but  inadequately  restored.  Of  his  age  and  date  and 
country  Ave  may  know  nothing.  But  this  we  do  know,  that  the 
fire  of  moulding,  fusing,  and  controlling  genius  in  some  one  brain 
has  made  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey  what  they  are.* 
( '  The  epic  poet  merges  his  personality  in  his  poems,  the  words 
of  which  he  ascribes  to  the  inspiration  of  the  muse.  The  indi- 
vidual is  nowhere,  is  forgotten  in  the  subject  and  suppressed,  while 
the  luminous  forms  of  gods  and  heroes  move  serenely  across  the 
stage,  summoned  and  marshalled  by  the  maidens  of  Helicon.  In 
no  other  period  of  Greek  literature  shall  we  find  the.  same^ uncon- 
sciousness of  self,  the  same  immersion  in  the  work  of  art.  In 
this  respect  the  poetry  of  the  heroic  age  answers  to  the  condition 
of  prehistoric  Hellas,  where  as  yet  the  elements  of  the  Greek  race 
remain  still  implicit  in  the  general  mass  and  undeveloped.  We 
hear  in  Homer  of  no  abrupt  division  between  Dorians  and  loni- 
ans.     Athens  and  Sparta  have  not  grown  up  into  prominence  as 

*  I  do  not  mean  by  this  that  one  poet  must  have  composed  both  epics,  but 
that  each  bears  upon  it  the  mark  of  unity  in  conception  and  execution. 
Whether  the  same  poet  produced  both  is  a  diiferent  question,  and  I  am  in- 
clined to  accept  the  Odyssey  as  a  later  work. 
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the  two  leaders  of  the  nation.  Argos  is  the  centre  of  power; 
but  Phthiotis,  the  cradle  of  the  Hellenes,  is  the  home  of  Achilles. 
Ulysses  is  an  islander.  In  the  same  way  in  Homer  the  art  of  the 
Greeks  is  still  a  mere  potentiality.  The  artistic  sentiment,  indeed, 
exists  in  exquisite  perfection ;  but  it  is  germinal,  not  organized 
and  expanded  as  it  will  be.  We  hear  of  embroidery  for  royal 
garments,  of  goldsmith's  Avork  for  shields  and  breastplates,  of 
stained  ivory  trappings  for  chariots  and  horses.  But  even  here 
the  poet's  imagination  had  probably  outrun  the  fact.  What  he 
saw  with  his  fancy,  could  the  heroic  artisans  have  fashioned  with 
their  tools  ?  Is  not  the  shield  of  Achilles,  like  Dante's  pavement 
of  the  purgatorial  staircase,  a  forecast  of  the  future  ?  Architect- 
ure and  sculpture,  at  any  rate,  can  scarcely  be  said  to  exist.  Ulys- 
ses builds  his  own  house.  The  statues  of  the  gods  are  fetiches. 
But,  meanwhile,  the  foundation  of  the  highest  Greek  art  is  being- 
laid  in  the  cultivation  of  the  human  body.  The  sentiment  of 
beauty  shows  itself  in  dances  and  games,  in  the  races  of  naked 
runners,  in  rhythmic  processions,  and  the  celebration  of  religious 
rites.  This  was  the  proper  preparation  for  the  after-growth  of 
sculpture.  The  whole  race  lived  out  its  sculpture  and  its  paint- 
ing, rehearsed,  as  it  were,  the  great  works  of  Pheidias  and  Polyg- 
notus  in  physical  exercise  before  it  learned  to  express  itself  in 
marble  or  in  coloi-.  The  public  games,  which  were  instituted  in 
this  first  period,  further  contributed  to  the  cultivation  of  the  sense 
of  beauty  which  was  inherent  in  the  Greeks. 

The  second  period  is  one  of  transition — in  politics,  in  literature, 
in  the  fine  arts.  Everywhere  the  old  landmarks  are  being  broken 
up,  and  the  new  ones  are  not  yet  fixed.  The  heroic  monarchies 
yield  first  of  all  to  oligarchies,  and  then  to  tyrannies ;  the  tyran- 
nies in  their  turn  give  place  to  democracies,  or  to  constitutional 
aristocracies.  Argos,  the  centre  of  heroic  Hellas,  is  the  first  to 
change.     Between  770  and  730  B.C.  Pheidon  usurps  the  sover- 
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eign  power,  and  dies,  leaving  no  dynasty  behind  him.*  Between 
650  and  500  we  find  despots  springing  up  in  all  the  cliief  Greek 
cities.  At  Corinth  the  oligarchical  family  of  the  Bacchiadse  are 
superseded  by  the  tyrants  Cypselus  and  Periander.  At  Megara 
the  despot  Theagenes  is  deposed  and  exiled.  At  Sicyon  the  Or- 
thagorldae  terminate  in  the  despot  Cleisthenes,  whose  reign  is 
marked  by  an  attempt  to  supersede  the  ancient  Doric  order  of 
government  by  caste.  At  Mitylene,  Pittacus  becomes  a  constitu- 
tional autocrat,  or  dictator,  for  the  public  safety.  At  Samos,  Po- 
lycrates  holds  a  post  of  almost  Oriental  despotism.  At  Athens 
we  find  the  great  family  of  the  Pisistratidae,  who  supersede  the 
dynastic  tyranny  in  commission  of  the  house  of  Codrus.  What 
Is  the  meaning  of  these  changes?  How  does  the  despot  differ 
from  the  heroic  monarch,  who  held,  as  we  have  seen,  his  power  by 
divine  right,  but  who  also  had  to  depend  for  his  ascendency  on 
personal  prowess  ?  Gradually  the  old  respect  for  the  seed  of  Zeus 
died  out.  Either  the  royal  families  abused  their  power  or  became 
extinct,  or,  as  in  the  case  of  Athens  and  Sparta,  retained  heredita- 
ry privileges  under  limitations.  During  this  decay  of  the  Zeus- 
born  dynasties  the  cities  of  Greece  were  a  prey  to  the  quarrels  of 
great  families ;  and  it  often  happened  that  one  of  these  obtained 
supreme  power — in  which  case  a  monarchy,  based  not  on  divine 
right,  but  on  force  and  fear,  was  founded ;  or  else  a  few  of  the 
chief  houses  combined  against  the  State  to  establisli  an  oligarchy. 
The  oligarchies,  owing  their  authority  to  no  true,  legal,  or  relig- 
ious fount  of  honor,  were  essentially  selfish,  and  were  exposed  to 
the  encroachments  of  the  more  able  among  their  own  families. 
The  cleverest  man  in  an  oligarchy  tended  to  draw  the  power  into 

*  The  date  of  Pheidon  is  in  trutli  unfixed.  According  to  recent  calcula- 
tions, he  may  have  celebrated  the  28th  and  not  the  8th  Olympiad.  The  in- 
volved alteration  in  his  date  would  bring  him  into  closer  connection  with  the 
other  despots 
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his  own  hands ;  but  in  this  he  generally  succeeded  by  first  flatter- 
in<y  and  then  intimidating  the  people.  Thus  in  one  way  or  an- 
other the  old  type  of  dynastic  government  was  superseded  by  des- 
potisms, more  or  less  arbitrary,  tending  to  the  tyranny  of  single 
individuals,  or  to  the  coalition  of  noble  houses,  and  bringing  with 
them  the  vices  of  greed,  craft,  and  servile  cruelty.  The  political 
ferment  caused  a  vast  political  excitement.  Party  strove  against 
party  ;  and  when  one  set  gained  the  upper  hand,  the  other  had  to 
fly.  The  cities  of  Hellas  were  filled  with  exiles.  Diplomacy  and 
criticism  occupied  the  minds  of  men.  Personal  cleverness  became 
the  one  essential  point  in  politics.  But  two  permanent  advan- 
tao-es  were  secured  by  this  anarchy  to  the  Greeks.  The  one  was 
a  strong  sense  of  the  equality  of  citizens ;  the  other,  a  desire  for 
established  law,  as  opposed  to  the  caprice  of  individuals  and  to 
the  clash  of  factions  in  the  State.  This,  then,  is  the  first  point 
which  marks  the  transitional  period.  The  old  monarchies  break 
up,  and  give  place  to  oligarchies  first,  and  then  to  despotism. 
The  tyrants  maintain  themselves  by  violence  and  by  flattering 
the  mob.  At  last  they  fall,  or  arc  displaced,  and  then  the  states 
agree  to  maintain  their  freedom  by  the  means  of  constitutions 
and  fixed  laws.  The  despots  are  school-masters,  who  bring  the 
people  to  JVomos  as  their  lord. 

Three  other  general  features  distinguish  this  period  of  transi- 
tion. The  first  is  colonization.  In  the  political  disturbances 
which  attend  the  struggle  for  power,  hundreds  of  citizens  were 
forced  to  change  their  residence.  So  we  find  the  mother  cities 
sending  settlers  to  Italy,  to  Sicily,  to  Africa,  to  the  Gulf  of  Lyons, 
to  Thrace,  and  to  the  islands.  In  these  colonies  the  real  life  and 
vio-or  of  Hellas  show  themselves  at  this  stao-e  more  than  in  the 
mother  states.  It  is  in  Sicily,  on  the  coast  of  Magna  Grascla,  on 
the  seaboard  of  Asia  Minor,  in  the  islands  of  the  ^Egean,  that  the 
first  poets   and   philosophers    and  historians   of  Greece  appear. 
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Spavta  and  Atliens,  destined  to  become  tlie  protagonists  of  the 
real  drama  of  Hellas,  are  meanwhile  silent  and  apparently  inert. 
Secondly,  this  is  the  age  of  the  Nomotheta3.  Thebes  receives  a 
constitution  from  the  Corinthian  lovers  and  law-givers  Philolaus 
and  Diodes.  Lycurgus  and  Solon  form  the  states  of  Sparta  and 
Athens.  It  is  not  a  little  wonderful  to  think  of  these  three  great 
cities,  successively  the  leaders  of  historic  Hellas,  submitting  to  the 
intellect  each  of  its  own  law-giver,  taking  shape  beneath  his  hands, 
cheerfully  accepting  and  diligently  executing  his  directions.  Last- 
ly, it  is  in  this  period  that  the  two  chief  races  of  the  Greeks — the 
lonians  and  the  Dorians — emerge  into  distinctness.  Not  only 
are  Athens  and  Sparta  fashioned  to  the  form  which  they  will  af- 
terwards maintain ;  but  also  in  the  colonies  two  distinct  streams 
of  thought  and  feeling  begin  to  flow  onward  side  by  side,  and  to 
absorb,  each  into  its  own  current,  those  minor  rivulets  which  it 
could  best  appropriate. 

What  happens  to  literature  in  this  period  of  iiietamorphosis, 
expansion,  and  anarchy  ?  AVe  have  seen  that  Homer  covers  the 
whole  of  the  first  period  of  literature ;  and  in  the  Homeric  poems 
we  saw  that  the  interests  of  the  present  were  subordinated  to  a 
splendid  picture  of  the  ideal  past,  that  the  poet  was  merged  in  his 
work,  that  the  individual  joys  and  sorrows  of  the  artist  remained 
unspoken,  and  that  his  words  were  referred  immediately  to  the 
Muse.  All  this  is  now  to  be  altered.  But  meanwhile,  between 
the  first  and  second  period,  a  link  is  made  by  Ilesiod.  In  his 
Works  and  Days  he  still  preserves  the  traditions  of  the  epic. 
But  we  no  longer  listen  to  the  deeds  of  gods  and  heroes  ;  and 
though  the  Muse  is  invoked,  the  poet  appears  before  us  as  a  living, 
sentient,  suffering  man.  We  descend  to  earth.  We  are  instruct- 
ed in  the  toils  and  duties  of  the  beings  who  have  to  act  and  en- 
dure upon  the  prosaic  stage  of  the  world,  as  it  exists  in  the  com- 
mon light  of  the  present  time.     Even  in  Hesiod  there  has  there- 
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fore  been  a  cliange.  Homer  strung  his  lyre  in  tlie  halls  of  princes 
who  loved  to  dwell  on  the  great  deeds  of  their  god-descended 
ancestors.  Hesiod  utters  a  weaker  and  more  subdued  note  to  the 
tillers  of  the  ground  and  the  watchers  of  the  seasons.  In  Homer 
Ave  see  the  radiant  heroes  expiring  with  a  smile  upon  their  lips  as 
on  the  ^ginetan  pediment.  In  Hesiod  we  hear  the  low,  sad  out- 
cry of  humanity.  The  inner  life,  the  daily  loss  and  profit,  the 
duties  and  the  cares  of  men  are  his  concern.  Homer,  too,  was 
never  analytical.  He  described  the  world  without  raising  a  single 
moral  or  psychological  question.  Hesiod  poses  the  eternal  prob- 
lems :  What  is  the  origin  and  destiny  of  mankind  1  Why  should 
we  toil  painfully  upon  the  upward  path  of  virtue  ?  How  came 
the  gods  to  be  our  tyrants  ?  What  is  justice  ?  How  did  evil  and 
pain  and  disease  begin  ?  After  Hesiod  the  epical  impulse  ceases. 
Poets,  indeed,  go  on  Avriting  narrative  poems  in  hexameters.  But 
the  cycle,  so  called  by  the  Alexandrian  critics,  produced  about 
this  time,  had  not  innate  life  enough  to  survive  the  wear  and  tear 
of  centuries.  We  have  lost  the  whole  series,  except  in  the  trage- 
dies which  were  composed  from  their  matoials.  Literature  had 
passed  beyond  the  stage  of  the  heroic  epic.  The  national  car 
demanded  other  and  more  varied  forms  of  verse  than  the  hexam- 
eter. Among  the  lonians  of  Asia  Minor  was  developed  the  pa- 
thetic melody  of  the  elegiac  metre,  which  first  apparently  was 
used  to  express  the  emotions  of  love  and  sorrow,  and  afterwards 
came  to  be  the  veliicle  of  moral  sentiment ^nd  all  strong  feeling. 
Callinus  and  Tyrtneus  adapted  the  elegy  to  songs  of  battle.  So- 
lon consigned  his  w-isdom  to  its  couplets,  and  used  it  as  a  trumpet 
for  awakening  the  zeal  of  Athens  against  her  tyrants,  Mimner- 
mus  confined  the  metre  to  its  more  plaintive  melodies,  and  made 
it  the  mouthpiece  of  lamentations  over  the  fleeting  beauty  of 
youth  and  the  evils  of  old  age.  In  Theognis  the  elegy  takes 
wider  scope.     He  uses  it  alike  for  satire  and  invective,  for  pre- 
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ccpt,  for  autobiographic  grumblings,  for  political  discourses,  and 
for  philosophical  apophtheguis.  Side  by  side  with  the  elegy  arose 
the  various  forms  of  lyric  poetry.  The  names  of  AlciEUs  and 
Sappho,  of  Alcman,  Anacreon,  Simonides,  Bacchylides,  Stesicho- 
rus,  Arion,  instantly  suggest  themselves.  But  it  must  be  borne 
in  mind  that  lyric  poetry  in  Greece  at  a  very  early  period  broke 
up  into  two  distinct  species.  The  one  kind  gave  expression  to 
strong  personal  emotion,  and  became  a  safety-valve  for  perilous 
passions  ;  the  other  was  choric  and  complex  in  its  form  ;  designed 
for  public  festivals  and  solemn  ceremonials,  it  consisted  chiefly  of 
odes  sung  in  the  honor  of  gods  and  great  men.  To  the  former,  or 
personal  species,  belong  the  lyrics  of  the  Ionian  and  ^^olian  fami- 
lies ;  to  the  latter,  or  more  public  species,  belong  the  so-called  Do- 
rian odes.  Besides  the  elegy  and  all  the  forms  of  lyric  stanza, 
the  iambic,  if  not  invented  in  this  period,  was  now  adapted  of  set 
purpose  to  personal  satire.*  Archilochus  is  said  to  have  preferred 
this  metre,  as  being  the  closest  in  its  form  to  common  speech, 
and  therefore  suited  to  his  unideal  practical  invective.  From  the 
lyric  dithyrambs  of  Arion,  sung  at  festivals  of  Dionysus,  and 
from  the  iambic  satires  of  Archilochus,  recited  at  the  feasts  of 
Demeter,f  was  to  be  developed  the  metrical  structure  of  the  drama 
in  the  third  period.  As  yet,  it  is  only  among  the  Dorians  of  Sic- 
ily and  of  Megara  that  we  hear  of  any  mimetic  shows,  and  these 
of  the  simplest  description. 

In  this  period  the  first  start  in  the  direction  of  philosophy  was 
made.     The  morality  wliich  had  been  implicit  in  Homer,  and  had 

*  The  Margites  Eiresionc,  attributed  by  the  Greeks  to  Homer,  contain  pos- 
sibly the  earliest  fragments  of  iambic  verses. 

f  Satire,  it  is  well  known,  was  permitted  at  some  of  the  festivrls  of  Deme- 
ter;  and  the  legend  of  the  maid  lambc,  who  alone  could  draw  a  smile  from 
Demeter,  after  she  had  lost  Persephone,  seems  to  symbolize  the  connection 
of  iambic  recitations  with  the  cultus  of  this  goddess. 
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received  a  pai;t[aX development  in  Hesiod,  was  condensed  in  pro- 
verbial couplets  by  Solon,  Theognis,  Phocylides,  and  Siuionides. 
These  couplets  formed  the  starting-points  for  discussion.  Many 
of  Plato's  dialogues  turn  on  sayings  of  Theognis  and  Simonides. 
Many  of  the  sublimer  flights  of  meditation  in  Sophocles  are  ex- 
pansions of  early  gnomes.  Even  the  ethics  of  Aristotle  are  in- 
debted to  their  wisdom.  The  ferment  of  thought  produced  by 
the  political  struggles  of  this  age  tended  to  sharpen  the  intellect 
and  to  turn  reflection  inward.  Hence  we  find  that  the  men  who 
rose  to  greatest  eminence  in  state-craft  as  tyrants  or  as  law-givers 
are  also  to  be  reckoned  among  the  primitive  philosophers  of 
Greece.  The  aphorisms  of  the  Seven  Sages,  two  of  whom  were 
Nomotheta?,  and  several  of  whom  were  despots,  contain  the  ker- 
nel of  much  that  is  peculiar  in  Greek  thought.  It  is  enough  i 
to  mention  these:  ju/j^ei'  uyav'  ^irpov  upiarov  '  yi'wQi  aiav-ov'. 
Kaipuv  yyCjQi'  dvajKi]  c  ovce  6eoi  /.la-^^ovrai — which  are  the  germs; 
of  subsequent  systems  of  ethics,  metaphysics,  and  theories  of  art.* 
Solon,  as  a  patriot,  a  modeller  of  the  Athenian  constitution,  an 
elegiac  poet,  one  of  the  Seven  Sages,  and  the  representative  of 
Greece  at  the  court  of  Croesus,  may  be  chosen  as  the  one  most 
eminent  man  in  a  period  when  literature  and  thought  and  politics 
were,  to  a  remarkable  extent,  combined  in  single  individuals. 

Meanwhile  philosophy  began  to  flourish  in  more  definite  shape 
among  the  colonists  of  Asia  Minor,  Italy,  and  Sicily.  The  criti- 
cism of  the  Theogony  of  Hesiod  led  the  Ionian  thinkers — Thales, 
Anaximenes,  Anaximander,  Heraclitus — to  evolve  separate  answers 
to  the  question  of  the  origin  of  the  universe.  The  problem  of 
the  physical  apx'''  ^^'  starting-point,  of  the  world  occupied  their 
attention.  Some  more  scientific  theory  of  existence  than  mythol- 
ogy afforded  was  imperatively  demanded.     The  same  spirit   of 

*  Nothing  overmuch;  measure  is  best;  know  thyself;  know  the  right  mo- 
ment ;  against  necessity  not  even  gods  figlit. 


^- 
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criticism,  the  same  demand  for  accuracy,  gave  birth  to  history. 

y  The  Theogony  of  Hesiod  and  the  Homeric  version  of  the  Trojan 
war,  together  with  the  genealogies  of  the  heroes,  were  reduced  to 
simple  statementsjjf  fact,  stripped  of  their  artistic  trappings,  and 
rationalized  after  a  rude  and  simple  fashion  by  the  annalists  of 
Asia  Minor.  This  zeal  for  greater  rigor  of  thought  was  instru- 
mental in  developing  a  new  vehicle  of  language.  The  time  had 
come  at  length  for  separation  from  poetry,  for  the  creation  of  a 
prose  style  which  should  correspond  in  accuracy  to  the  logical  ne- 

/  cessity  of  exact  thinking.  Prose  accordingly  was  elaborated  with 
infinite  difhculty  by  these  first  speculators  from  the  elements  of 
common  speech.  It  was  a  great  epoch  in  the  history  of  Euro- 
pean culture  when  men  ceased  to  produce  their  thoughts  in  the 
fixed  cadences  of  verse,  and  consigned  them  to  the  more  elastic 
periods  of  prose.  lieraclitus  of  Ephesus  was  the  first  who 
achieved  a  notable  success  in  this  new  and  diflicult  art.  He 
for  his  pains  received  the  title  of  o  aKorewuc,  the  obscure  —  so 
strange  and  novel  did  the  language  of  science  seem  to  minds  ac- 
customed hitherto  to  nothing  but  metre.  Yet  even  after  his  date 
philosophy  of  the  deepest  species  was  still  conveyed  in  verse. 
The  Eleatic  metaphysicians  Xenophaues  and  Parmenides  —  Xe- 
nophanes,  Avho  dared  to  criticise  the  anthropomorphism  of  the 
Greek  Pantheon,  and  Parmenides,  who  gave  utterance  to  the  word 
of  Greek  ontology,  to  ov,  or  being,  which  may  be  significantly 
contrasted  with  the  Hebrew  I  am — wrote  long  poems  in  which  they 
invoked  the  Muse,  and  dragged  the  hexameter  along  the  pathway 
of  their  argument  upon  the  entities,  like  a  pompous  sacrificial 
vestment.  Empedocles  of  Agrigentum,  to  whom  we  owe  the 
rough-and-ready  theory  of  the  four  elements,  cadenced  his  great 

/  work  on  Nature  in  the  same  sonorous  verse,  and  interspersed  his 

\  speculations  on  the  cycles  of  the  universe  with  passages  of  brill- 
)  iant  eloquence. 
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Thus  the  second  period  is  marked  alike  by  changes  in  politics 
and  society,  and  by  a  revolution  in  the  spirit  of  literature.     The 
old  Homeric  monarchies  are  broken  up.     Oligarchies  and  tyran- 
nies take  their  place.     To  the  anarchy  and  unrest  of  transition 
succeeds  the  demand  for  constitutional  order.     The  colonies  are 
founded,  and  contain  the  very  pith  of  Hellas  at  this  epoch  :  of 
all  the  great  names  we  have  mentioned,  only  Solon  and  Theognis     ' 
belong  to  Central  Greece.     The  Homeric  epos  has  become  obso- 
lete.    In  its  stead  we  have  the  greatest  possible  variety  of  literary 
forms.     The  elegiac  poetry  of  morality  and  war  and  love  ;  the 
lyrical  poetry  of  personal  feeling  and  of  public  ceremonial ;  the 
philosophical  poetry  of  metaphysics  and  mysticism ;  the  iambic, 
with  its  satire ;  prose,  in  its  adaptation  to  new  science  and  a  more 
accurate  historical  investigation — are  all  built  up  upon  the  ruins 
of  the  epic.     What  is  most  prominent  in  the  spirit  of  this  second 
period  is  the  emergence  of  private  interests  and  individual  activi-  f. 
ties.     No  dreams  of  a  golden  past  now  occupy  the  minds  of  men. 
No  gods  or  heroes  fill  the  canvas  of  the  poet.     Man,  his  daily  life,   \ 
his  most  crying  necessities,  his  deepest  problems,  his  loves  and     / 
sorrows,  his  friendships,  his  social  relations,  his  civic  duties — these  ij 
are  the  theme  of  poetry.     Now  for  the  first  time  in  Europe  a  man^) 
tells  his  own  hopes  and  fears,  and  expects  the  world  to  listen. ' 
Sappho  simply  sings  her  love ;  Archilochus,  his  hatred ;  Theog- 
nis, his  wrongs  ;  Mimnermus,  his  ennui  ;  Alcoeus,  his  misfortunes  ; 
Anacreon,  his  pleasure  of  the  hour ;  and  their  songs  find  an  echo 
in  all  hearts.      The  individual  and  the  present  have  triumphed  ]     , 
over  the  ideal  and  the  past.     Finally,  it  should  be  added  that  the  /  '^ 
chief  contributions  to  the  culture  of  the  fine  arts  in  this  period 
are  architecture,  which  is  carried  to  perfection ;  music,  which  re- 
ceives elaborate  form  in  the  lyric  of  the  Dorian  order  ;  and  sculp- 
ture, which  appears  as  yet  but  rudimentary  upon  the  pediments 
of  the  temples  of  ^Egina  and  Selinus. 
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Our  third  period  embraces  the  supremacy  of  Athens  from  the. 
end  of  the  Persian  to  the  end  of  the  Peloponnesian  \var.  It  was 
tlie  strno-o-le  with  Xerxes  Avhich  developed  all  the  latent  energies 
of  the  Greeks,  which  intensified  their  national  existence,  and  which 
secured  for  Athens,  as  the  central  power  on  which  the  scattered 
forces  of  the  race  converged,  the  intellectual  dictatorship  of  Hel- 
las. No  contest  equals  for  interest  and  for  importance  this  con- 
test of  the  Greeks  with  the  Persians.  It  was  a  struggle  of  spir- 
itual energy  against  brute  force,  of  liberty  against  oppression,  of 
intellectual  freedom  against  superstitious  ignorance,  of  civilization 
against  barbarism.  The  whole  fate  of  humanity  hung  trembling 
in  the  scales  at  Marathon,  at  Salamis,  at  Plataea.  On  the  one  side 
were  ranged  the  hordes  of  Asia — tribe  after  tribe,  legion  upon 
legion,  myriad  by  myriad — under  their  generals  and  princes.  On 
the  other  side  stood  forth  a  band  of  athletes,  of  Greek  citizens, 
each  one  himself  a  prince  and  general.  The  countless  masses  of 
the  herd-like  Persian  host  were  opposed  to  a  handful  of  resolute 
men  in  whom  the  force  of  the  spirit  of  the  world  was  concen- 
trated. The  triumph  of  the  Greeks  was  the  triumph  of  the  spirit, 
of  the  intellect  of  man,  of  light-dispersing  darkness,  of  energy  re- 
pelling a  dead  weight  of  matter.  Other  nations  have  shown  a 
temper  as  heroic  as  the  Greeks.  The  Dutch,  for  instance,  in  their 
resistance  against  Philip,  or  the  Swiss  in  their  antagonism  to  Bur- 
gundy and  Austria.  But  in  no  other  single  instance  has  heroism 
been  exerted  on  so  large  a  scale,  in  such  a  fateful  contest  for  the 
benefit  of  mankind  at  large.  Had  the  Dutch,  for  example,  been 
quelled  by  Spain,  or  the  Swiss  been  crushed  by  the  House  of 
Hapsburg,  the  world  could  have  survived  the  loss  of  these  athletic 
nations.  There  were  other  mighty  peoples  who  held  the  torch 
of  liberty  and  of  the  spirit,  and  who  were  ready  to  carry  it  on- 
ward in  the  race.  But  if  Persia  had  overwhelmed  the  Greeks 
upon  the  plains  of  Marathon  or  in  the  straits  of  Salamis,  that 
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torch  of  spiritual  liberty  would  have  been  extinguished.  There 
was  no  runner  in  the  race  to  catch  it  up  from  the  dying  hands  of 
Hellas,  and  to  bear  it  forward  for  the  future  age.  No  ;  this  con- 
test of  the  Greeks  with  Persia  was  the  one  supreme  battle  of 

I 

history  ;  and  to  the  triumph  of  the  Greeks  we  owe  whatever  is 
most  great  and  glorious  in  the  subsequent  achievements  of  the 
human  race. 

Athens  rose  to  her  full  height  in  this  duel.  She  bore  the  brunt 
of  Maj-athon  alone.  Her  generals  decided  the  sea-fight  of  Sala- 
mis.  For  the  Spartans  it  remained  to  defeat  Mardonius  at  Pla- 
taia.  Consequently  the  olive-wreath  of  this  more  than  Olympian 
victory  crowned  Athens.  Athens  was  recognized  as  Saviour  and 
Queen  of  Hellas.  And  Athens,  who  had  fought  the  battle  of  the 
spirit — by  spirit  we  mean  the  greatness  of  the  soul,  liberty,  intel- 
ligence, civilization,  culture — everything  Avhich  raises  men  above 
brutes  and  slaves,  and  makes  them  free  beneath  the  arch  of  heaven 
— Athens,  who  had  fought  and  won  this  battle  of  the  spirit,  be- 
came immediately  the  recognized  impersonation  of  the  spirit  it- 
self. Whatever  was  superb  in  human  nature  found  its  natural 
home  and  sphere  in  Athens.  We  hear  no  more  of  the  colonies. 
All  great  works  of  art  and  literature  now  are  produced  in  Athens. 
It  is  to  Athens  that  the  sages  come  to  teach  and  to  be  taught. 
Anaxagoras,  Socrates,  Plato,  the  three  masters  of  philosophy  in 
this  third  period,  are  Athenians.  It  is,  however,  noticeable  and 
significant  that  Anaxagoras,  who  forms  a  link  between  the  phi- 
losophy of  the  second  and  third  period,  is  a  native  of  Clazomena?, 
though  the  thirty  years  of  his  active  life  are  spent  at  Athens. 
These  thinkers  introduce  into  speculation  a  new  element.  Instead 
of  inquiries  into  the  factors  of  the  physical  world  or  of  ontolog- 
ical  theorizing,  they  approach  all  problems  which  involve  the  ac- 
tivities of  the  liuman  soul — the  presence  in  the  universe  of  a  con- 
trolling spirit.     Anaxagoras  issues  the  famous  apophthegm  :  vovq 
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irai'Ttov  kpartt,  "  intelligence  disposes  all  things  in  tlie  world." 
Socrates  founds  his  ethical  investigation  upon  the  Delphian  pre- 
cept :  yruidt  (TeavTov ;  or,  "  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man." 
Plato,  who  belongs  chronologically  to  the  fourth  period,  but  who 
may  here  be  mentioned  in  connection  with  the  great  men  of  the 
third,  as  synthesizing  all  the  previous  speculations  of  the  Greeks, 
ascends  to  the  conception  of  an  ideal  existence  which  unites  truth, 
beauty,  and  goodness  in  one  scheme  of  universal  order. 

At  the  same  time  Greek  art  rises  to  its  height  of  full  maturity. 
Ictinus  designs  the  Parthenon,  and  Mnesicles  the  Propyla?a;  Phei- 
dias  completes  the  development  of  sculpture  in  his  statue  of 
Athene,  his  pediment  and  friezes  of  the  Parthenon,  his  chrysele- 
phantine image  of  Zeus  at  Olympia,  his  marble  Nemesis  upon  the 
plain  of  Marathon.  These  were  the  ultimate,  consummate  achieve- 
ments of  the  sculptor's  skill ;  the  absolute  standards  of  what  the 
statuary  in  Greece  could  do.  Nothing  remained  to  be  added. 
Subsequent  progression — for  a  progression  there  was  in  the  work 
of  Praxiteles — was  a  deflection  from  the  pure  and  perfect  type. 

Poetry,  in  the  same  Avay,  receives  incomparable  treatment  at 
the  hands  of  the  great  dramatists.  As  the  epic  of  Homer  con- 
tained implicitly  all  fcirms  of  poetry,  so  did  the  Athenian  drama 
consciously  unite  them  in  one  supreme  work  of  art.  The  energies 
aroused  by  the  Persian  war  had  made  action  and  the  delineation 
of  action  of  prime  importance  to  the  Greeks.  We  no  longer  find 
the  poets  giving  expression  to  merely  personal  feeling,  or  uttering 
wise  saws  and  moral  precepts,  as  in  the  second  period.  Human 
emotion  is  indeed  their  theme ;  but  it  is  the  phases  of  passion  in 
living,  acting,  and  conflicting  personalities  which  the  drama  under- 
takes to  depict.  Ethical  philosophy  is  more  than  ever  substan- 
tive in  verse  ;  but  its  lessons  are  set  forth  by  example  and  not 
by  precept — they  animate  the  conduct  of  whole  trilogies.  The 
awakened  activity  of  Hellas  at  this  period  produced  the  first  great 
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drama  of  Europe,  as  the  Reformation  in  England  produced  the 
second.  The  Greek  drama  being  essentially  religious,  the  trage- 
dians ascended  to  mythology  for  their  materials.  Homer  is  dis- 
membered, and  his  episodes  or  allusions,  together  with  the  sub- 
stance of  the  Cyclic  poems,  supply  the  dramatist  with  plots.  But 
notice  the  difference  between  Homer  and  ^schylus,  the  epic  and 
the  drama.  In  the  latter  we  find  no  merely  external  delineation 
of  mythical  history.  The  legends  are  used  as  outlines  to  be  filled 
in  with  living  and  eternally  important  details.  The  heroes  are 
not  interesting  merely  as  heroes,  but  as  the  types  and  patterns  of 
human  nature  ;  as  representatives  on  a  gigantic  scale  of  that  hu- 
manity which  is  common  to  all  men  in  all  ages,  and  as  subject  to 
the  destinies  which  control  all  human  affairs.  Mythology  has  thus 
become  the  text-book  of  life,  interpreted  by  the  philosophical 
consciousness.  With  the  names  of  ^Eschylus,  Sophocles,  Euripi- 
des, must  be  coupled  that  of  Aristophanes.  His  comedy  is  a  pe- 
culiarly Athenian  product — the  strongest  mixture  of  paradox  and 
irony  and  broad  buffoonery  and  splendid  poetry,  designed  to  serve 
a  serious  aim,  the  world  has  ever  seen.  Here  the  many-sided, 
flashing  genius  of  the  Ionian  race  appears  in  all  its  subtlety,  va- 
riety, suppleness,  and  strength.  The  free  spirit  of  Athens  runs 
riot  and  proclaims  its  liberty  by  license  in  the  prodigious  satur- 
nalia of  the  wit  of  Aristophanes. 

It  remains  to  be  added  that  to  this  period  belong  the  histories 
of  Herodotus,  the  Halicarnassean  by  birth,  who  went  to  Thurii 
as  colonist  from  Athens,  and  of  Thucydides,  the  Athenian  general ; 
the  lyrics  of  Pindar  the  Theban,  who  was  made  the  public  guest 
of  Athens ;  the  eloquence  of  Pericles,  and  the  wit  of  Aspasia. 
This  brief  enumeration  suffices  to  show  that  in  the  third  period  of 
Greek  literature  was  contained  whatever  is  most  splendid  in  the 
achievements  of  the  genius  of  the  Greeks,  and  that  all  these  tri- 
umphs converged  and  were  centred  upon  Athens. 
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The  public  events  of  this  period  are  summed  up  in  the  struggle 
for  supremacy  between  Athens  and  Sparta.  The  race  wliich  had 
shown  itself  capable  of  united  action  against  the  common  foe 
now  develops  within  itself  two  antagonistic  and  mutually  exclu- 
sive principles.  The  age  of  the  despots  is  past.  The  flowering- 
time  of  the  colonies  is  over.  The  stone  of  Tantalus  in  Persia  has 
been  removed  from  Hellas.  But  it  remains  for  Sparta  and  Athens 
to  fight  out  the  duel  of  Dorian  against  Ionian  prejudices,  of  oli- 
garchy against  democracy.  Both  states  have  received  their  defi- 
nite stamp,  or  permanent  r]Qoq — Sparta  from  semi-mythical  Lycur- 
gus  ;  Athens  from  Solon,  Cleisthenes,  and  Pericles.  Their  war  is 
the  warfare  of  the  powers  of  the  sea  with  the  powers  of  the  land, 
of  Conservatives  with  Liberals,  of  the  rigid  principle  of  established 
order  with  the  expansive  spirit  of  intellectual  and  artistic  freedom. 
What  is  called  the  Peloponnesian  war — that  internecine  struggle 
of  the  Greeks — is  the  historical  outcome  of  this  deep-seated  an- 
tagonism. And  the  greatest  historical  narrative  in  the  world — 
that  of  Thucydides — is  its  record.  To  dwell  upon  the  events  of 
this  war  would  be  superfluous.  Athens  uniformly  exhibits  herself 
as  a  dazzling,  brilliant,  impatient  power,  led  astray  by  the  desire  of 
novelty,  and  the  intoxicating  sense  of  force  in  freedom.  Sparta 
proceeds  slowly,  coldly,  cautiously  ;  secures  her  steps  ;  acts  on  the 
defensive  ;  spends  no  strength  in  vain  ;  is  timid,  tentative,  and 
economical  of  energy  ;  but  at  the  decisive  moment  she  steps  in 
and  crushes  her  antagonist.  Deluded  by  the  wandering  fire  of 
the  inspiration  of  Alcibiades,  the  Athenians  venture  to  abandon 
the  policy  of  Pericles  and  to  contemplate  the  conquest  of  Syra- 
cuse. A  dream  of  gigantic  empire,  in  harmony  with  their  expan- 
sive spirit,  but  inconsistent  with  the  very  conditions  of  vitality  in 
a  Greek  state,  floated  before  their  imaginations.  In  attempting 
to  execute  it,  they  overreached  themselves  and  fell  a  prey  to  Spar- 
ta.    With  the  fall  of  Athens  faded  the  real  beautv  and  urandcur 
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of  Greece.  Athens  had  incarnated  that  ideal  of  loveliness  and 
sublimity.  During  her  days  of  prosperity  she  had  expressed  it 
in  superb  works  of  art  and  literature,  and  in  the  splendid  life  of 
a  free  people  governed  solely  by  their  own  intelligence.  Sparta 
Avas  strong  to  destroy  this  life,  to  extinguish  this  light  of  culture. 
But  to  do  more  she  had  no  strength.  Stiffened  in  her  narrow 
rules  of  discipline,  she  was  utterly  unable  to  sustain  the  spiritual 
vitality  of  Hellas,  or  to  carry  its  still  vigorous  energy  into  new 
spheres.     It  remained  for  aliens  to  accomplish  this. 

Just  before  passing  to  the  fourth  period  of  comparative  decline, 
we  may  halt  a  moment  to  contemplate  the  man  who  represents 
this  age  of  full  maturity.  Pericles,  called  half  in  derision  by  the 
comic  poets  the  Zeus  of  Athens,  called  afterwards,  with  reverence, 
by  Plutarch,  the  Olympian  —  Pericles  expi'esses  in  himself  the 
spirit  of  this  age.  lie  is  the  typical  Athenian  who  governed 
Athens  during  the  years  in  which  Athens  governed  G-reece,  who 
formed  the  taste  of  the  Athenians  at  the  time  when  they  were 
educating  the  world  by  the  production  of  immortal  works  of 
beauty.  We  have  seen  that  the  conquest  of  the  Persians  was  the 
triumph  of  the  spirit,  and  that  after  the  conquest  the  spirit  of 
humanity  found  itself  for  the  first  time  absolutely  and  conscious- 
ly free  in  Athens.  This  spirit  was,  so  to  speak,  incarnated  in 
Pericles.  The  Greek  genius  was  made  flesh  in  him,  and  dwelt  at 
Athens.  In  obedience  to  its  dictates,  he  extended  the  political 
liberties  of  the  Athenians  to  the  utmost,  while  he  controlled  those 
liberties  with  the  laws  of  his  own  reason.  In  obedience  to  the 
same  spirit,  he  expended  the  treasures  of  the  Ionian  League  upon 
the  public  works  which  formed  the  subsequent  glory  of  Hellas, 
and  made  her  august  even  in  humiliation.  "  That,"  says  Plutarch, 
"  which  now  is  Greece's  only  evidence  that  the  power  she  boasts 
of  and  her  ancient  wealth  are  no  romance  or  idle  story  was  his 
construction  of  the  public  and  sacred  buildings."     It  was,  again, 
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by  the  same  inspiration  that  Pericles  divined  the  true  ideal  of  the 
Athenian  commonwealth.  In  the  Funeral  Oration  he  says,:  "  We 
love  the  beautiful,  but  without  ostentation  or  extravagance  ;  we 
philosophize  without  being  seduced  into  effeminacy ;  we  are  bold 
and  daring,  but  this  energy  in  action  does  not  prevent  us  from 
giving  to  ourselves  a  strict  account  of  what  we  undertake.  Among 
other  nations,  on  the  contrary,  martial  courage  has  its  foundation 
in  deficiency  of  culture.  We  know  best  how  to  distinguish  be- 
tween the  agreeable  and  the  irksome  ;  notwithstanding  which  we 
do  not  shrink  from  perils."  In  this  panegyric  of  the  national 
character,  Pericles  has  rightly  expressed  the  real  spirit  of  Athens 
as  distinguished  from  Sparta.  The  courage  and  activity  of  the 
Athenians  were  the  result  of  open-eyed  wisdom,  and  not  of  mere 
gymnastic  training.  Athens  knew  that  the  arts  of  life  and  the 
pleasures  of  the  intellect  were  superior  to  merely  physical  exer- 
cises, to  drill,  and  to  discipline. 

While  fixing  our  thoughts  upon  Pericles  as  the  exponent  of 
the  mature  spirit  of  free  Hellas,  we  owe  some  attention  to  his 
master,  the  great  Anaxagoras,  who  first  made  reason  play  the 
chief  part  in  the  scheme  of  the  universe.  Of  the  relations  of 
Anaxagoras  to  his  pupil  Pericles,  this  is  what  Plutarch  tells  us  : 
"  He  that  saw  most  of  Pericles,  and  furnished  him  most  especial- 
ly with  a  weight  and  grandeur  of  sense  superior  to  all  arts  of 
popularity,  and  in  general  gave  him  his  elevation  and  sublimity  of 
purpose  and  of  character,  was  Anaxagoras  of  Clazomena?,  whom 
the  men  of  those  times  called  by  the  name  of  Nous — that  is,  mind 
or  intelligence ;  Avhether  in  admiration  of  the  great  and  extraor- 
dinary gift  he  displayed  for  the  science  of  nature,  or  because  he 
was  the  first  of  the  philosophers  who  did  not  refer  the  first  order- 
ing of  the  world  to  fortune  or  chance,  nor  to  necessity  or  com- 
pulsion, but  to  a  pure,  unadulterated  intelligence,  which  in  all 
other  existing  mixed  and  compound  things  acts  as  a  principle  of 
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discrimination,  and  of  combination  of  like  with  like."  Thus  we 
may  say,  without  mysticism,  that  at  the  very  moment  in  history 
when  the  intelligence  of  mankind  attained  to  freedom,  there  arose 
a  philosopher  in  Anaxagoras  to  proclaim  the  freedom  and  absolute 
supremacy  of  intelligence  in  the  universe  ;  and  a  ruler  in  Pericles 
to  carry  into  action  the  laws  of  that  intelligence,  and  to  govern 
the  most  uncontrollably  free  of  nations  by  reason.  When  Peri- 
cles died,  Athens  lost  her  Zeus,  her  head,  her  real  king.  She  w-as 
left  a  prey  to  parties,  to  demagogues,  to  the  cold  encroaching 
policy  of  Sparta.  But  Pericles  had  lived  long  enough  to  secure 
the  immortality  of  wdiat  was  greatest  in  his  city — to  make  of 
Athens  in  her  beauty  "  a  joy  forever." 

"  If  the  army  of  Nicias  had  not  been  defeated  under  the  walls 
of  Syracuse ;  if  the  Athenians  had,  acquiring  Sicily,  held  the 
balance  between  Rome  and  Carthage,  sent  garrisons  to  the  Greek 
colonies  in  the  south  of  Italy,  Rome  might  have  been  all  that  its 
intellectual  condition  entitled  it  to  be,  a  tributary,  not  the  con- 
queror, of  Greece ;  the  Macedonian  power  would  never  have  at- 
tained to  the  dictatorship  of  the  civilized  states  of  the  world.". 
Such  is  the  exclamation  of  Shelley  over  the  fall  of  Athens.  But, 
according  to  the  Greek  proverb,  to  desire  impossibilities — in  the 
past  as  in  the  present — is  a  sickness  of  the  soul.  No  Greek  state 
could  have  maintained  its  »)9oe  while  it  ruled  a  foreign  empire ; 
nor  is  the  right  to  govern  measured  by  merely  intellectual  ca- 
pacity. The  work  of  Greece  was  essentially  spiritual  and  not 
political.  The  chief  sign  of  weakness  which  meets  us  in  the 
fourth  period  is  in  the  region  of  politics.  After  the  humiliation 
of  Athens,  Sparta  assumed  the  leadership  of  Greece.  But  she 
shamefully  misused  her  power  by  betraying  the  Greek  cities  of 
Asia  to  the  Persians,  while  her  generals  and  harmosts  made  use 
of  their  authority  for  the  indulgence  of  their  private  vices.  Noth- 
ing in  the  previous  training  of  the  Spartan  race  fitted  them  for 
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the  control  of  nations  witli  whose  more  hberal  institutions  and 
refined  manners  they  could  not  sympathize.  Their  tyranny 
proved  insupportable,  and  was  at  last  reduced  to  the  dust  by  the 
Thebans  under  Pelopidas  and  Epaminondas,  But  Thebes  had 
neither  the  wealth  nor  the  vigor  to  administer  the  government  of 
Hellas.  Therefore  the  Greek  states  fell  into  a  chaos  of  discord, 
without  leadership,  without  a  generous  spirit  of  mutual  confi- 
dence and  aid ;  while  at  the  same  time  the  power  of  the  Mace- 
donian kingdom  was  rapidly  increasing  under  the  control  of  Phil- 
ip. An  occasion  offered  itself  to  Philip  for  interfering  in  the 
Greek  affairs.  From  that  moment  forward  forever  the  cities  of 
Greece  became  the  fiefs  of  foreign  despots.  The  occasion  in 
question  Avas  a  great  one.  The  Phocians  had  plundered  the  Del- 
phian temple,  and  none  of  the  Greeks  were  strong  enough  to  pun- 
ish them.  The  act  of  the  Phocians  was  parricidal  in  its  sacrilege, 
suicidal  in  short-sightedness.  Defiling  the  altar  of  the  ancestral 
god,  on  whose  oracles  the  states  had  hitherto  depended  for  coun- 
sel, and  destroying,  with  the  sanctity  of  Delphi,  the  sacred  sym- 
bol of  Greek  national  existence,  they  abandoned  themselves  to 
desecration  and  dishonor.  With  as  little  impunity  could  a  king 
of  Judah  have  robbed  the  temple  and  invaded  the  holiest  of  ho- 
lies. But  neither  Spartans  nor  Athenians  nor  yet  Thebans  arose 
to  avenge  the  affront  offered  to  their  common  nationality.  Tlie 
whole  of  Greece  proper  lay  paralyzed,  and  the  foreigner  stepped 
in — Philip,  Avhom  in  their  pride  they  had  hitherto  called  the  Bar- 
barian. He  took  up  the  cause  of  Phoebus  and  punished  the  chil- 
dren of  the  Delphian  god  for  their  impiety.  It  was  clearly  proved 
to  the  states  of  Hellas  that  their  independence  was  at  an  end. 
They  submitted.  Greece  became  the  passive  spectator  of  the 
deeds  of  Macedonia.  Hellas,  who  had  been  the  hero,  was  now 
the  chorus.  It  was  Alexander  of  Macedon  who  played  the  part 
of  Achilles  in  her  future  drama. 
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One  man  vindicated  tlie  spirit  of  Greek  freedom  against  this 
despotism.  The  genius  of  Athens,  militant  once  more,  but  des- 
tined not  to  triumph,  incarnates  itself  in  Demosthenes.  By  dint 
of  eloquence  and  weight  of  character  he  strives  to  stem  the  tide 
of  dissolution.  But  it  is  in  vain.  His  orations  remain  as  the 
monuments  of  a  valiant  but  ineffectual  resistance.  The  old  in- 
telligence of  Athens  shines,  nay,  fulminates,  in  these  tremendous 
periods;  but  it  is  no  longer  intelligence  combined  with  power. 
The  sceptre  of  empire  has  passed  from  the  hands  of  the  Athe- 
nians. 

Still,  though  the  states  of  Greece  are  humiliated,  though  we 
hear  no  more  of  lonians  and  Dorians,  but  only  of  Macedonians, 
yet  the  real  force  of  the  Greek  race  is  by  no  means  exhausted  in 
this  fourth  period.  Ou  the  contrary,  their  practical  work  in  the 
world  is  just  beginning.  Under  the  guidance  of  Alexander,  the 
Greek  spirit  conquers  and  attempts  to  civilize  the  East.  The 
parallel  between  Alexander  and  Achilles,  as  before  hinted,  is  more 
than  accidental.  Trained  in  the  study  of  Homer  as  we  are  in  the 
study  of  the  Bible,  he  compared  his  destinies  with  those  of  the 
great  hero,  and  formed  himself  upon  the  type  of  Pelides.  At 
Troy  he  pays  peculiar  reverence  to  the  tomb  of  Patroclus.  He 
celebrates  Hephaestion's  death  with  Homeric  games  and  pyres  up- 
piled  to  heaven.  He  carries  Homer  with  him  on  war-marches, 
and  consults  the  Iliad  on  occasions  of  doubt.  Alexander's  pur- 
pose was  to  fight  out  to  the  end  the  fight  begun  by  Achilles  be- 
tween West  and  East,  and  to  avenge  Greece  for  the  injuries  of 
Asia.  But  it  was  not  a  merely  military  conquest  which  he  exe- 
cuted. Battles  were  the  means  to  higher  ends.  Alexander  sought 
to  subject  the  world  to  the  Greek  spirit,  to  stamp  the  customs, 
the  thoughts,  the  language,  and  the  culture  of  the  Greeks  upon 
surrounding  nations.  Poets  and  philosophers  accompanied  his 
armies.     In  the  deserts  of  Bactria  and  Syria  and  Libya  he  found- 
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cd  Greek  cities.  During  tlie  few  years  of  liis  sliort  life  lie  not 
only  swept  those  continents,  bnt  lie  effaced  the  past  and  inaugu- 
rated a  new  state  of  things  throughout  them  ;  so  that,  in  subse- 
quent years,  Avlien  the  Romans,  themselves  refined  by  contact  with 
the  Greeks,  advanced  to  take  possession  of  those  territories,  they 
found  their  work  half  done.  The  alchemizing  touch  of  the  Greek 
genius  had  transformed  languages,  cities,  constitutions,  customs, 
nay,  religions  also,  to  its  own  likeness.  This  fourth  period,  a 
period  of  transition  from  maturity  to  decay,  is  the  period  of 
Alexander.  In  it  the  Greek  spirit,  which  had  been  gathering 
strength  through  so  many  generations,  poured  itself  abroad  over 
■the  world.  What  it  lost  in  intensity  and  splendor,  it  gained  in 
extension.  It  was  impossible,  even  for  Greeks,  while  thus  im- 
pressing their  civilization  on  the  Avhole  earth,  to  go  on  increasing 
in  the  beauty  of  their  life  and  art  at  home. 

Some  of  the  greatest  names  in  art,  philosophy,  and  literature 
still  belong  to  this  fourth  period.  The  chief  of  all  is  Aristotle, 
il  maestro  di  color  die  sanno,  the  absorber  of  all  previous  and  con- 
temporary knowledge  into  one  coherent  system,  the  legislator  for 
the  human  intellect  throuo-h  eio;hteen  centuries  after  his  death. 
It  is  worth  observing  that  Aristotle,  unlike  Socrates  and  Plato,  is 
not  a  citizen  of  Athens,  but  of  the  small  Thracian  town  Stageira. 
Thus,  at  the  moment  when  philosophy  lost  its  essentially  Hellenic 
character  and  became  cosmopolitan  in  Aristotle,  the  mantle  de- 
volved upon  an  alien.  Again  Aristotle  was  the  tutor  of  Alexan- 
der. The  two  greatest  men  of  the  fourth  period  are  thus  brought 
into  the  closest  relations.  In  pure  literature  the  most  eminent 
productions  of  this  period  are  the  orations  of  yEschines,  Demos- 
thenes, Isocrates,  and  the  comedies  of  Menander.  It  is  not  a 
little  significant  that  we  should  have  retained  no  authentic  frag- 
ment of  the  speeches  of  Pericles — except  in  so  far  as  we  may 
trust  Thucydides — while  the  studied  rhetoric  of  these  politically 
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far  less  important  orators  should  have  been  so  copiously  preserved. 
The  reign  of  mere  talk  was  imlninent.  Oratory  was  coming  to 
be  studied  as  an  art,  and  practised,  not  as  a  potent  instrument  in 
politics,  but  as  an  end  in  itself.  Men  were  beginning  to  think 
more  of  how  they  spoke  than  of  what  they  might  achieve  by 
speaking.  Besides,  the  whole  Athenian  nation,  as  dikasts  and  as 
ecclesiasts,  were  interested  in  rhetoric.  The  first  masters  of  elo- 
quence considered  as  a  fine  art  were  therefore  idolized.  Demos-- 
thenes,  ^schines,  Isocrates,  combined  the  fire  of  vehement  parti- 
sans and  impassioned  politicians  with  the  consummate  skill  of 
professional  speech-makers.  After  their  days  rhetoric  in  Greece 
became  a  matter  of  frigid  display — an  ayijviaiia  t'e  ro  izapu-^^pri^a. 
In  the  comedies  of  Menander,  as  far  as  we  may  judge  of  them 
from  fragments  and  critiques,  and  from  their  Latin  copies,  a  very 
noticeable  change  in  the  spirit  of  literature  is  apparent.  The  so- 
called  New  Comedy,  of  Avhich  he  was  the  representative,  is  the 
product  of  a  meditative  and  inactive  age.  The  gi'eat  concerns  of 
the  world,  and  of  human  life  seen  in  its  profoundest  depth,  which 
formed  the  staple  of  Aristophanes,  have  been  abandoned.  We 
are  brought  close  to  domesticities :  the  events  of  common  life 
occupy  the  stage  of  Menander.  The  audience  of  Aristophanes 
listened  with  avidity  to  comedies  of  which  politics  upon  the 
o-randest  scale  were  the  substance.  Menander  invited  his  Athe- 
nians  to  the  intrigues  of  young  men,  slaves,  and  hetairai,  at  war- 
fare with  niggardly  parents.  Athens  has  ceased  to  be  an  era- 
press.  She  has  become  a  garrulous  housewife.  She  contents 
herself  with  studious  analysis  and  refined  amusements — still  splen- 
did with  intelligence  and  dignified,  with  wisdom,  but  not  weighty 
with  the  consciousness  of  power,  nor  throbbing  with  the  pulses 
of  superabundant  youthfulness  and  vigor. 

In  the  fine  arts  this  fourth  period  was  still  inventive.     Under 
Alexander  painting,  which   had  received  its   Hellenic   character 
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from  Polygnotus  and  Zeuxis,  continued  to  flourisli  ■with  Apellos. 
Indeed,  it  may  be  fairly  said  that  while  art  in  the  heroic  period 
was  confined  to  the  perfecting  of  the  human  body,  in  the  second 
period  it  produced  architecture,  in  the  third  sculpture,  and  in  tlie 
fourth  painting — this  being  apparently  the  natural  order  of  pro- 
gression in  the  evolution  of  the  fine  arts.  Lysippus,  meauAvhile, 
worthily  represents  the  craft  of  the  statuary  in  Alexander's  age ; 
while  the  coins  and  gems  of  this  time  show  that  the  glyptic  and 
mmiismatic  arts  were  at  their  zenith  of  technical  perfection.  Of 
Greek  music,  in  the  absence  of  all  sure  information,  it  is  diiBcult 
to  speak.  Yet  it  is  probable  that  the  age  of  Alexander  witnessed 
a  new  and  more  complex  development  of  orchestral  music.  We 
hear  of  vast  symphonies  performed  at  the  Macedonian  court. 
Nor  is  this  inconsistent  with  what  we  know  about  the  history  of 
art;  for  music  attains  independence,  ceases  to  be  the  handmaid 
of  poetry  or  dancing,  only  in  an  age  of  intellectual  reflectiveness. 
When  nations  have  expressed  themselves  in  the  more  obvious  and 
external  arts,  they  seek  through  harmonies  and  melodies  to  give 
form  to  their  emotions. 

The  fifth,  last,  and  longest  period  is  one  of  decline  and  deca}'. 
But  these  words  must  be  used  with  qualification  when  w'c  speak 
of  a  people  like  the  Greeks.  What  is  meant  is,  that  the  Greeks 
never  recovered  their  national  vigor  or  produced  men  so  great  as 
those  whom  we  have  hitherto  been  mentioning.  The  Macedonian 
empire  prepared  the  way  for  the  Roman  :  Hellenic  civilization 
put  on  the  garb  of  servitude  to  Rome  and  to  Christianity.  Hence- 
forth we  must  not  look  to  Greece  proper  for  the  more  eminent 
achievements  of  the  still  surviving  spirit  of  the  Greeks.  Greek 
culture  in  its  decadence  has  become  the  heritage  of  the  Avhole 
world.  Syrians,  Egyptians,  Phrygians,  Romans,  carry  on  the  tra- 
dition inherited  from  Athens.  Hellas  is  less  a  nation  now  than 
an  intellectual  commonwealth,  a  society  of  culture  holding  various 


THE  PERIODS  OF  GREEK  LITERATURE.  45 

races  in  communion.  The  spivitual  republic  established  thus  by 
the  Greek  genius  prepares  the  "way  for  Christian  brotherhood : 
the  liberty  of  the  children  of  the  Muses  leads  onward  to  the  free- 
dom of  the  sons  of  God. 

In  this  period,  the  chief  centres  are  first  Alexandria  and  Athens, 
then  Rome  and  Byzantium.  The  real  successors  of  Alexander 
were  his  generals.  But  the  only  dynasty  founded  by  them  whicli 
rises  into  eminence  by  its  protection  of  the  arts  and  litci'ature  was 
the  Ptolemaic.  At  Alexandria,  under  the  Ptolemies,  libraries  were 
formed  and  sciences  were  studied.  Euclid  the  geometer,  Aratus 
the  astronomer,  Ptolemy  the  cosmographcr,  add  lustre  to  the 
golden  age  of  Alexandrian  culture.  Callimachus  at  the  same  time 
leads  a  tribe  of  learned  poets  and  erudite  men  of  letters.  Dramas 
meant  to  be  read,  like  Lycophron's  Cassandra  ;  epics  composed 
in  the  study,  like  the  Argonautica  of  Apollonius  Rhodius,  form 
the  diversion  of  the  educated  world.  Meanwhile  the  whole  genus 
of  parasitic  litterateurs  begin  to  flourish :  grammarians,  who  set- 
tle and  elucidate  texts  with  infinite  labor  and  some  skill ;  sophists 
and  rhetoricians,  whose  purpose  in  life  it  is  to  adorn  imaginary 
subjects  and  to  defend  problematical  theses  with  conceits  of  the 
fancy  and  ingenious  subtleties  of  reasoning.  A  young  man  writ- 
ing to  his  mistress,  a  dinnei'-seeker  who  has  failed  to  get  an  invi- 
tation, Themistocles  at  the  Persian  court,  celebrated  statues,  phil- 
osophical puzzles — everything  that  can  be  wordily  elaborated  is 
grist  for  their  mill.  The  art  of  writing  without  having  anything  / 
particular  to  say,  the  sister  art  of  quarrying  the  thoughts  of  other 
people  and  setting  them  in  elaborate  prolixities  of  style,  are ' 
brought  to  perfection.  At  the  same  time,  side  by  side  with  these 
literary  moths  and  woodlice,  are  the  more  industrious  ants — the 
collectors  of  anecdotes,  compilers  of  biographies,  recorders  of 
quotations,  composers  of  all  sorts  of  commonplace  books,  students 
of  the  paste-brush  and  scissors  sort,  to  whom  we  owe  much  for 
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the  preservation  of  scraps  of  otherwise  lost  treasures.  Into  such 
mechanical  and  frigid  channels  has  the  life  of  literature  passed. 
Literature  is  no  longer  an  integral  part  of  the  national  existence, 
but  a  form  of  polite  amusement.  The  genius  of  Hellas  has  noth- 
ing better  to  do  than  to  potter  about  like  a  dilettante  among  her 
treasui'cs. 

The  only  true  poets  of  this  period  are  the  Sicilian  idyllists. 
Over  the  waning  day  of  Greek  poetry  Theocritus,  Bion,  and  Mos- 
chus  cast  the  sunset  hues  of  their  excessive  beauty.  Genuine  and 
exquisite  is  their  inspiration ;  pure,  sincere,  and  true  is  their  exe- 
cution. Yet  we  agree  with  Shelley,  who  compares  their  perfume 
to  "  the  odor  of  the  tuberose,  which  overcomes  and  sickens  the 
spirit  with  excess  of  sweetness."  In  the  same  way  the  erotic  epi- 
grammatists, though  many  of  them  genuine  poets,  especially  the 
exquisite  Meleager  of  Gadara,  in  the  very  perfection  of  their  pe- 
culiar quality  of  genius  offer  an  unmistakable  sign  of  decay.  It 
is  the  fashion  among  a  certain  class  of  modern  critics  to  extol  the 
art  of  decadence,  to  praise  the  hectic  hues  of  consumption,  and 
even  the  dull  livors  of  corruption,  above  the  roses  and  the  lilies 
of  health.  Let  them  peruse  the  epigrams  of  Meleager  and  of 
Straton.  Of  beauty  in  decay  sufficient  splendors  may  be  found 
there. 

AVhile  Alexandria  was  thus  carrying  the  poetic  tradition  of 
Hellas  to  its  extremity  in  the  idyl  and  the  epigram  —  carving 
cherrystones  after  the  sculptor's  mallet  had  been  laid  aside — and 
was  continuing  the  criticism  which  had  been  set  on  foot  by  Aris- 
totle, Athens  persisted  in  her  function  of  educating  Europe.  She 
remained  a  sort  of  university,  in  which  the  doctrines  of  Plato 
and  Aristotle  were  adequately  developed,  though  not  in  the  most 
comprehensive  spirit,  by  a  crowd  of  peripatetic  and  academic 
sages,  and  where  the  founders  of  the  Epicurean  and  Stoic  schools 
gave  a  new  direction  to  thouo-ht.     It  was  durino;  the  first  visfor 
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of  the  Epicurean  and  Stoic  teaching  that  the  spirit  of  HeUas  came 
into  contact  with  the  spirit  of  Rome.  Hence  Lucretius,  Cicero, 
the  satirists — whatever,  in  fact,  Rome  may  boast  of  pliilosophy, 
retains  the  tincture  of  the  ethics  of  her  schoohnasters.  Rome,  as 
Virgil  proudly  said,  Avas  called  to  govern — not  to  write  poems  or 
carve  statues,  but  to  quell  the  proud  and  spare  the  abject.  Still 
she  caught,  to  some  extent,  the  aesthetic  manners  of  her  captive. 
Consequently,  long  after  the  complete  political  ascendency  of 
Rome  was  an  established  fact,  and  geographical  Greece  had  be- 
come an  insignificant  province,  the  Hellenic  spirit  led  the  world. 
And  some  of  its  latest  products  are  still  dazzling  in  beauty,  mar- 
vellous in  ingenuity,  Titanic  in  force.  A  few  names  selected  from 
the  list  of  Gneco-Roman  authors  will  be  more  impressive  than 
much  description.  Plutarch  of  Chajronea,  in  the  first  century, 
the  author  of  the  great  biographies ;  Lucian,  the  Syrian,  in  the 
second  century,  the  master  of  irony  and  graceful  dialogue  and 
delicate  description  ;  Epictetus,  the  Phrygian  slave,  in  the  second/ 
century,  who  taught  the  latest  form  of  Stoicism  to  the  Romans,  \ 
and  had  for  his  successor  Marcus  Aurelius ;  Philostratus  of  Lem- 
nos,  the  rhetorician  and  author  of  the  life  of  ApoUonius ;  Ploti- 
nus,  Porphyrius,  and  Proclus,  the  revivers  of  Platonic  philosophy 
under  a  new  form  of  mysticism  at  Alexandria  during  the  third 
and  fourth  centuries ;  Longinus,  the  critic,  who  adorned  Palmyra 
in  the  third  century  ;*  Heliodorus  of  Emesa,  Achilles  Tatius,  Lon- 
gus,  Musajus,  the  erotic  novelists  and  poets  of  the  fourth  and  fifth 
centuries — these,  not  to  mention  the  Christian  fathers,  are  a  few 
of  the  great  men  whom  Greece  produced  in  this  last  period.  But 
now  notice  how  miscellaneous  in  nationality  and  in  pursuit  they 
are.  One  only  is  a  Greek  of  the  old  stock — Plutarch,  the  Boeo- 
tian.    One  is  a  slave  from  Phrygia.     Another  is  a  Roman  emper- 

*  Recent  criticism  renders  the  age  and  country  of  the  critic  Longinus 
doubtful. 
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or.  A  fourth  is  a  native  of  tlie  desert  city  of  Tadmor.  Two 
are  Syrians.  One  is  a  Greek  of  the  -^gean.  Another  is  un 
Egyptian.  From  this  we  may  see  how  the  genius  of  the  Greeks 
had  been  spread  abroad  to  embrace  all  lands.  No  fact  better 
illustrates  the  complete  leavening  of  the  world  by  their  spirit. 

But  considering  that  this  fifth  period  may  be  said  to  cover  six 
centuries,  from  the  death  of  Alexander  to  about  300  after  Christ 
— for  why  should  we  continue  our  computation  into  the  dreary 
regions  of  Byzantine  dulness  ? — it  must  be  confessed  that  it  is 
sterile  in  productiveness  and  inferior  in  the  quality  of  its  crop  to 
any  of  the  previous  periods.  Subtle  and  beautiful  is  the  genius 
of  Hellas  still,  because  it  is  Greek ;  strong  and  stern  it  is  in  part, 
because  it  has  been  grafted  on  the  Roman  character ;  its  fascina- 
tions and  compulsions  are  powerful  enough  to  bend  the  meta- 
physics of  the  Christian  faith.  Yet,  after  all,  it  is  but  a  sliadow 
of  its  own  self. 

After  the  end  of  the  fourtli  century  the  iconoclastic  zeal  and 
piety  of  the  Christians  put  an  end  practically  to  Greek  art  and 
literature.  Christianity  was  at  that  time  the  superior  force  in  the 
world ;  and  though  Clement  of  Alexandria  contended  for  an  ami- 
cable treaty  of  peace  between  Greek  culture  and  the  new  creed, 
though  the  two  Gregories  and  Basil  were,  to  use  the  words  of 
Gibbon,  "  distinguished  above  all  their  contemporaries  by  the  rare 
union  of  profane  eloquence  and  orthodox  piety,"  though  the 
bishops  of  the  Church  were  selected  from  the  ranks  of  scholars 
trained  by  Libanius  and  other  Greek  sophists,  yet  the  spirit  of 
Christianity  proved  fatal  to  the  spirit  of  Greek  art.  Early  in  the 
fifth  century  the  Christian  rabble  at  Alexandria,  under  the  inspi- 
ration of  their  ferocious  despot  Cyril,  tore  in  pieces  Hypatia,  the 
last  incarnation  of  the  dying  beauty  of  tlie  Greeks.  She  liad 
turned  her  eye  backward  to  Homer  and  to  Plato,  dreaming  that 
li;i|)ly  even  yet  the  gods  of  Hellas  might  assert  their  power  and 
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resume  the  government  of  the  world,  and  that  the  wisdom  of 
Athens  might  supplant  the  folly  Of  Jerusalem.  Biit  it  was  a  vain 
and  idle  dream.  The  genius  of  Greece  was  effete.  Christianity 
was  pregnant  with  the  mediaeval  and  the  modern  world.  In  vio- 
lence and  bloodshed  the  Gospel  triumphed.  This  rending  in 
pieces  of  the  past,  this  breaking-down  of  temples  and  withering 
of  illusions,  was  no  doubt  necessary.  New  wine  cannot  be  poured 
into  old  bottles.  No  cycle  succeeds  another  cycle  in  human  af- 
fairs without  convulsions  and  revolutions  that  rouse  the  passions 
of  humanity.     It  is  thus  that 

God  fulfils  himself  in  many  ways, 
Lest  one  good  custom  should  corrupt  the  world. 

Yet  even  in  this  last  dire  struggle  of  the  spirit  of  pagan  art  with 
the  spirit  of  Christian  faith,  when  beauty  had  become  an  abomi- 
nation in  the  eyes  of  the  Holiest,  on  the  ruins,  as  it  were,  of  the 
desecrated  fanes  of  Hellas,  weeds  lovely  in  their  rankness  flour- 
ished. While  Cyril's  mobs  were  dismembering  Ilypatia,  the  erot- 
ic novelists  went  on  writing  about  Daphnis,  and  Musa^us  sang 
the  lamentable  death  of  Leander.  Nonnus  was  perfecting  a  new 
and  more  polished  form  of  the  hexameter.  These  were  the  last 
notes  of  Greek  poetry.  In  these  faint  and  too  melodious  strains 
the  Muse  took  final  farewell  of  her  beloved  Hellas.  And  when, 
after  the  lapse  of  a  thousand  years,  the  world  awoke  upon  the 
ruins  of  the  past,  these  Avere  among  the  first  melodies  which 
caught  its  ear.  One  of  the  three  first  Greek  books  issued  from 
the  Aldine  press  about  the  year  1493,  and  called  by  Aldus  the 
"  precursors,"  was  the  poem  of  Hero  and  Leander.  It  was  re- 
printed at  Paris  in  1507  by  De  Gourmont,  at  Alcala  in  Spain  in 
1514,  and  at  Cologne  in  1517  by  Hirschhorn.  Our  Marlowe  in 
the  sixteenth  century  translated  Musaius.  The  French  Amyot 
translated  Longus,  and  bequeathed  to  his  nation  a  voluminous 
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literature  of  pastorals  founded  upon  the  tale  of  Chloe.  Tasso 
and  Guarini,  in  Italy,  caught  the  same  strain ;  so  that  the  accents 
of  the  modern  Renaissance  were  an  echo  of  the  last  utterances 
of  dying  Greece.  The  golden  age  of  pastoral  innocence,  the 
heW  eta  deW  oro,  of  which  the  Alexandrians  had  been  dreaming 
in  the  midst  of  their  effete  and  decaying  civilization,  fascinated 
the  imagination  of  our  immediate  ancestors,  when,  three  centuries 
ago,  they  found  the  sun  of  art  and  beauty  shining  in  the  heavens, 
new  worlds  to  conquer,  and  indefinite  expansions  of  the  spirit  to 
be  realized. 
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CHAPTER  ir. 

MYTHOLOGY. 

The  Notion  of  a  Systematic  Pantheon. — Homer  and  Hesiod. — Mythology  he- 
fore  Homer. — Supposed  Conditions  of  the  Mythopoeie  Age. — Vico. — The 
Childhood  of  the  World. — Goethe's  Boyhood. — Mythology  is  a  Body  of 
Rudimentary  Thought,  Penetrated  with  the  Spirit  of  the  Nation. — Different 
Views  of  the  Greek  Myths. — Grote. — Relics  of  a  Primitive  Revelation. — 
The  Symbolic  Hypothesis. — Rationalism  and  Euhemerus. — Fetichism. — 
Poetic  Theory. — The  Linguistic  Theory. — Comparative  Philology. — Solar 
Theory. — The  Myth  of  Herakles  :  its  Solar  Interpretation — its  Ethical  Sig- 
nificance.— Summary  of  the  Points  Suggested  with  Regard  to  Mythology. — 
Mediasval  Myths. — The  Action  of  the  Greek  Intelligence  upon  Mythology: 
in  Art — in  Philosophy. — Persistence  of  the  National  Polytheism. — Ho- 
mer Allegorized  at  Alexandria. — Triumph  of  Christianity. — The  Greek 
Pantheon  in  the  Middle  Ages. — Greek  Mythology  Recovers  Poetic  and  Ar- 
tistic Value  in  the  Renaissance. 

It  has  been  remarked  with  justice  that,  when  we  use  the  word 
mythology,  we  are  too  apt  to  think  of  a  Pantheon,  of  a  well-de- 
fined hierarchy  of  gods  and  demigods  and  heroes,  all  fabulous 
indeed,  but  all  arranged  in  one  coherent  system.  This  conception 
of  Greek  mythology  arises  partly  from  the  fact  that  wc  learn  to 
know  it  in  dictionaries,  compiled  from  the  works  of  authors  who 
lived  long  after  the  age  in  which  myths  were  produced,  and  part- 
ly from  the  fact  that  the  conditions  under  which  myth-making 
was  a  possibility  are  so  far  removed  from  us  as  to  be  almost  unin- 
telligible. Yet  there  is  some  truth  in  what,  upon  the  whole,  is  an 
erroneous  view.  Although  the  Greek  myths,  in  their  origin,  were 
not  a  well-digested  system,  stiJl  they  formed  a  complete  body  of 
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national  thought,  on  wliich  the  intelligence  of  the  Greek  race,  in 
its  art  and  its  religion,  was  continually  working,  until  it  took  the 
final  form  in  which  we  have  it  in  our  dictionaries.  What  re- 
mained in  the  Pantheon  of  Apollodorus  and  Hj^ginus,  remained 
there  by  no  freak  of  accident.  What  was  omitted  by  Homer  and 
by  Hesiod  was  omitted  by  no  operation  of  blind  chance.  The 
spirit  of  the  Greeks  was  concerned  in  the  purification  and  the 
preservation  of  their  myths,  and  the  unity  of  that  spirit  consti- 
tutes the  unity  of  their  mythology. 

Two  great  poets  gave  to  Greek  mythology  the  form  which  it 
maintained  in  the  historic  period.  Herodotus  says  that  "Homer 
and  Hesiod  named  the  gods,  and  settled  their  genealogies  for  the 
Hellenes."  What  this  means  is,  that  at  a  certain  prehistoric 
epoch,  the  epoch  of  epic  poetry,  mythology  had  passed  from  the 
primitive  and  fluid  state,  and  had  become  the  subject-matter  of 
the  arts.  Between  the  mythopceic  liberty  of  creation  and  the 
collections  of  the  grammarians  was  interposed  the  poetry,  the 
sculpture,  and  the  religious  ritual  of  the  historic  Greeks.  AVhat 
we  have  to  deal  with  at  the  present  moment  is,  not  mythology  as 
it  appears  in  art,  but  the  genesis  of  the  myths  conceived  as  a  body 
of  Greek  thought  and  fancy  in  their  infantine  or  rudimentary 
stages. 

What  was  mythology  before  Homer  ?  How  did  it  come  into 
existence  ?  How  were  the  Greeks  brought  to  believe  that  there 
was  a  supreme  father  of  gods  and  men  called  Zeus,  a  wise  patron- 
ess of  arts  and  sciences  called  Pallas,  a  pure  and  glorious  and  far- 
darting  deity  called  Phoebus  ?  There  is  no  one  who  does  not  ac- 
knowledge something  sublime  and  beautiful  in  this  part  of  the 
Greek  mythology.  Even  those  who  do  not  care  to  comprehend 
the  growth  of  these  conceptions  admit  that  the  genius  of  the  race 
shone  with  splendor  peculiar  to  itself  in  their  creation. 

To  this  question  must  be  counterpoised  another.     What  are 


MYTHOLOGY.  53 

we  to  think  about  the  many  repulsive,  grotesque,  and  hideous 
elements  of  Greek  mythology — the  incest  and  adultery  of  Zeus, 
the  cannibalism  of  Kronos,  the  profligacy  of  Aphrodite,  the  cru- 
elty of  Phcebus  ?  When  thought  began  to  be  conscious  of  itself 
in  Greece  these  abominations  moved  the  anger  of  the  philoso- 
phers. Xenophanes,  Ileraclitus,  Pythagoras,  Pindar,  and  Plato, 
in  succession,  recognized  that  the  mythical  fables  were  incom- 
patible with  the  notion  of  deity,  and  rejected  them  forthwith. 
Modern  students  have  been  so  disgusted  by  the  same  indecencies 
that  some  of  them  have  abandoned  Greek  mythology  as  hopeless, 
while  others  have  taken  refuge  in  the  extraordinary  paradox  that 
myths  are  a  disease  of  language.  These  methods  of  dealing  with 
the  problem  are  alike  unphilosophical.  It  is  impossible  for  the 
historian  to  reject  what  formed  the  groundwork  of  religious  and 
artistic  thought  in  Greece.  It  is  childish  to  represent  the  human 
mind  as  a  sort  of  bound  Mazeppa,  stretched  helpless  on  the  wild 
horse.  Language,  which  carries  it  away  into  the  wilderness. 

In  order  to  understand  the  two  questions  which  have  been  pro- 
pounded, we  must  make  a  demand  upon  our  imagination,  and 
endeavor  to  return,  in  thought  at  least,  to  the  conditions  of  a 
people  in  the  mythopoeic  age — the  age,  that  is  to  say,  in  which 
not  only  were  myths  naturally  made,  but  all  the  thinking  of  a 
nation  took  the  form  of  myths.  We  must  go  back  to  a  time 
when  there  were  no  written  records,  when  there  were  no  systems 
of  thought,  when  language  had  not  been  subjected  to  analysis  of 
any  kind,  when  abstract  notions  were  unknown,  when  science  had 
not  begun  to  exist,  when  history  was  impossible,  and  when  the 
whole  world  was  a  land  of  miracles.  There  was  no  check  then 
laid  upon  fancy,  because  nothing  as  yet  was  conceived  as  thought, 
but  everything  existed  as  sensation.  In  this  infancy  the  nation 
told  itself  stories,  and  believed  in  them.  The  same  faculties  of 
the  mind  which  afterwards  gave  birth  to  poetry  and  theology, 
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philosophy  and  state-craft,  science  and  history,  were  now  so  ill- 
defined  and  merely  germinal  that  they  produced  but  fables.  Yet 
these  faculties  were  vigorous  and  vivid.  The  fables  they  pro- 
duced were  infinite  in  number  and  variety,  beautiful,  and  so  preg- 
nant with  thought  under  the  guise  of  fancy  that  long  centuries 
scarcely  sufficed  for  disengaging  all  that  they  contained.  In  deal- 
ing with  Greek  mythology  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  na- 
tion with  whose  mythopanc  imagination  we  are  concerned  was 
the  Greek  nation.*  It  had  already  in  itself  all  Hellas,  as  the 
seed  enfolds  the  plant. 

A  famous  passage  in  Vico's  work  Delia  Metafisica  Poetica  may 
here  be  paraphrased,  in  order  to  make  the  conditions  under  which 
we  must  imagine  myths  to  have  arisen  more  intelligible  :  f  "  Po- 
etry, which  was  the  first  form  of  wisdom,  began  with  a  system 
of  thought,  not  reasoned  or  abstract,  as  ours  is  now,  but  felt  and 
imagined,  as  was  natural  in  the  case  of  those  primitive  human 
beings  who  had  developed  no  reasoning  faculties,  but  were  all 
made  up  of  senses  in  the  highest  physical  perfection,  and  of  the 
most  vio'orous  imaginations.  In  their  total  io-norance  of  causes 
they  wondered  at  everything ;  and  their  poetry  was  all  divine, 
because  they  ascribed  to  gods  the  objects  of  their  wonder,  and 
thought  that  beings  like  themselves,  but  greater,  could  alone  have 
caused  them.  Thus  they  were  like  children  whom  we  notice 
taking  into  their  hands  inanimate  things,  and  playing  and  talk- 
ing with  them  as  though  they  were  living  persons.     ^\'hen  thun- 

*  For  this  reason  the  analogy  of  existing  barbarous  races  will  not  help  us 
much,  inasmuch  as  they  are  not  Greeks  nor  destined  to  be  Greeks.  This  con- 
sideration ouglit  to  weigh  with  those  who,  struck  by  the  depth  and  beauty  of 
some  Greek  myths,  theorize  a  corruption  of  primitive  revelation  or  pure  the- 
ology to  explain  them.  They  ought  to  remember  that  they  are  dealing  with 
the  myths  of  Greeks — our  masters  in  philosophy  and  poetry  and  art. 

f  The  original  is  quoted  in  the  Notes  to  Grote,  vol.  i.  p.  474. 
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der  terrified  them,  they  attributed  their  own  nature  to  tlie  phe- 
nomenon ;  and  being  apt  to  express  their  most  violent  passions 
by  howls  and  roarings,  they  conceived  heaven  as  a  vast  body, 
Avhich  gave  notice  of  its  anger  by  lightnings  and  thundcrings. 
The  whole  of  nature,  in  like  manner,  they  imagined  to  be  a  vast 
animated  body,  capable  of  feeling  and  passion."  Vico  then  pro- 
ceeds to  point  out  how  difficult  it  is  for  us,  -who,  through  long 
centuries,  have  removed  ourselves  as  far  as  possible  from  the  life 
of  the  instincts,  senses,  and  imagination,  Avhose  language  has  be- 
come full  of  abstract  terms,  whose  conception  of  the  imiverse 
lias  been  formed  by  science,  whose  thought  is  critical  and  reflec- 
tive, and  who  have  been  educated  in  a  rational  theology,  to  com- 
prehend the  attitude  of  primitive  humanity  in  its  personifying 
stage  of  thought. 

In  this  childhood  of  the  world,  when  the  Greek  myths  came 
into  existence,  the  sun  was  called  a  shepherd,  and  the  clouds  were 
his  sheep  ;  or  an  archer,  and  the  sunbeams  were  his  arrows.  It 
was  easier  then  to  think  of  the  sea  as  a  husky-voiced  and  turbu- 
lent old  man,  whose  true  form  none  might  clearly  know,  because 
he  changed  so  often  and  was  so  secret  in  his  ways,  who  shook 
the  earth  in  his  ano;er,  and  had  the  white-maned  billows  of  the 
deep  for  horses,  than  to  fonn  a  theory  of  the  tides.  The  spring 
of  the  year  became  a  beautiful  youth,  beloved  by  the  whole  earth, 
or  beloved,  like  Hyacinthus,  by  the  sun,  or,  like  Adonis,  by  the 
queen  of  beauty,  over  whom  the  fate  of  death  was  suspended, 
and  for  whose  loss  annual  mourning  was  made.  Such  tales  the 
Greeks  told  themselves  in  their  youth ;  and  it  would  be  wrong  to 
suppose  that  deliberate  fiction  played  any  part  in  their  creation. 
To  conceive  of  the  world  thus  was  natural  to  the  whole  race  ;  and 
the  tales  that  sprang  up  formed  the  substance  of  their  intellectual 
activity.  Here,  then,  if  anywhere,  we  watch  the  process  of  a  peo- 
ple in  its  entirety  contributing  to  form  a  body  of  imaginative 
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thought,  projecting"  itself  in  a  common  and  unconscious  work  of 
art.  Nor  will  it  avail  to  demur  that  behind  the  Greeks  there 
stretched  a  dim  and  distant  past,  that  many  of  their  myths  had 
already  taken  shape,  to  some  extent,  before  the  separation  of  the 
Aryan  families.  That  is  now  an  ascertained  fact,  the  bearings 
of  which  will  have  to  be  discussed  farther  on  in  this  chapter. 
For  the  moment  it  is  enough  to  reply  that  not  the  similarities, 
but  the  differences,  brought  to  light  by  the  study  of  comparative 
mythology  are  important  for  the  historian  of  each  several  race. 
The  raw  material  of  silk  may  interest  the  merchant  or  the  man 
of  science  ;  the  artist  cares  for  the  manufactured  fabric,  with  its 
curious  patterns  and  refulgent  hues. 

In  order  further  to  illustrate  the  conditions  of  the  mythopojic 
ao"e,  a  passage  from  the  Dichtung  iind  Wahrheit  of  Goethe  might 
be  quoted.  If  it  is  not  a  mere  fancy  to  suppose  that  the  individ- 
ual lives,  to  some  extent  at  least,  in  his  own  self  the  life  of  hu- 
manity, and  therefore  to  conclude  that  the  childhood  of  the  world 
can  be  mirrored  in  the  childhood  of  a  man,  a  poet  like  Goethe  is 
precisely  fitted,  by  the  record  of  his  own  boyhood,  to  throw  light 
upon  the  early  operations  of  the  human  mind.  For,  in  one  sense 
of  the  term,  the  mythopoeic  faculty  never  dies  with  poets.  ^In 
their  own  persons  they  prolong  the  youth  and  adolescence  of 
the  race,  retaining  the  faculty,  now  lost  to  nearly  all,  of  looking 
on  the  universe  as  living.  Goethe,  then,  relates  that  when  lie  was 
at  school  at  Frankfort,  he  used  to  invent  stories  about  himself 
and  the  places  he  frequented,  half  consciously,  and  half  by  a 
spontaneous  working  of  his  fancy.  These  stories  he  told  to  his 
school -fellows  so  vividly  that  they  accepted  them  as  fact.  "It 
greatly  rejoiced  them,"  he  says,  "  to  know  that  such  wonderful 
things  could  befall  one  of  their  own  playmates ;  nor  was  it  any 
harm  that  they  did  not  understand  how  I  could  find  time  and 
space  for  such  adventures,  as  they  must  have  been  pretty  well 
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aware  of  all  my  comings  and  goings,  and  how  I  was  occupied 
the  Avhole  day."  He  goes  on  to' recount  one  of  these  marvellous 
narratives.  The  scene  of  it  was  laid  in  Franl<fort,  in  a  street  fa- 
miliar to  his  school-fellows.  Down  this  street,  which  had  a  long 
blank  wall  surmounted  by  trees,  he  supposed  himself  to  have  been 
walking  one  day,  and  to  have  found  a  door  in  the  wall,  not  no- 
ticed by  him  on  any  previous  occasion.  His  curiosity  being 
aroused,  he  knocked  at  the  door,  and,  after  some  delay,  was  ad- 
mitted. Inside  he  found  a  garden  full  of  wonders  —  fountains 
and  fair  nymphs,  exotic  shrubs  and  quaint  old  men,  magicians, 
knights,  sylphs,  and  all  the  proper  furniture  of  a  romance.  Goe- 
the's comrades,  the  first  time  that  they  heard  him  describe  this 
enchanted  pleasure-ground  in  glowing  terms,  already  more  than 
half  believed  in  its  existence ;  "  and,"  says  the  poet,  "  each  of 
them  visited  alone  the  place,  without  confiding  it  to  me  or  to  the 
others,  and  discovered  the  nut-trees,"  but  none  found  the  door. 
Still,  they  did  not  disbelieve  what  Goethe  told  them,  but  preferred 
to  imagine  that  the  magic  door  had  once,  at  least,  been  seen  by 
him,  and  opened  for  him  only,  though  it  remained  invisible  and 
closed  for  them.  And  herein  they  were  literally  right,  for  Goethe 
trod  an  enchanted  ground  of  poetry  which  few  can  4iope  to  Avin, 
The  story  proved  so  fascinating  that  he  had  to  tell  it  over  and 
over  again,  always  repeating  the  same  order  of  events,  until,  he 
says,  "  by  the  uniformity  of  the  narrative  I  converted  the  fable 
into  truth  in  the  minds  of  my  hearers." 

This,  then,  may  be  used  as  an  illustration  of  the  mythopoeic 
faculty.  All  that  was  needed  for  the  growth  of  myths  was  crea- 
tive mind  on  the  one  side  and  receptive  and  believing  mind  on 
the  other.  It  did  not,  probably,  require  a  Goethe  to  make  a  myth, 
though  we  may  still  believe  that  the  greatest  and  best  myths 
owed  their  form  to  the  intervention  at  some  period  of  unknown 
and  unacknowledged  Goethes.     When  the  logical  faculty  was  in 
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abeyance,  -when  the  critical  faculty  had  not  been  aroused,  -wlicn 
sympathy  was  quick,  language  fertile,  fancy  exuberant,  and  belief 
sincere,  there  was  nothing  to  check  mythopoetry.  The  nation 
had  to  make  the  step  from  boyhood  to  adolescence  before  the 
impulse  ceased.  Nor  was  there  any  education  from  Avithout  in  a 
fixed  body  of  systematized  knowledge  to  coerce  its  freedom. 
Forming  the  first  activity  of  the  intellect,  it  held  in  solution,  as 
it  were,  the  rudiments  of  religion  and  morality,  of  psychological 
reflection,  of  politics,  geography,  and  history.  Had  there  been 
any  one  to  ask  the  myth-maker :  AVho  told  you  this  strange  tale  ? 
what  is  your  authority  for  imposing  it  upon  us  ?  he  would  have 
answered  :  The  goddess  told  me,  the  divine  daughter  of  memory, 
as  I  walked  alone.  And  this  he  would  sincerely  and  conscien- 
tiously have  believed ;  and  those  who  heai'd  him  would  have 
given  credence  to  his  words ;  and  thus  his  intuitions  became  their 
intuitions.  Creative  faculty  and  credence,  insight  and  sympathv, 
two  forms  of  the  same  as  yet  scarcely  divided  operation  of  the 
mind,  gave  permanence  to  myths.  What  the  fathers  received 
they  transmitted  to  their  sons.  Successive  generations  dealt 
freely  with  them,  moulding  and  remodelling,  within  the  limits 
set  upon  the  genius  of  the  race.  Hundreds  may  have  been  pro- 
duced simultaneously,  and  among  them  must  have  raged  a  fierce 
struggle  for  existence,  so  that  multitudes  perished  or  were  hope- 
lessly defaced,  just  as  in  the  animal  and  vegetable  kingdoms  whole 
species  disappear  or  survive  only  in  fragments  and  fossils. 

It  cannot  be  too  often  repeated  that  the  power  which  presided 
over  the  transmission  of  the  myths  was  the  spirit  of  the  people. 
An  inherent  selective  instinct  in  the  nation  determined  Avhich  of 
them  should  ultimately  survive ;  and  thus  a  body  of  legend,  truly 
national,  Avas  formed,  in  which  the  nation  saw  itself  reflected. 
When,  therefore,  we  say  that  Greek  mythology  is  Hellenic  and 
original,  we  are  admitting  this  unconscious,  silent,  steady,  irresist- 
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ible  faculty  of  the  mind  to  fashion  gods  in  its  own  image,  to 
come  to  a  knowledge  ^f  itself  in  its  divinities,  to  create  a  glorified 
likeness  of  all  that  it  admires  in  its  own  nature,  to  deify  its  truest 
and  its  best,  and  to  invest  its  thought  in  an  imperishable  form  of 
art.  Nor  will  it  here  again  avail  to  demur  that  Zeus  was  orio-inal- 
ly  the  open  sky,  Pallas  the  dawn,  Phcebus  and  Artemis  the  sun 
and  moon.  The  student  of  the  Greeks  accepts  this  information 
placidly  and  gratefully  from  the  philologer ;  but  he  passes  im- 
mediately beyond  it.  For  him  Zeus,  Pallas,  Phoebus,  Artemis 
are  no  longer  the  sky  and  dawn,  the  sun  and  moon.  Whatever 
their  origin  may  have  been,  the  very  mythopoeic  process  placed 
them  in  quite  a  diiferent  and  more  important  relation  to  Greek 
thought  when  it  handed  them  over  to  Hesiod  and  Homer,  to 
Pindar  and  ^schylus,  to  Pheidias  and  Polygnotus. 

To  discuss  the  bearings  of  the  linguistic  and  solar  theories  of 
mythology  may  be  reserved  for  another  part  of  this  essay.  It  is 
enough,  at  this  point,  to  bear  in  mind  that  there  was  nothing  in 
the  consciousness  of  the  prehistoric  Greeks  which  did  not  take 
the  form  of  myth.  Consequently  their  mythology,  instead  of 
being  a  compact  system  of  polytheism,  is  really  a  whole  mass 
of  thought,  belonging  to  a  particular  period  of  human  history, 
Avhen  it  was  impossible  to  think  except  by  pictures,  or  to  record 
impressions  of  the  world  except  in  stories.  That  all  these  tales 
are  religious  or  semi-religious  —  concerned,  that  is  to  say,  Avith 
deities  —  must  be  explained  by  the  tendency  of  mankind  at  an 
early  period  of  culture  to  conceive  the  powers  of  nature  as  per- 
sons, and  to  dignify  them  with  superhuman  attributes.  To  the 
apprehension  of  infantine  humanity  everything  is  a  god.  View- 
ed even  as  a  Pantheon,  reduced  to  rule  and  order  by  subsequent 
reflection,  Greek  mythology  is,  therefore,  a  mass  of  the  most  het- 
erogeneous materials.  Side  by  side  with  some  of  the  sublimest 
and  most  beautiful  conceptions  which  the  mind  has  ever  pro- 
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duced,  we  find  in  it  mucli  that  is  absurd  and  trivial  and  revolting. 
Different  ages  and  conditions  of  tliouglit  Ijjive  left  their  products 
embedded  in  its  strange  conglomerate.  "While  it  contains  frag- 
ments of  fossilized  stories,  the  meaning  of  which  has  either  been 
misunderstood  or  can  only  be  explained  by  reference  to  barbaric 
customs,  it  also  contains,  emergent  from  the  rest  and  towering 
above  the  rubbish,  the  serene  forms  of  the  Olympians.  Those 
furnish  the  vital  and  important  elements  of  Greek  mythology. 
To  perfect  them  was  the  work  of  poets  and  sculptors  in  the 
brief,  bright  blooming  time  of  Hellas.  Yet,  when  we  pay  these 
deities  homage  in  the  temple  of  the  human  spirit,  let  us  not  for- 
get that  they  first  received  form  in  the  mythopoeic  age — the  age 
of  "  the  disease  of  language,"  as  Max  Miillcr  whimsically  states  it. 

In  order  to  comprehend  a  problem  so  complex  as  that  which 
is  offered  by  mythology,  we  must  not  be  satisfied  with  approach- 
ing it  from  one  point  of  view,  but  must  sift  opinion,  submit  our 
theory  to  the  crucible  in  more  than  one  experiment,  and,  after  all 
our  labor,  be  content  to  find  that  much  remains  still  unexplained. 
Therefore,  it  will  not  do  to  accept  without  further  inquiry  the 
general  description  of  the  mythopoeic  faculty  which  has  just  been 
advanced.  After  examining  the  various  methods  which  may  be 
adopted  for  dealing  with  the  myths,  and  welcoming  the  light 
which  can  be  thrown  upon  the  subject  from  different  quarters,  it 
will,  perhaps,  be  possible  to  return  to  the  original  position  with  a 
fuller  understanding  of  the  problem.  If  nothing  else  be  gained 
by  this  process,  it  is,  at  least,  useful  to  be  reminded  that  intricate 
historical  questions  cannot  be  settled  by  one  answer  alone ;  that 
a  variety  of  agencies  must  be  admitted ;  and  that  the  domination 
of  a  favorite  hypothesis  is  prejudicial  to  the  end  which  serious 
inquiry  has  in  view. 

Regarding  the  Greek  myths  in  their  totality  as  a  thickly  tufted 
jungle  of  inexplicable  stories,  and  presupposing  the  activity  of  the 
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mythopceic  faculty  to  be  a  play  of  irrational  fancy,  it  is  possible 
for  the  political  historian  to  state  them  as  he  finds  them,  and 
then  to  pass  on  and  to  disregard  them.  This  is,  practically  speak- 
ing, what  Grote  has  done,  though  the  luminous  and  exhaustive 
treatment  of  mythology  in  his  sixteenth  chapter  proves  his  com- 
plete mastery  of  the  subject  from  the  philosophic  point  of  view. 
Solely  occupied  with  history,  and  especially  interested  in  political 
history,  when  he  has  once  recognized  "  the  uselessness  of  digging 
for  a  supposed  basis  of  truth"  in  legends  which  relate  to  "  a  past 
which  was  never  present,"  he  is  justified  in  leaving  them  alone. 
The  strong  political  bias  which  concentrates  attention  upon  the 
development  of  constitutions  and  the  history  of  states,  while  it 
throws  the  aesthetic  activity  of  the  race  into  the  background,  suf- 
ficiently accounts  for  this  negative  relation  to  the  myths.  Its 
value  for  our  purpose  consists  in  the  recognition  that  mythology 
must  not  be  confounded  with  history. 

Another  method  of  dealing  with  mythology  requires  a  passing 
notice,  and  a  brief  dismissal.  It  has  not  unfrequently  been  sug- 
gested at  uncritical  periods  of  culture,  and  by  uncritical  minds  in 
our  own  age,  that  the  Greek  myths  are  the  degradation  of  prim- 
itive truth  revealed  to  mankind  by  God.  As  they  are  Christians 
who  advance  this  view,  the  essential  dogmas  of  Christianity  are 
sought  for  in  the  Greek  Pantheon.  The  three  persons  of  the 
Trinity,  the  personality  of  the  devil,  the  Divine  Redeemer,  and  so 
forth,  are  read  into  the  sagas  of  Kronos  and  Prometheus  and 
Phoebus.  To  bring  arguments  against  a  theory  so  visionary,  and 
so  devoid  of  real  historical  imagination,  would  be  superfluous. 
Otherwise,  it  might  be  questioned  how  a  primitive  revelation, 
after  undergoing  such  complete  disintegration  and  debasement, 
blossomed  forth  again  into  the  ajsthetical  beauty  which  no  one 
can  deny  to  be  the  special  property  of  the  Greek  race.  Accord- 
ing to  the  terms  of  the  hypothesis,  a  primal  truth  was  first  de- 
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graded,  so  as  to  lose  its  spiritual  character ;  and  then,  from  this 
corruption  of  decay,  arose  a  polytheism  eminently  artistic,  which 
produced  works  of  beauty  in  their  kind  unsurpassable,  but  in  their 
essence  diverse  from  the  starting-point  of  revelation.  Moreover, 
the  very  dogmas  which  these  visionaries  detect  in  Greek  mythol- 
ogy had  an  historical  development  posterior  to  the  formation  of 
the  Greek  Olympus.  It  was,  for  instance,  the  Greek  genius  in  its 
old  age  which  gave  the  substantiality  of  thought  to  the  doctrine 
of  the  Trinity.  The  only  good  to  be  got  from  the  consideration 
of  this  vain  method  is  the  conviction  that  a  problem  like  that  of 
Greek  mythology  must  be  studied  in  itself  and  for  itself.  What- 
ever its  antecedents  may  have  been,  its  outgrowth  in  poetry,  phi- 
losophy, and  sculpture — in  other  words,  its  realized  or  permanent 
manifestation — is  not  Christian,  and  has  nothing  but  general  hu- 
man elements  in  common  with  Christianity, 

A  third  hypothesis  for  the  explanation  of  Greek  myths,  Avhich 
used  to  find  much  favor  with  the  learned,  may  be  stated  thus. 
Myths  were  originally  invented  by  priests  and  sages,  in  order  to 
convey  to  the  popular  mind  weighty  truths  and  doctrines  which 
could  not  be  communicated  in  abstract  terms  to  weak  intelligences. 
Thus,  each  myth  was  a  dark  speech  uttered  in  parables.  The  first 
fatal  objection  to  this  theory  is  that  it  does  not  fulfil  its  own  con- 
ditions. To  extract  a  body  of  doctrine  from  the  vast  majority  of 
the  myths  is  not  possible.  Moreover,  it  is  an  inversion  of  the 
natural  order  to  assume  that  priests  and  sages  in  a  very  early  age 
of  culture  should  have  been  able  to  arrive  at  profound  truth,  and 
clever  enough  to  clothe  it  in  parable,  and  yet  that,  as  the  nation 
grew  in  mental  power,  the  truths  should  have  been  forgotten,  and 
the  symbols  Avhich  expressed  them  have  been  taken  as  truth  in 
and  for  itself.  Without,  however,  entering  into  a  discussion  of 
this  hypothesis  in  detail,  it  is  enough  to  point  out  that  it  implies 
the  same  incapacity  for  realizing  the  early  conditions  of  society 
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which  is  involved  in  Locke's  and  Adam  Smith's  theory  of  the 
Origin  of  Language.  It  presupposes  fully  developed  intelligence, 
whereas  we  are  concerned  precisely  with  the  first  and  germinal 
commencement  of  intelligence.  At  the  same  time  there  is  a  cer- 
tain foundation  for  the  symbolic  theory.  Just  in  the  same  way 
as  all  language  is  unconsciously  metaphorical,  so  all  myths  are 
parabolical,  inasmuch  as  they  involve  the  operation  of  thought 
seeking  to  express  itself  externally.  The  mistake  lies  in  main- 
taining that  the  parabolic  form  was  deliberately  used  in  the  pre- 
historic period.  Its  deliberate  employment  must  rather  be  con- 
fined to  the  age  of  self-conscious  thinking.  Thus  the  myths  by 
which  Plato  illustrated  his  philosophy,  the  Empedoclean  parable 
of  Love  and  Hate,  the  Choice  of  Herakles  invented  by  the  sophist 
Prodicus,  are  purposely  symbolical.  It  is  also  worth  noticing  that, 
among  genuine  myths,  those  which  seem  to  justify  this  hypothe- 
sis are  of  comparatively  late  origin,  or  are  immediately  concerned 
with  psychological  questions — such,  for  example,  as  the  myths  of 
Cupid  and  Psyche  and  of  Pandora  and  Epimetheus. 

A  fourth  way  of  dealing  with  mythology  is  to  rationalize  it,  by 
assuming  that  all  the  marvellous  stories  told  about  the  gods  and 
heroes  had  historical  foundation  in  the  past.  Myths,  according  to 
this  method,  become  the  reminiscences  of  actual  facts,  the  biogra- 
phies of  persons,  which  in  course  of  time  have  lost  their  positive 
truth.  In  order  to  recover  and  reconstitute  that  truth,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  reduce  them  to  prose.  Thus  IlecattEus,  who  was  one  of 
the  earliest  among  the  Greeks  to  attempt  this  interpretation,  de- 
clared that  Geryon  was  a  king  of  Epirus,  and  that  Cerberus  was  a 
serpent  haunting  the  caverns  of  Cape  Taenarus.  Herodotus,  in 
like  manner,  explained  the  sacred  black  dove  of  Dodona  by  saying 
that  she  was  a  woman,  who  came  from  Egyptian  Thebes,  and  in- 
troduced a  peculiar  cult  of  Zeus  into  Hellas.  After  the  same 
fashion,  Python,  slain  by  Phoebus,  was  supposed  to  have  been  a 
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troublesome  freebooter.  Mollis  was  changed  into  a  wcatherwise 
seaman,  the  Centaurs  into  horsemen,  Atlas  into  an  astronomer, 
Herakles  into  a  strong-limbed  knight-errant.  It  was  when  the  old 
feeling  for  the  myths  had  died  out  among  the  learned,  when  phys- 
ical hypotheses  were  adopted  for  the  explanation  of  the  heavens 
and  the  earth  instead  of  the  religious  belief  in  nature-deities,  and 
when  prose  had  usurped  on  poetry,  that  this  theory  was  worked 
into  a  system.  Euhemerus,  the  contemporary  of  the  Macedonian 
Cassander,  wrote  a  kind  of  novel  in  which  he  made  out  that  all 
the  gods  and  heroes  had  once  been  men.  Ennius  translated  this 
work  into  Latin,  and  the  rationalizing  method  was  called  Euhem- 
erism.  The  hold  which  it  has  retained  upon  the  minds  of  suc- 
ceeding ages  is  sufficient  to  show  that  it  readily  approves  itself  to 
the  understanding.  It  seems  to  make  everything  quite  smooth 
and  easy.  When,  for  instance,  we  read  the  revolting  legend  of 
Pasiphae  we  like  to  fancy  that  after  all  she  only  fell  in  love  with 
a  captain  called  Taurus,  and  that  Daxlalus  was  an  artful  go-be- 
tween. Unfortunately,  however,  there  is  no  guide  more  delusive 
than  Euhemerism.  It  destroys  the  true  value  of  mythology,  con- 
sidered as  the  expression  of  primitive  thought  and  fancy,  reduc- 
ing it  to  a  mere  decayed  and  weed-grown  ruin  of  prosaic  fact. 
Plato  was  right  when  he  refused  to  rationalize  the  myths,  and 
when,  by  his  own  use  of  myths,  he  showed  their  proper  nature  as 
the  vehicle  for  thoughts  as  yet  ihcapable  of  more  exact  expres- 
sion. At  the  same  time  it  would  be  unphilosophical  to  deny  that 
real  persons  and  actual  events  have  supplied  in  some  cases  the 
subject-matter  of  mythology.  The  wanderings  of  Odysseus,  the 
Trojan  War,  the  voyage  of  the  Argonauts,  the  kingdom  of  Minos, 
the  achievements  of  Herakles,  have,  all  of  them,  the  appearance  of 
dimly  preserved  or  poetized  history.  Yet  to  seek  to  reconstruct 
history  from  them,  "  to  dig  for  a  supposed  basis  of  truth "  in 
them,  is  idle.     The  real  thing  to  bear  in  mind  is  that  great  men 
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and  stirring  events  must  have  been  remembered  even  in  the  myth- 
opoeic  age,  and  that  to  eliminate  them  from  the  national  con- 
sciousness would  have  been  impossible.  A  nucleus  of  fact  may, 
therefore,  have  formed  the  basis  of  certain  myths,  just  as  a  wire 
immersed  in  a  solution  of  salts  will  cause  the  fluid  to  condense  in 
crystals  round  it.  But,  as  in  the  case  just  used  by  way  of  illus- 
tration, we  do  not  see  the  wire,  but  the  crystals,  after  the  process 
has  been  finished,  so  in  mythology  it  is  not  the  fact  but  the  fancy 
which  attracts  our  attention  and  calls  for  our  consideration.  This 
illustration  might  be  extended  so  as  to  apply  to  any  substratum, 
linguistic,  solar,  symbolical,  or  other,  that  may  be  supposed  to 
underlie  the  fancy-fabric  of  mythology.  The  truth  to  be  looked 
for  in  myths  is  psychological,  not  historical,  aesthetic  rather  than 
positive. 

In  order  to  make  the  relation  of  actuality  to  imagination  in  the 
mythopa-ic  process  still  more  intelligible,  another  illustration  can 
be  drawn  from  nature.  Pearls  are  said  to  be  the  result  of  a  se- 
cretion effused  from  the  pearl-oyster  round  a  piece  of  grit  or  thorn 
inserted  between  its  flesh  and  the  shell  in  which  it  lives.  To  the 
production  of  the  pearl  this  extraneous  object  and  the  irritation 
which  it  causes  are  both  necessary ;  yet  the  pearl  is  something  in 
itself  quite  independent  of  the  stimulating  substance.  Just  so 
the  myth,  which  corresponds  to  the  pearl,  is  a  secretion  of  the 
national  imagination  which  has  been  roused  into  activity  by  some- 
thing accidental  and  exterior. 

It  is  possible  to  take  a  fifth  line  and  to  refer  mythology  to  feti- 
chism.  Strictly  speaking,  fetichism  can  never  explain  the  prob- 
lem of  the  mytliopoeic  faculty,  except  in  so  far  as  we  may  assume 
it  to  have  formed  a  necessary  stage  of  human  development  ante- 
rior to  polytheism.  Greek  mythology,  together  with  Greek  nat- 
ure-worship, would,  according  to  this  fifth  method  of  interpreta- 
tion, have  to  be  regarded  as  a  refinement  on  the  savage  dread  of 
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fetiches.  Beginning  -with  a  servile  prostration  before  the  powers 
of  nature,  this  attitude  of  simple  awe  would  have  been  gradually 
elevated  to  the  height  which  it  attained  in  Homer  and  Ilesiod. 
In  the  progressive  amelioration  of  the  race  myths  would  thus  have 
occupied  a  middle  place  between  the  fetich  and  the  free  divinities 
of  art.  Putting  aside  all  the  difficulties  Avhich  involve  the  ques- 
tion whether  fetichism  is  rightly  regarded  as  the  first  attitude  of 
man  towards  nature,  it  is  clear  that  the  fetichistic  hypothesis  can- 
not cover  the  whole  field  of  our  inquir}'.  What  it  does  do  is  to 
offer  an  explanation  of  the  origin  of  nature-worship,  and  to  ac- 
count for  the  fact  that  external  objects  are  regarded  as  living, 
sentient  beings  in  the  myths.  Long  before  the  philosophers  of 
Ionia  conjectured  that  the  stars  are  fiery  vapors,  people  fancied 
they  were  gods.  It  has  been  well  observed  that  the  Greeks  never 
speak  of  a  god  of  the  sun,  or  a  goddess  of  the  moon.  They  wor- 
shipped the  sun  as  a  god  in  Helios,  the  moon  as  a  goddess  in  Se- 
lene. This  direct  reference  of  the  mind  to  natural  things  as  ob- 
jects of  adoration  may,  possibly,  be  a  purified  form  of  fetichism. 
But,  taken  by  itself  alone,  fetichism  is  not  adequate  to  account 
for  the  many-sided,  many-featured  product  of  the  mythical  im- 
agination, which  continued  active  long  after  the  age  of  savagerv. 
Nor,  indeed,  liave  the  historians,  who  attribute  great  importance 
to  this  stage  of  religious  feeling,  claimed  for  it  so  much. 

According  to  yet  a  sixth  view  the  myths  are  to  be  considered 
as  nothing  more  or  less  than  poems.  This  theory  is  not,  at  first 
sight,  very  different  from  that  which  is  involved  in  the  first  ac- 
count given  of  the  mythopoeic  faculty.  It  is  clear  that  the  stories 
of  Galatea,  of  Pan  and  Pitys,  of  Hesperus  and  Hymenfeus,  and, 
in  a  deeper  sense,  perhaps,  of  Prometheus  and  Pandora,  are  pure 
poems.  That  is  to  say,  the  power  which  produced  them  was 
analogous  to  the  power  which  we  observe  in  poetic  creation  at 
the  present  day,  and  which  has  continued  the  mythopoeic  age  into 
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the  nineteenth  century.  Yet  we- should  lose  a  great  deal  in  exact- 
itude and  fulness  of  conception  if  we  identified  mythology  with 
poetry.  Poetry  is  conscious  of  its  aim ;  it  demands  a  fixed  form  ; 
it  knows  itself  to  be  an  art,  and,  as  an  art,  to  be  different  from  re- 
ligion and  distinguished  from  history.  Now,  mythology  in  its  ori- 
gin was  antecedent  to  all  such  distinctions,  and  to  all  the  conscious 
adaptations  of  means  to  ends.  Behind  the  oldest  poetry  which  we 
possess  there  looms  a  background  of  mythology,  substantially  ex- 
isting, already  expressed  in  language,  nebulous,  potential,  contain- 
ing in  itself  the  germs  of  all  the  several  productions  of  the  human 
intellect.  The  whole  intellect  is  there  in  embryo ;  and  behind 
mythology  nothing  is  discoverable  but  thought  and  language  in 
the  same  sphere.  Therefore  we  lose  rather  than  gain  by  a  too 
strict  adherence  to  what  may  be  termed  the  poetical  hypothesis, 
although  the  analogy  of  poetry,  and  of  poetry  alone,  places  us  at 
the  right  point  of  view  for  comprehending  the  exercise  of  the 
myth-making  faculty. 

Before  completing  the  circle  of  inquiry  by  a  return  with  fuller 
knowledge  to  the  point  from  which  we  started,  it  is  necessary  to 
discuss  a  seventh  way  of  dealing  with  the  problem,  which  profess- 
es to  be  alone  the  truly  scientific  method.  It  may  be  called  the 
linguistic  theory,  since  it  rests  upon  analysis  of  language,  and 
maintains  that  mythology  is  not  so  much  an  independent  prod- 
uct of  the  human  mind,  expressed  in  words,  as  a  morbid  phase  of 
language,  considered  as  a  thing  apart.  Max  Miiller,  who  has  given 
currency  to  this  view  in  England,  states  expressly  that  "  Mytholo- 
gy, which  was  the  bane  of  the  ancient  world,  is  in  truth  a  disease 
of  language.  A  myth  means  a  word,  but  a  word  which,  from  be- 
ing a  name  or  an  attribute,  has  been  allowed  to  assume  a  more  sub- 
stantial existence  ;"  and  again,  under  mythology  "  I  include  every 
case  in  which  language  assumes  an  independent  power  and  reacts 
on  the  mind,  instead  of  being,  as  it  was  intended  to  be,  the  mere 
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realizcation  and  outward  embodiment  of  the  mind."  The  first 
thing  which  strilies  a  student  accustomed  to  regard  mythology  as 
a  necessary  and  important  phase  in  the  evolution  of  thought,  when 
he  reads  these  definitions,  is  the  assumption  that  ^vdoQ  is  synony- 
mous with  what  we  mean  by  word,  instead  of  including  the  wider 
content  of  a  story  told  in  words.  He  is  thus  led  to  suspect  a 
theory  which  contrives  to  make  the  problem  of  mythology  pass 
for  a  branch  of  philology.  Nor  can  he  comprehend  in  what 
sense  mythology  may  be  called  "a  disease  of  language"  rather 
than  a  disease  of  the  mind  which  uses  language.  Does  Max 
Miiller  mean  that  language  suffered,  or  that  the  thinking  subject 
suffered  through  the  action  of  the  bane  ?  He  probably  means  the 
former ;  but,  if  so,  language  must  be  supposed  to  live  a  life  apart 
from  thought,  triumphing  over  the  freedom  of  the  human  mind, 
and  imposing  its  figments  on  the  intellect.  Such  a  belief  might 
seem  due  partly  to  a  too  exclusive  study  of  language  in  itself,  in 
the  course  of  which  the  philologer  comes  to  regard  it  as  discon- 
nected from  thought,  and  partly  to  the  neglect  of  the  fact  that  it 
is  the  same  human  subject  which  produces  language  and  myths, 
that  language  and  thought  in  their  origin  are  inseparable,  but  that 
when  language  has  once  been  started,  it  has  to  serve  the  various 
purposes  of  thought,  and  lend  itself  to  myth  and  poem,  philosoph- 
ical analysis  and  religious  dogma.  Another  point  to  criticise  is 
the  inevitable  corollary  that  the  soul  of  a  great  nation,  like  the 
Greeks,  for  instance,  in  the  course  of  its  advance  to  the  maturity 
of  art  and  freedom,  passes  through  a  period  of  derangement  and 
disease,  by  which  its  civilization  is  vitiated,  its  vitality  poisoned 
at  the  root,  and  all  its  subsequent  achievements  tainted ;  and  that 
this  spiritual  phthisis  can  be  traced  to  a  sickly  state  of  language 
at  a  very  remote  historical  period  when  as  yet  the  nation  was 
scarcely  constituted.  Seriously  to  entertain  this  view  is  tanta- 
mount to  maintaining  that  corruption  and  disease  may  be  the  di- 
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rect  efficient  causes  of  the  liighest  art  on  which  linmanity  can 
pride  itself,  since  it  is  indubitable  that  the  poems  of  Homer  and 
the  sculptures  of  Pheidias  are  the  direct  outgrowth  of  that  "  bane 
of  tlie  ancient  world"  which,  to  quote  another  pithy  saying  of 
Max  Miiller,  converted  nomina  into  numina.     It  is  hardly  neces- 
sary to  point  out  the  curious  want  of  faitli  in  the  Welt-Geist  (or 
God)  which  this  implies;  the  unimaginative  habit  of  mind  we 
should  encourage  if  we  failed  to  discern  the  excellence  of  a  civili- 
zation that  oAved  its  specific  character  to  mythology ;  the  unphil- 
osophical  conclusions  to  which  we  might  be  brought  if  we  denied 
that  the  intelligence  is  free  while  following  the  fixed  laws  of  its 
evolution,  and  that  the  essential  feature  in  this  evolution  is  the 
advance  from  rudimentary  to   more   developed  thought.      Lan- 
guage, however  potent  in  reaction  upon  thought,  is  after  all  the 
vehicle   and  instrument  of  thought,  and  not  its  master.      This 
leads  to  yet  a  further  criticism  :  granting  that  language  was  "  in- 
tended to  be  the  mere  realization  and  outward  embodiment  of  the 
mind" — though  this  is  a  wide  begging  of  the  most  difficult  of 
all  questions — it  does  not  follow  that  in  mythology  language  is 
not  pursuing  its  appointed  function.     If  the  mythological  phase 
of  thought  is  less  apparent  among  the  Semitic  than  among  the 
Aryan  nations,  are  we  to  say  that  this  is  so  because  the  Semitic 
languages  escaped  the  whooping-cough  of  mythology,  or  not  far 
rather  because  the  mind  of  the  Aryan  races  had  a  greater  aptitude 
for  mythology,  a  greater  aptitude  for  art  ?     In  the  fifth  place,  the 
definition  of  mythology  is  too  wide  for  the  special  purpose  of  the 
problem.     Bacon  long  ago  pointed  out  that  one  of  the  chief 
sources  of  error  arises  from  our  tendency  to  mistake  words  for 
realities.     This  imperfect  adjustment  of  language  to  the  purposes 
of  thought  is  not  peculiar  to  the  mythopoeic  age.     When  we  use 
such  phrases  as  "  vital  force,"  we  are  designating  the  results  of 
observation   and  experience  by  a  word  which  ought  not  to  be 
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regarded  as  more  than  a  sign.  Yet,  because  "  vital  force  "  has 
sometimes  been  recognized  as  something  positive  and  substan- 
tially existent,  we  cannot  on  that  account  call  it  a  myth  without 
impoverishing  the  resources  of  language,  and  making  one  word  do 
the  work  of  two.  The  truth,  therefore,  is,  that  in  the  mythopoeic, 
as  in  every  other  age,  words  have  done  violence  to  thought ;  nor 
need  it  be  contested  that  the  idola  fori  were  more  potent  in  the 
infancy  than  in  the  maturity  of  intelligence.  While  concerned 
with  this  branch  of  our  critique,  it  is  curious  to  observe  the  satis- 
faction with  which  the  advocates  of  the  linguistic  theory  use  it 
as  the  means  of  rehabilitating  the  moral  character  of  the  ancient 
Greeks,  by  trying  to  make  out  that  the  tales  of  QSdipus,  Pelops, 
and  Kronos  owe  their  repulsive  elements  to  verbal  mistakes.  To 
the  student  it  is  undoubtedly  a  relief  to  fancy  that  the  incest  of 
Jocasta  was  originally  no  more  than  a  figurative  way  of  speaking 
about  the  alternations  of  day  and  night.  He  derives,  indeed,  the 
same  sort  of  contentment  by  this  method  as  the  rationalist  who 
explains  the  legend  of  Pasiphae  upon  Euhemeristic  principles. 
Yet  it  is  surely  a  poor  way  of  whitewashing  the  imagination  of 
the  ancients  to  have  recourse  to  a  theory  which  sees  in  myths 
nothing  better  than  a  mange  or  distemper  breaking  out  in  lan- 
guage, and  tormenting  the  human  mind  for  a  season.  Nor  can 
the  theory  be  stretched  so  far  as  to  exonerate  the  nation  from  its 
share  of  interest  in  these  stories.  The  people  who  made  the  sup- 
posed linguistic  mistakes  delighted  in  the  grotesque  and  fantastic 
legends  which  were  produced.  Even  if  words  deluded  them,  their 
wills  were  free  and  their  brains  at  work  while  under  the  perni- 
cious influence.  The  real  way  of  exculpating  the  conscience  of 
the  Greeks,  indicated  both  by  philosophy  and  common-sense,  is 
to  point  out  that  in  the  age  of  reflection  the  tragic  poets  moral- 
ized these  very  myths,  and  made  them  the  subject-matter  of  the 
gravest  art,  while  the  sages  instituted  a  polemic  against  the  con- 
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fusion  of  fabulous  mythology  ^yitll  the  pure  notion  of  Godhead 
obtained  by  reflection. 

The  theory  of  development  which  seems  to  underlie  the  lin- 
guistic doctrine  is,  that  thought  in  its  earliest  stage  is  positive 
and  clear  and  adequate.  The  first  savage  who  thinks  sees  the 
sun,  for  example,  and  calls  it  the  sun ;  but  in  talking  about  the 
sun  he  beo-ins  to  use  fio-urative  lano-uaije,  and  so  converts  his  sim- 
pie  propositions  into  myths.  At  this  point,  argues  the  philologer, 
he  goes  wrong  and  becomes  the  victim  of  delusions.  The  fallacy 
in  this  view  appears  to  lie  in  attributing  to  the  simple  and  sensu- 
ous apprehension  of  the  savage  the  same  sort  of  simplicity  as  that 
which  we  have  gained  by  a  process  of  abstraction,  and  consequent- 
ly inferring  that  the  importation  of  fancy  into  the  thinking  proc- 
ess implies  a  species  of  degeneracy.  The  truth  seems  rather  to 
be  quite  the  conti'ary.  If  we  grant,  for  the  sake  of  argument, 
that  the  first  thoughts  are  in  a  certain  sense  simple,  they  have 
nothing  in  common  with  the  generalizations  of  the  understand- 
ing. Except  in  relation  to  immediate  perceptions,  their  gener- 
ality is  empty  until  it  has  been  filled  up  with  the  varied  matter 
of  the  senses  and  the  imagination.  Mythology  and  poetry  are, 
therefore,  an  advance  upon  the  primitive  prose  of  simple  appre- 
hension. What  was  a  mere  round  ball  becomes  a  daedal  world ; 
and  it  is  not  till  the  full  cycle  of  the  myth-creating  fancy  has 
been  exhausted  that  the  understanding  can  return  upon  a  higher 
level  by  abstraction  to  intellectual  simplicity.  The  same  is  true 
about  theology.  The  first  dim  sense  of  the  divine  in  nature  as  a 
unity  may  possibly  have  been  prior  to  the  many  deities  of  polyth- 
eism ;  men  may  have  looked  upon  the  open  sky  and  called  that 
god.  Yet  it  was  not  a  retrogression,  but  an  adv^ance  from  that 
first  perception  to  the  mythological  fulness  and  variety  which 
gave  concreteness  to  the  notion  of  the  deity.  In  this  way  the 
whole  content  of  human  nature — feeling,  sense,  activity,  and  so 
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forth — was  imported  into  tbe  original  and  hollow  notion  ;  or,  to 
state  the  process  with  greater  accuracy,  the  germ  of  thought,  by 
unfolding  its  potentiality,  showed  that  what  had  seemed  a  barren 
unit  was  a  complicated  organism  with  a  multiplicity  of  parts.  It 
remained  for  a  further  stage  of  thought,  by  reflection  and  abstrac- 
tion, to  return  at  a  higher  level  to  the  conception  of  intellectual 
unity.  What  we  have  to  guard  against  is  the  temptation  to  at- 
tribute our  own  abstractedness,  the  definiteness  of  positivism,  the 
purity  of  monotheism,  to  the  first  stage  of  thought.  Ours  is  the 
triumph  of  the  understanding  in  its  vigor  over  bewildering  ful- 
ness ;  theirs  was  the  poverty  and  nakedness  of  a  first  awakening 
of  intelligence.  The  same  critique  might  be  applied  to  the  the- 
ory that  language  starts  with  universals.  Here,  again,  all  turns 
upon  the  question,  What  sort  of  universals  ?  Unless  we  are  cau- 
tious, Ave  run  the  risk  of  ending  in  a  view  almost  identical  with 
the  theory  of  primitive  revelation,  by  following  which  to  its  con- 
clusions we  are  forced  to  regard  the  history  of  the  human  race, 
not  as  a  process  of  development,  but  as  a  series  of  disastrous  er- 
rors and  of  gradual  decline. 

What  remains  the  solid  outcome  of  the  linguistic  theory  is  that 
in  the  mythopoeic  age,  when  there  was  no  criticism  and  no  reflec- 
tion possible,  the  idola  fori  were  far  more  powerful  than  now,  and 
consequently  many  legends  were  invented  to  account  for  words  of 
which  the  true  meaning  had  been  forgotten.  Accordingly  philol- 
ogy is  one  of  the  keys  by  which  the  door  of  mythology  may  be 
unlocked.  At  the  same  time,  considering  the  complex  relations 
of  thought  to  language,  especially  in  their  commencement,  it  is 
wrong  to  concentrate  attention  upon  language.  In  like  manner, 
it  will  be  admitted  that  the  genders  of  the  nouns  contributed  their 
quota  to  the  personification  of  female  and  male  deities;  but  it 
would  be  wrong  to  argue  that  the  numina  were  divided  into  male 
and  female  because  the  nomina  were  so  distinguished.     In  order 
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to  appreciate  the  personifying  instinct,  we  must  go  back  in  im- 
agination to  a  point  beyond  the  divergence  of  thought  and  lan- 
guage ;  and  we  shall  find  that  if  priority  can  be  assigned  to  either, 
it  will  be  to  thought,  as  that  by  which  alone  the  human  subject 
can  be  said  to  be.  Language  has  sex  because  sex  is  a  property  of 
the  talkins:  beino;.  The  deities  are  male  and  female,  not  because 
their  names  have  genders,  but  because  the  thinking  being,  for 
Avhom  sex  is  all -important,  thinks  its  own  conditions  into  the 
world  outside  it. 

The  linguistic  theory  for  the  interpretation  of  mythology  is 
based  upon  comparative  philology,  which  has  proved  beyond  all 
contest  that  the  Aryan  races  had  not  only  their  grammar,  but  a 
certain  number  of  their  myths  in  common  before  the  separation 
of  the  Hindoo,  Hellenic,  and  Teutonic  stocks.  The  Vedic  litera- 
ture exhibits  the  mythological  material  in  rudiment,  and  its  style 
approximates  to  that  of  poetry.  Hence  it  has  been  assumed  that 
the  disease  of  language  was  less  virulent  in  the  oldest  Aryan  writ- 
ings than  it  afterwards  became  in  Hesiod  and  Homer — the  nom- 
ina  had  not  as  yet  been  so  utterly  deformed  and  corrupted  into 
numina.  The  inefficiency  of  arguments  like  this  is  that  they  have 
no  value  except  in  relation  to  a  previously  adopted  view.  To  the 
opponent  of  the  linguistic  as  the  only  scientific  method  for  the  ex- 
planation of  myths,  it  is  left  to  answer:  What  you  regard  as  cor- 
ruption of  language  I  regard  as  development  of  thought.  What 
interests  me  in  Greek  mythology  is  precisely  this  :  that  the  Aryan 
poems  have  passed  into  complicated  stories  illustrative  of  pure 
Hellenic  modes  of  thought  and  feeling,  which  in  their  turn  w^ill 
give  occasion  for  epics,  dramas,  statues,  and  philosophies.  In  the 
same  way,  the  amount  of  similarity  which  comparative  mytholo- 
gy has  demonstrated  in  the  myths  of  all  the  members  of  the  Ary- 
an family  is,  from  the  Greek  historian's  point  of  view,  far  less 
important  than  their  differences.     The  similarity  belongs  to  the 
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stoct  as  it  existed  in  prehistoric  times.  The  differences  mark 
the  external  conditions  and  internal  qualities  of  the  nations  as 
they  played  their  part  in  the  world's  history.  The  "  disease  of 
language"  which  severally  afflicted  the  Hindoos,  the  Persians,  the 
Greeks,  and  the  Scandinavians,  turns  out  to  be  a  faithful  mirror 
of  their  concrete  life.  Any  one,  by  way  of  illustration,  can  work 
out  the  problem  of  national  psychology  offered  by  the  nature-wor- 
ship of  the  sun  in  Ormuzd,  in  Phoebus,  and  in  Balder.  The  pale 
and  beautiful  Balder,  Avho  must  perish,  and  whose  death  involves 
the  world  in  wailing ;  the  radiant  and  conquering  Phoebus,  the 
healing  deity,  the  purifier,  the  voice  of  prophecy  and  poetry  and 
music  ;  Ormuzd,  the  antagonist  of  darkness  and  of  evil,  the  object 
of  desire  and  adoration  to  the  virtuous  and  pure — these  sun-gods 
answer  to  the  races,  as  their  geographical  conditions  and  their 
spirit  made  them.  Nor  is  this  all.  The  mythology  of  each  na- 
tion has  a  physiognomy  and  character  of  its  own — that  of  the 
Greeks  being  clearness  and  articulation  in  opposition  to  the  form- 
lessness and  misty  vagueness  of  the  Hindoos.  To  mistake  a 
Greek  tale  of  deity  or  hero  for  a  Hhidoo  tale  of  deity  or  hero  is 
impossible.  AYhile  the  student  of  prehistorical  antiquities  will, 
therefore,  direct  attention  to  the  likeness  revealed  by  comparative 
mythology,  the  historian  of  nations  will  rather  be  attracted  by 
those  differences  which  express  themselves  in  mature  art,  litera- 
ture, and  religion.* 

*  The  dissimilarity  between  Greek  and  Roman  religion  has  often  been  ob- 
served, and  will  be  touched  upon  below.  Supposing  it  to  be  proved  that  the 
Romans  can  produce  one  relic  of  an  Aryan  myth  in  Romulus,  we  find  that 
their  most  native  deities — Saturnus,  Ops,  Bellona,  Janus,  Terminus,  Concordia, 
Fides,  Bonus  Eventus,  and  so  forth — are  abstractions  which  have  nothing  in 
common  with  Greek  or  other  Aryan  legends.  They  are  the  characteristic 
product  of  the  Roman  mind,  and  indicate  its  habit  of  thought.  In  like  man- 
ner it  is  only  by  a  crasis  amounting  to  confusion  that  Mercurius  can  be  iden- 
tified with  Hermes,  or  Hercules  with  Herakles. 
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One  of  the  most  salient  points"  of  similarity  between  the  sever- 
al families  of  Aryan  myths  concerns  those  which  are  called  solar 
legends.  In  all  of  these  we  read  of  children  fated  to  slay  their 
fathers,  oi  strong  giants  condemned  to  obey  the  rule  of  feeble 
princes,  of  heroic  young  men  forced  to  quit  their  first  love  for 
another  woman.  The  heroes  of  these  stories  are  marked  out  in 
their  cradle  by  miraculous  signs  and  wonders,  or  are  suckled  by 
wild  beasts  in  the  absence  of  their  parents ;  in  their  youth  they 
slay  serpents  sent  to  destroy  them  ;  in  their  manhood  they  shine 
forth  as  conquerors.  Their  death  is  not  unfrequently  caused  by 
slight  and  unforeseen,  though  fated,  occurrences — by  a  weapon 
that  strikes  the  only  vulnerable  part  of  their  body,  in  the  case  of 
Achilles  and  Siegfried ;  by  a  twig  of  mistletoe,  in  the  case  of 
Balder;  by  a  thorn,  in  the  case  of  Isfendiyar;  by  an  envenomed 
mantle,  in  the  case  of  Herakles.  One  great  mythus  fascinated 
the  imagination  of  Norsemen  and  Hindoos,  Greek  and  Persian, 
Geniian  and  Roman ;  interwove  itself  with  their  history ;  gave  a 
form  to  their  poetry ;  and  assumed  a  prominent  place  in  their  re- 
ligion. So  far,  it  may  be  said  that  comparative  philology  has  es- 
tablished something  solid,  which  is  at  the  same  time  of  vast  im- 
portance for  the  student  of  prehistorical  antiquity.  It  is  also  not 
improbable  that  these  legends  referred  originally  to  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  the  sun  in  bis  yearly  and  daily  journeys  through  the 
heavens.  Thus  much  may  be  conceded  to  the  solar  theorists,  re- 
membering always  that  this  primitive  astronomical  significance,  if 
it  existed,  was  forgotten  by  the  races  for  whom  the  myths  became 
the  material  of  poetry  and  religion.  But,  unfortunately,  the  dis- 
covery has  been  strained  beyond  its  proper  limits  by  students  who 
combine  a  solar  theory  with  the  linguistic  in  their  interpretation 
of  mythology.  In  their  hands  all  the  myths  are  made  to  refer  to 
the  sun  and  the  moon,  to  dawn  and  evening.  "  The  difficulty," 
says  Max  Miiller,  "  which  I  myself  have  most  keenly  felt  is  the 


76  THE  GREEK  POETS. 

monotonous  character  of  the  dawn  and  sun  legends.  Is  every- 
thing the  dawn?  is  everything  the  sun?  This  question  I  had 
asked  myself  many  times  before  it  was  addressed  me  by  others." 
How  consistently  Professor  Max  MuUer  found  himself  obliged  to 
answer  this  question  in  the  affirmative  is  known  to  every  student 
of  his  works,  not  to  mention  those  of  Mr.  Cox.  The  hand-books 
of  mythology  which  are  now  in  vogue  in  England  expound  this 
solar  theory  so  persistently  that  it  is  probable  a  race  is  growing 
up  who  fancy  that  the  early  Greeks  talked  with  most  "  damnable 
iteration  "  of  nothing  but  the  weather,  and  that  their  conversation 
on  that  fruitful  topic  fell  sick  of  some  disease,  breeding  the  tales 
of  Thebes  and  Achilles  and  Pelops's  line,  as  a  child  breeds  mea- 
sles.    It  is  therefore  necessary  to  subject  it  to  criticism. 

The  first  point  for  notice  is  that  mythology  lends  itself  almost 
as  well  to  meteorological  as  to  solar  theories.  Kuhn  and  Schwartz, 
as  Professor  Miiller  himself  informs  us,  arrived  at  the  conclusion 
that  "  originally  the  sun  was  conceiv^ed  implicitly  as  a  mere  acci- 
dent in  the  heavenly  scenery."  Instead,  therefore,  of  finding  the 
sun  and  the  dawn  in  all  the  myths,  they  are  always  stumbling 
upon  clouds  and  winds  and  thunder.  This  differing  of  the  doc- 
tors is,  after  all,  no  great  matter.  Yet  it  warns  us  to  be  careful 
in  adopting  so  exclusively,  as  is  the  present  fashion,  either  the  so- 
lar or  the  meteorological  hypothesis.  A  second  consideration 
which  inclines  to  caution  is  the  facility  of  adapting  the  solar  the- 
ory to  every  story,  whether  fabulous  or  historical.  In  this  sense 
the  famous  tract  which  proved  that  Napoleon  the  Great  only  ex- 
isted in  the  mythical  imagination  may  be  taken  as  a  reductio  ad 
absurdum  of  the  method.  A  third  ground  for  suspension  of 
judgment  lies  in  the  very  elaborate  manipulation  which  the  ety- 
mologies of  such  words  as  Eros,  Erinnys,  and  the  Charites  have 
undergone  before  they  yielded  up  their  solar  content.  But  the 
multiplication  of  general  objections  is  not  to  the  present  purpose. 
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It  is  enough  to  bear  in  mind  that;  however  important  the  sun  was 
to  the  ancient  Aryans,  he  could  not  liave  been  everything :  ho 
was,  after  all,  but  one  among  many  objects  of  interest ;  and  what 
requires  to  be  still  more  remembered,  is  that  the  Greeks  them- 
selves, in  dealing  with  the  tales  of  Achilles,  or  of  Kephalos  and 
Prokris,  did  not  know  that  they  were  handling  solar  stories.  It 
is,  therefore,  misleading  to  base  hand-books  which  serve  as  intro- 
ductions to  Greek  literature  and  art  upon  speculation  about  the 
solar  groundwork  of  the  myths.  In  the  works  of  Homer  and 
Ilcsiod,  of  ^schylus  and  Sophocles,  the  myths  were  animated 
with  spiritual,  intellectual,  and  moral  life.  To  draw  the  lessons 
from  them  which  those  poets  drew,  to  demonstrate  the  grandeur 
of  the  imagination  which  could  deal  with  those  primeval  tragic 
tales,  should  be  the  object  of  the  educator ;  not  to  fill  his  pages 
with  extremely  doubtful  matter  about  sun  and  dawn  ad  infinitum. 
The  true  relation  of  the  solar  theory  to  a  Greek  myth  may  be 
illustrated  by  the  talc  of  Herakles,  whom  the  Greeks  themselves 
may  perhaps  have  recognized  as  a  solar  deity,  since  Herodotus 
identified  him  with  a  Phoenician  god.*  We  are  therefore  justi- 
fi.ed  in  dealing  with  this  hero  as  a  personification  of  the  sun. 
Herakles  is  the  child  of  Zeus.  He  strangles  in  his  cradle  the  ser- 
pents of  the  night.  He  loves  lole,  or  the  violet-colored  clouds  of 
dawn.  He  performs  twelve  labors,  corresponding  to  the  twelve 
months  of  the  solar  year.  He  dies  of  a  poisoned  robe  amid 
flames  that  may  be  taken  for  the  blood-red  sunset  clouds.  The 
maiden  lole,  now  evening  and  not  morning,  visits  him  again  in 
death ;  and  he  ascends  from  his  funeral  pyre  of  empurpled  moun- 
tain peaks  to  heaven.  Let  all  this  be  granted.  So  far  the  solar 
theory  carries  us.  But  is  this  all  ?  In  other  words,  is  this,  which 
the  current  hand-books  tell  us  about  Herakles,  the  pith  of  the 
matter  as  it  appeared  to  the  Greeks?     When  we  turn  to  theP/ti- 
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losophy  of  History  of  Hegel,  who  worked  by  anotlier  than  the 
solar  method,  and  was  more  anxious  to  discover  thoughts  than 
et3'mologies,  we  read :  "  Hercules  is  among  the  Hellenes  that  spir- 
itual humanity  which,  by  native  energy,  attains  Olympus  through 
the  twelve  far-famed  labors ;  but  the  foreign  idea  that  lies  at  the 
basis  is  the  sun  completing  its  revolution  through  the  twelve 
signs  of  the  Zodiac."  Here  we  touch  the  truth.  The  solar 
foundation  of  the  mythus  is  wholly  valueless  and  unimportant — 
in  other  words,  is  alien  to  its  essence,  when  compared  with  the 
moral  import  it  acquired  among  the  Greeks.  It  is  the  concep- 
tion of  life-long  service  to  duty,  of  strength  combined  with  pa- 
tience, of  glory  followed  at  the  cost  of  ease,  of  godhead  achieved 
by  manhood  through  arduous  endeavor — it  is  this  that  is  really 
vital  in  the  myth  of  Herakles.  By  right  of  this  the  legend  en- 
tered the  sphere  of  religion  and  of  art.  In  this  spirit  the  sophist 
enlarged  upon  it,  when  he  told  how  Herakles  in  his  youth  chose 
virtue  with  toil  rather  than  pleasure,  incorporating  thus  the  high 
morality  of  Hesiod  with  the  mythical  element.  If  myths  like 
these  are  in  any  sense  diseased  words  about  the  sun,  we  must  go 
further  and  call  them  immortalized  words,  words  that  have  attain- 
ed eternal  significance  by  dying  of  the  disease  that  afflicted  them. 
The  same  remarks  apply  to  all  the  solar  and  lunar  stories — to 
Achilles,  Endymion,  Kephalos,  and  all  the  rest.  As  solar  myths 
these  tales  had  died  to  the  Greeks.  As  poems,  highly  capable  of 
artistic  treatment,  in  sculpture,  or  in  verse,  pregnant  with  human- 
ity, fit  to  form  the  subject  of  dramatic  presentation  or  ethical  de- 
bate, they  retained  incalculable  value.  The  soul  of  the  nation 
was  in  them.     And  that  is  their  value  for  us. 

To  deny  the  important  part  which  the  sun,  like  the  earth  or 
the  sea,  played  in  early  mythology  would  be  absurd.  To  dispute 
the  illumination  which  comparative  philology  has  thrown  not 
only  upon  the  problem  of  the  myths,  but  also  upon  the  early 
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unity  of  races  until  recently  divided  in  our  thouglit,  would  be  still 
more  ridiculous.  The  point  at  issue  is  simply  this,  that  in  Greek 
mythology  there  is  far  more  than  linguistic  and  solar  theories  can 
explain,  and  that  more  is  precisely  the  Greek  genius.  The  phi- 
lologer  from  his  point  of  view  is  justified  in  directing  attention 
to  the  verbal  husk  of  myths  ;  but  the  student  of  art  and  litera- 
ture must  keep  steadily  in  view  the  kernel  of  thought  and  feel- 
ing which  the  myths  contain.  It  is  only  by  so  doing  that  the 
poetry  and  art  which  sprang  from  them  can  be  intelligently  stud- 
ied. Thus  the  modern  text-books  of  mythology  are  misleading, 
in  so  far  as  they  draw  the  learner's  mind  away  from  subjects  of 
historical  importance  to  bare  archaeology. 

As  the  result  of  analysis,  the  following  propositions  may  be 
advanced.  In  the  earliest  ages  the  races  to  whom  we  owe  lan- 
guages and  literature  and  art  possessed  a  faculty  which  may  be 
called  the  mythopoeic,  now  almost  wholly  extinct,  or  rather  super- 
seded by  the  exercise  of  other  faculties  which  it  contained  in  em- 
bryo. The  operation  of  this  faculty  Avas  analogous  to  that  of  the 
poetic ;  that  is  to  say,  it  was  guided  by  the  imagination  more 
than  by  the  dry  light  of  the  understanding,  and  its  creative  ener- 
gy varied  in  proportion  to  tlie  imaginative  vigor  of  the  race  which 
exercised  it.  The  distinction  here  introduced  is  all-important ; 
for  only  thus  can  we  explain  the  very  different  nature  of  the 
Greek  and  Roman  religions.  The  tendency  to  personification 
w  liich  distinguishes  mythology  was  due  to  the  instinct  of  uncivil- 
ized humanity  to  impute  to  external  objects  a  consciousness  simi- 
lar to  that  by  which  men  are  governed — in  other  words,  to  regard 
them  as  living  agents  with  wills  and  passions  like  our  own.  If 
fetichism  be  the  rudimentary  phase  of  this  instinct,  polytheism 
indicates  an  advance  by  which  the  mind  has  passed  from  the 
mere  recognition  of  spiritual  power  in  nature  to  the  invest- 
ment of  that  power  with  personal  and  corporeal  qualities.     Bat 
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just  as  the  imagination  varies  in  degree  and  force  in  different 
races,  so  will  this  power  of  carrying  the  personifying  instinct  on- 
ward into  art  be  found  to  vary.  The  Romans  stopped  short  at 
allegories  ;  in  other  words,  they  did  not  carry  their  personification 
beyond  the  first  stage.  The  Greeks  created  divine  personalities. 
Many  myths  contain  moral  and  philosophical  ideas  conveyed  in 
parables,  and  some  of  them  have  indubitable  reference  to  real 
events  and  persons.  But  in  no  case  of  a  primitive  and  genuine 
mythus  are  we  to  expect  deliberate  fiction  or  conscious  symbol- 
ism, or,  again,  to  seek  for  a  discoverable  substratum  of  solid  fact. 
Entering  the  sphere  of  mythology,  facts  become  etherealized  into 
fancies,  the  actual  value  of  which  lies  in  the  expression  of  the  na- 
tional mind,  so  that  mythical  and  spiritual  are  in  this  respect 
synonymous.  To  nse  a  metaphor,  a  myth  is  a  Brocken-spectre 
of  the  thought  which  produced  it,  and  owes  the  features  by  which 
\vc  can  distinguish  it  to  the  specific  character  of  the  people  among 
whom  it  sprang  into  existence.  The  analysis  of  language  shows 
that  the  whole  Aryan  family  held  a  great  number  of  their  myths 
in  common,  that  many  legends  are  stories  told  to  account  for 
words  and  phrases  which  had  lost  their  original  significance,  and 
that  in  these  stories  the  alternations  of  night  and  day  and  the  pro- 
cession of  the  seasons  played  a  very  important  part.  Philology 
can,  however,  furnish  no  more  than  the  prolegomena  to  mytholo- 
gy. After  hearing  its  report,  the  student  of  Greek  art  and  litera- 
tui'e  must  take  the  Greek  myths  at  a  Greek  valuation — must  con- 
sider what  they  were  for  the  Athenians,  for  example,  and  not 
what  they  had  once  been.  Finally,  it  may  be  remembered  that 
to  hope  for  a  complete  elucidation  of  a  problem  so  far  removed 
from  observation  and  experiment  would  be  vain.  The  conditions 
of  the  mythopoeic  age  cannot  be  reconstituted ;  and  were  they  to 
reappear  through  the  destruction  of  civilizations,  the  reflective  un- 
derstanding would  not  be  present  to  examine  and  record  them. 
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Tlie  difficulty  which  besets  the  problem  of  mythology,  owing  to 
the  remote  antiquity  of  the  myth-making  age,  is  to  some  extent 
removed  by  observing  the  operation  of  the  mythopceic  faculty  in 
the  historic  period.  Given  social  circumstances  similar,  if  even 
only  in  a  limited  degree,  to  those  of  the  prehistoric  age;  given  a 
defect  of  the  critical  and  reflective  faculty,  an  absence  of  fixed 
records,  and  a  susceptible  condition  of  the  popular  imagination, 
myths  have  always  sprung  up.  While  it  is  not,  therefore,  possi- 
ble to  find  exact  analogies  to  the  conditions  under  which  the 
Greek  mythology  originated,  something  may  be  gained  by  direct- 
ing attention  to  mediaeval  romance.  The  legends  which  in  Italy 
converted  Virgil  into  a  magician,  the  epic  cycles  of  Charles  the 
Great  and  Arthur,  the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  the  fable  of  Tannhau- 
ser  and  the  Venusberg,  the  Spanish  tale  of  Don  Juan,  and  the 
German  tale  of  Faust  are  essentially  mythical.  What  is  instruc- 
tive about  medieval  romance  for  the  student  of  mythology  in 
general  is  that  here  the  mythopceic  imagination  has  been  either 
dealing  with  dim  recollections  of  past  history,  or  else  has  been 
constructing  for  itself  a  story  to  express  a  doctrine.  After  ex- 
cluding the  hypothesis  of  conscious  working  to  a  prefixed  end,  we, 
therefore,  find  in  these  legends  an  illustration  of  the  sense  in  which 
the  symbolical  and  rationalistic  theories  can  be  said  to  be  justi- 
fied. In  the  case  of  Virgil,  the  poetry  of  Rome's  greatest  singer 
never  ceased  to  be  studied  during  the  darkest  years  of  the  dark 
ages,  and  his  name  was  familiar  even  to  people  who  could  not 
read  his  verse.  He  was  known  to  have  been  a  pagan,  and  at  the 
same  time  possessed  with  what  then  seemed  like  superhuman 
knowledge.  It  followed  that  he  must  have  been  a  wizard,  and 
have  gained  his  power  and  wisdom  by  compelling  fiends.  Hav- 
ing formed  this  notion  of  Virgil,  the  popular  fancy  ascribed  to 
him  all  the  vast  works  of  architecture  and  engineering  which  re- 
mained at  Rome  and  Naples,  inventing  the  most  curious  stories  to 
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explain  why  he  had  made  them.  When  we  turn  to  the  Carlovin- 
gian  cycle,  we  discover  that  the  great  name  of  the  Frankish  cm- 
pei'or,  the  memory  of  his  wars,  and  the  fame  of  his  generals  have 
survived  and  been  connected  with  the  crusadino-  enthusiasm  which 
pei'vaded  Europe  at  a  later  period.  Border  -  warfare  between 
France  and  Spain  plays  a  prominent  part  in  this  epic,  and  gradu- 
ally the  figure  of  Roland  usurps  upon  the  more  historically  impor- 
tant personages.  To  "  dig  for  a  supposed  basis  of  truth"  in  the 
Carlovingian  cycle  would  be  vain  ;  yet  the  view  is  forced  upon  us 
that  without  some  historical  basis  the  cycle  would  not  have  sprung 
into  existence,  or  have  formed  a  framework  for  the  thought  and 
feeling  of  one  period  of  the  Middle  Ages.  The  achievements  of 
Arthur  must  be  regarded  as  still  more  wholly  mythological.  The 
more  we  inquire  into  his  personality,  the  less  we  find  of  real  his- 
torical subsistence.  A  Celtic  hero,  how  created  it  is  impossible  to 
say,  becomes  the  central  figure  of  the  most  refined  romance  which 
occupied  the  attention  of  German,  French,  and  British  poets  in 
the  Middle  Ages.  Round  the  fictitious  incidents  of  his  biography 
gathers  all  that  chivalry,  with  its  high  sense  of  humanity  and  its 
profound  religious  mysticism,  conceived  of  purest  and  most  no- 
ble ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  certain  dark  and  disagreeable  de- 
tails, especially  the  incestuous  union  from  which  Mordred  sprang, 
remind  us  of  the  savage  and  unmoralized  origin  of  the  fable.  We 
therefore  find  in  the  Arthurian  cycle  something  very  much  anal- 
ogous to  the  Tale  of  Troy.  The  dim  memory  of  a  national 
struggle,  an  astronomical  myth,  perchance,  and  many  incidents  of 
merely  local  interest  have  been  blended  together  and  filled  with  the 
very  spirit  of  the  ages  and  the  races  that  delighted  in  the  story  as 
a  story.  This  spiritual  content  gives  its  value  to  the  epic.  Me- 
dieval hagiography  furnishes  abundant  examples  of  the  way  in 
which  facts  transform  themselves  into  fables  and  nivtholoffical 
material  is  moulded  into   shape  around  some  well  -  remembered 
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name,  the  rcliirlons  consciousness -externalizino;  itself  in  acts  which 
it  attributes  to  its  heroes.  When  Ave  read  the  Fioretti  di  San 
Francesco,  we  are  Avell  aware  that  the  saint  lived — his  life  is  one 
of  the  chief  realities  of  the  thirteenth  century ;  but  we  perceive 
that  the  signs  and  wonders  wrought  by  him  proceed  from  the 
imagination  of  disciples  ascribing  to  St.  Francis  what  belongs 
partly  to  the  ideal  of  his  own  character  and  partly  to  that  of  mo- 
nastic sanctity  in  general.  In  the  fable  of  Tannhauser  we  meet 
with  another  kind  of  reminiscence.  There  is  less  of  fact  and 
more  of  pure  invention.  The  pagan  past,  existent  as  a  sort  of 
daemonic  survival,  is  localized  at  Horsel.  The  interest,  however, 
consists  here  wholly  in  the  parabolic  meaning — whether  Tann- 
hauser ever  existed  does  not  signify.  His  legend  is  a  poem  of 
the  Christian  knight  ensnared  by  sin,  aroused  to  a  sense  of  guilt, 
condemned  by  the  supreme  tribunal  of  the  Church,  and  pardoned 
by  the  grace  of  God.  In  like  manner,  the  lust  for  knowledge,  for 
power,  and  for  pleasure,  withheld  by  God  and  nature,  finds  ex- 
pression in  the  Faust  legend ;  while  inordinate  carnal  appetite  is 
treated  tragically  in  Don  Juan.  These  three  legends  deserve  to 
be  called  myths  rather  than  poems  in  the  stricter  sense  of  the 
word,  because  they  appear  at  many  points  and  cannot  be  traced 
up  to  three  definite  artistic  sources,  while  it  is  clear  from  their 
wide  acceptance  that  they  embodied  thoughts  which  were  held  to 
be  of 'great  importance.  In  them,  therefore,  we  find  illustrated 
the  theory  which  explains  mythology  by  the  analogy  of  poetry. 
That  the  mediaeval  myths  which  have  been  mentioned  never  at- 
tained the  importance  of  Greek  mythology  is  immediately  ac- 
counted for  by  the  fact  that  they  sprang  up,  as  it  were,  under  the 
shadow  of  philosophy,  religion,  and  history.  They  belonged  to 
the  popular  consciousness ;  and  this  popular  consciousness  had  no 
need  or  opportunity  of  converting  its  creatures  into  a  body  of  be- 
liefs, because  both  science  and  orthodoxy  existed.    In  the  historic 
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period  mythology  must  always  occupy  this  subordiuate  position ; 
and,  perhaps,  this  fact  might  be  retlected  back  as  a  further  argu- 
ment, if  such  were  needed,  against  the  theories  that  the  Greek 
myths,  while  leading  onward  to  the  Greek  Pantheon  and  Greek 
art,  originated  as  an  undergrowth  beneath  the  decaying  fabric  of 
revealed  truth  or  firmly  apprehended  philosophical  ideas.  At  all 
events,  both  the  positive  and  negative  circumstances  which  we 
observe  in  them  confirm  the  general  view  of  mythology  that  has 
been  advanced. 

The  Homeric  and  Hesiodic  poems  were  interposed  between  the 
reflective  consciousness  of  the  Greeks  in  the  historic  age  and  the 
mass  of  myths  already  existent  in  Hellas  at  the  time  of  their  com- 
position, and  thus  mythology  passed  into  the  more  advanced  stage 
of  art.  It  did  not,  however,  cease  on  that  account  to  retain  some 
portion  of  its  oinginal  plasticity  and  fluidity.  It  is  clear  from 
Pindar  and  the  fragments  of  the  minor  lyric  poets,  from  the 
works  of  the  dramatists,  from  Plato,  and  from  other  sources, 
that  what  Herodotus  reports  about  Homer  and  Hcsiod  having 
fixed  the  genealogies  of  the  gods  cannot  be  taken  too  literall}'. 
Non-Homeric  and  non-IIesiodic  versions  of  the  same  tales  were 
current  in  various  parts  of  Greece.  The  same  deities  in  different 
places  received  different  attributes  and  different  forms  of  wor- 
ship ;  and  the  same  legends  were  localized  in  widely  separated 
spots.  Each  division  of  the  Hellenic  family  selected  its  own 
patron  deities,  expressing  in  their  cult  and  ritual  the  specific 
characteristics  which  distinguished  Dorian,  ^lilolian,  and  Ionian 
Hellas.  At  the  same  time  certain  headquarters  of  worship,  like 
the  shrine  of  Delphi  and  the  temple  of  Olympian  Zeus,  were 
strictly  Panhellenic.  In  this  way  it  is  clear  tliat  Avhile  Greek 
mythology  acquired  the  consistence  of  a  natural  religion,  it  re- 
tained its  free  poetic  character  in  a  great  measure.  The  nation 
never  regarded  their  myths  as  a  body  of  fixed  dogma,  to  alter 
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which  was  impious.  Great  liberty,  consequently,  was  secured  for 
artists ;  and  it  may  be  said  Avith  truth  that  the  Greeks  arrived 
throuo-h  sculpture  at  a  consciousness  of  their  gods.  A  new 
statue  was,  in  a  certain  sense,  a  new  deity,  although  the  whole 
aim  of  the  sculptor  must,  undoubtedly,  have  been  to  render  vis- 
ible the  thoughts  contained  in  myths  and  purified  by  poetry,  and 
so  to  pass  onward  step-wise  to  a  fuller  and  fuller  realization  of 
the  spiritual  type.  It  is  this  unity,  combined  with  difference,  that 
makes  the  study  of  Greek  sculpture  fascinating  in  itself,  and  fruit- 
ful for  the  understanding  of  the  Greek  religion. 

It  lies  beyond  the  scope  of  this  chapter  to  consider  how  the 
Greek  intelligence  was  first  employed  upon  the  articulation  of  its 
mythology,  and  next  upon  its  criticism.  The  tradition  of  a  Ti- 
tanomachy,  or  contest  between  nature-powers  and  deities  of  rea- 
son, marks  the  first  step  in  the  former  process.  The  cosmogon- 
ical  forces  personified  in  the  Titans  gave  place  to  the  presiding 
deities  of  political  life  and  organized  society,  in  whom  the  human 
reason  recognized  itself  as  superior  to  mere  nature,  Olympus 
was  reserved  for  gods  of  intellectual  order,  and  thus  the  Greeks 
worshipped  what  was  best  and  noblest  in  themselves.  At  the 
same  time  the  cosmos-onical  divinities  were  not  excluded  from 
the  Greek  Pantheon,  and  so  there  grew  up  a  kind  of  hierarchy 
of  greater  and  lesser  deities.  Oceanus,  Poseidon,  Proteus,  the 
Tritons  and  the  Nereids,  Amphitrite  and  Thetis,  for  example,  arc 
all  powers  of  the  sea.  They  are  the  sea  conceived  under  differ- 
ent aspects,  its  divine  personality  being  multitudinously  divided 
and  delicately  characterized  in  each  case  to  accord  with  the 
changes  in  the  element.  The  same  kind  of  articulation  is  ob- 
servable in  the  w^orship  of  deities  under  several  attributes.  Aph- 
rodite Ourania  and  Aphrodite  Pandemos  are  one  as  well  as  two. 
Eros  and  Hiraeros  and  Pothos  are  not  so  much  three  separate 
loves,  as  love  regarded  from  three  different  points  of  view.     Here 
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the  hievarcliy  is  psychological,  and  represents  an  advance  made 
in  reflection  upon  moral  qualities ;  whereas  in  the  former  case 
it  was  based  on  the  observation  of  external  nature.  To  this  in- 
quiry, again,  belongs  the  question  of  imported  myths  and  foreign 
cults.  The  worship  of  Corinthian  Aphrodite,  for  example,  was 
originally  Asiatic.  Yet,  on  entering  Greek  thought,  Mylitta  ceased 
to  be  Oriental  and  assumed  Hellenic  form  and  character.  Sen- 
suality was  recognized  as  pertaining  to  the  goddess  whose  domain 
included  love  and  beauty  and  the  natural  desires. 

More  than  the  vaguest  outlines  of  such  subjects  of  interest  can- 
not be  indicated  here.  It  is  enough  to  have  pointed  out  that  as 
Greek  mythology  was  eminently  imaginative,  fertile  in  fancy  and 
prolific  in  dramatic  incident,  so  it  found  its  full  development  in 
poetry  and  art.  Only  through  art  can  it  be  rightly  comprehend- 
ed ;  and  the  religion  for  which  it  supplied  the  groundwork  was 
itself  a  kind  of  art.  It  is  just  this  artistic  quality  which  distin- 
guished the  Greeks  from  the  Romans.  As  Monmscn  well  ob- 
serves, "'there  was  no  formation  of  legend  in  the  strict  sense 
in  Italy."  The  Italian  gods  were  in  their  origin  more  matter- 
of-fact  than  Greek  gods.  They  contained  from  the  first  a  pro- 
saic element  which  they  never  threw  aside ;  nor  did  they  give 
occasion  to  the  growth  of  fable  with  its  varied  fabric  of  hu- 
man action  and  passion.  Thus  the  legal  and  political  genius 
of  the  Latin  race  worshipped  its  own  qualities  in  these  allegor- 
ical beings. 

The  process  hitherto  described  has  been  the  passage  of  mythol- 
ogy into  religion  and  the  expression  of  religion  by  art.  ^Vhcn 
the  Greek  intelligence  became  reflective  in  the  first  dawn  of  phi- 
losophy, it  recognized  that  the  notion  of  divinity,  ro  QCiov.,  was 
independent  and  in  some  sense  separable  from  the  persons  of  the 
Pantheon  in  whom  it  inhered.  This  recognition  led  to  a  criti- 
cism of  the  myths  by  the  standard  of  ideal  godhead.     Just  as  tho 
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Olympic  deities,  as  representative-  of  pure  intellect  or  spirit,  had 
superseded  the  bare  nature-forces,  so  now  the  philosophers  sought 
to  distil  a  refined  conception  of  God  from  the  myths  in  general. 
Their  polemic  was  directed  against  Homer,  in  whom,  like  Herod- 
otus, they  recognized  the  founder  of  the  current  mythological 
theology.  Both  Pythagoras  and  Heraclitus  are  reported  to  have 
said  that  Homer  ought  to  be  publicly  thrust  from  the  assembly 
and  scourged.  Xcnophanes  plainly  asserted  that  the  Greek  an- 
thropomorphism was  no  better  than  a  worship  of  humanity  with 
all  its  vices,  illustrating  his  critique  by  adding  that  just  in  the 
same  way  might  lions  adore  lions  and  horses  horses.  His  own 
conception  of  the  deity  was  monotheistic,  to  this  extent,  at  least, 
that  he  abstracted  from  the  universe  a  notion  of  divine  power 
and  wisdom,  and  ascribed  to  it  the  only  reality.  Plato,  in  the 
Hepublic,  unified  these  points  of  view,  severely  criticising  Homer 
for  the  immorality  of  his  fictions,  and  attributing  to  his  own 
demiurgic  deity  those  qualities  of  goodness,  truth,  and  beauty 
which  are  the  highest  ideals  of  the  human  spirit.  In  connection 
with  this  polemic  against  poetical  theology,  we  have  to  notice  the 
attempts  of  physical  philosophers  to  explain  the  universe  by  nat- 
ural causes,  and  the  great  saying  of  Anaxagoras  that  reason  rules 
the  world.  Thus  the  speculative  understanding,  following  various 
lines  of  thought  and  adopting  diverse  theories,  tended  to  react 
upon  mythology  and  to  corrode  the  ancient  fabric  of  Greek  po- 
lytheism. In  the  course  of  this  disintegrating  process  a  new  and 
higher  religion  was  developed,  which  Plato  expressed  by  saying 
that  we  ought  "  to  become  like  God,  as  far  as  this  is  possible  ; 
and  to  become  like  him  is  to  become  holy  and  just  and  wise." 
At  the  same  time  those  who  felt  the  force  of  the  critique,  but 
could  not  place  themselves  at  the  new  scientific  point  of  view, 
remained  sceptical ;  and  against  this  kind  of  scepticism,  which 
implied   personal   lawlessness,  Aristophanes  directed   his  satire. 
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Whatever  may  have  been  the  attitude  of  philosophers  in  their 
schools,  mythology  meanwhile  retained  its  hold  upon  the  popu- 
lar mind.  It  was  bound  up  with  the  political  traditions,  the  gen- 
tile customs,  the  ritual,  and  the  arts  of  the  whole  race.  To  dis- 
place it  by  a  reasoned  system  of  theology,  enforced  by  nothing 
stronger  than  the  theories  of  the  sages,  was  impossible.  The  ex- 
tent to  which  philosophy  permanently  affected  the  creed  of  think- 
ing and  religious  men  in  Greece  by  substituting  theism  for  the 
fabulous  theology  of  the  poets  has  been  well  expressed  in  Plu- 
tarch's Life  of  Pericles.  "  So  dispassionate  a  temper,"  he  ob- 
serves, "  a  life  so  pure  and  unblemished  in  authority,  might  well 
be  called  Olympian,  in  accordance  with  our  conceptions  of  the 
divine  beings  to  whom,  as  the  natural  authors  of  all  good  and  of 
nothing  evil,  we  ascribe  the  rule  and  government  of  the  world — 
not  as  the  poets  represent,  who,  while  confounding  us  with  their 
ignorant  fancies,  are  themselves  confuted  by  their  own  poems 
and  fictions,  and  call  the  place,  indeed,  where  they  say  the  gods 
make  their  abode,  '  a  secure  and  quiet  seat,  untroubled  with  winds 
or  clouds,'  and  '  equally  through  all  time  illumined  with  a  soft 
serenity  and  a  pure  light,'  as  though  such  were  a  home  most  agree- 
able for  a  blessed  and  immortal  nature ;  and  yet,  in  the  mean- 
while, affirm  that  the  gods  themselves  are  full  of  trouble  and  en- 
mity and  anger,  and  other  passions  which  no  way  become  or  be- 
lono-  to  even  men  that  have  anv  understanding."  It  is  clear  that 
when  the  religious  consciousness  had  reached  this  point  of  puri- 
fied clairvoyance  the  race  was  ready  for  a  more  spiritual  theology, 
Avhich  philosophers  like  Marcus  Aurelius  found  in  natural  religion, 
while  the  common  folk  accepted  Christianity. 

After  flowing  side  by  side  for  many  centuries,  the  currents  of 
mythological  belief  and  of  philosophical  speculation  reunited  at 
Alexandria,  where  a  final  attempt  was  made  to  animate  the  Ho- 
meric Pantheon  with  the  spirit  of  metaphysical  mysticism.     Ho- 
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msr  became  a  priest  as  well  as  poet,  and  the  Iliad  was  made  to 
furnish  allegories  for  an  age  grown  old  in  intellectual  subtlety. 
This  was  the  last  period  of  mythology.  While  Hypatia  was 
lecturing  on  Homer,  the  Christians  were  converting  the  world. 
To  keep  the  gods  of  Greece  alive  was  no  longer  possible.  Re- 
garded from  the  beginning  as  persons  with  a  body  corresponding 
to  their  spiritual  substance,  they  had  in  them  the  certainty  of 
dissolution.  Though  removed  ideally  beyond  the  spliere  of  hu- 
man chance  and  change,  they  remained  men  and  women  with 
passions  like  our  own.  Pure  spirit  had  not  been  realized  in 
them  ;  and  blind  fate  had  from  the  first  been  held  to  be  supreme 
above  them.  Unlike  the  incarnate  God  of  Christianity,  they  had 
not  passed  forth  from  the  spiritual  world  to  abide  here  for  a 
season  and  return  to  it  again.  Therefore  they  perished.  During 
the  domination  of  mediaeval  Christianity  the  utmost  they  could 
do  was  to  haunt  the  memory  like  wraiths  and  phantoms,  to  linger 
in  neglected  and  unholy  places  like  malignant  powers  of  evil. 
But  when  the  force  of  ascetic  Christianity  declined,  and  the  spirit 
of  humane  culture  reawoke  in  Europe,  these  old  gods  reasserted 
their  ascendency — no  longer  as  divinities  indeed,  but  as  poems 
forming  an  essential  element  of  the  imagination.  The  painters 
and  sculptors  of  Italy  gave  once  more  in  breathing  marble  and 
fair  color  form  to  those  immortal  thoughts.  The  poets  sang  the 
old  songs  of  Hellas  in  new  language  to  new  measures.  Even  the 
Churchmen  invoked  God  from  Roman  pulpits  as  Summus  Ju- 
piter, and  dignified  Madonna  with  the  attributes  of  Artemis  and 
Pallas. 

Such  is  the  marvellous  vitality  of  this  mythology.  Such  is  its 
indissoluble  connection  with  the  art  and  culture  which  sprang 
from  it,  of  which  it  Avas  the  first  essential  phase,  and  to  which 
we  owe  so  much.  Long  after  it  has  died  as  religion,  it  lives  on 
as  poetry,  retaining  its  original  quality,  though  the  theology  con- 
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tainod  in  it  lias  been  forever  superseded  or  absorbed  into  more 
spiritual  creeds. 

Note. — I  wish  to  qualify  what  I  have  said  upon  pp.  67-80  by  stating  that 
my  critique  of  the  linguistic  and  solar  theories  is  not,  as  I  hope,  directed  in 
any  impertinent  spirit  against  the  illustrious  teacher  to  whom,  in  common 
with  most  Englishmen,  I  owe  nearly  all  my  knowledge  of  comparative  my- 
thology, but  rather  against  notions  which  have  gained  currency  through  a  too 
exclusive  attention  to  the  origin  of  Greek  mythology.  I  want  to  remind  stu- 
dents of  Greek  literature  that,  after  all  they  may  have  learned  from  Sanscrit, 
they  are  still  upon  the  threshold  of  mythology  as  it  wag  determined  by  the 
genius  of  the  Greek  race.  There  is  a  danger  of  diverting  the  mind  from 
questions  of  thoughts  to  questions  of  words,  and  leading  people  to  fancy  that 
etvmological  solutions  are  final. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

ACHILLES. 

Unity  of  i/iaJ.— Character  of  Achilles.— Structure  of  the  whole  Poem.— Com- 
parison with  other  Epics. — Energy  Dividing  into  Anger  and  Love. — Per- 
sonality of  Achilles. — The  Quarrel  with  Agamemnon. — Pallas  Athene. — 
The  Embassy. — Achilles'  Foreknowledge  of  his  Death. — The  Message  of 
Antilochus.— Interview  with  Thetis.— The  Shouting  in  the  Trench.— The 
Speech  of  Xanthus. — The  Paean  over  Hector's  Corpse.— The  Ghost  of 
Patroclus.— The  Funeral  Obsequies  of  Patroclus. — Achilles  and  Priam. — 
Achilles  in  Hades. — Achilles  Considered  as  a  Greek  Ideal. — Friendship 
among  the  Greeks. — Heroism  and  Knighthood :  Ancient  and  Modern 
Chivalry.^ — The  Myrmidones  of  JSschylus. — Achilles  and  Hector. — Alex- 
ander the  Great. — The  Daemonic  Nature  of  Achilles. 

It  is  the  sign  of  a  return  to  healthy  criticism  that  scholars  are 
heginning  to  acknowledge  that  the  Iliad  may  be  one  poem — that 
is  to  say,  no  mere  patchwork  of  ballads  and  minor  epics  put  to- 
gether by  some  diaskeuast  in  the  age  of  Pisistratus,  but  the  work 
of  a  single  poet,  who  surveyed  his  creation  as  an  artist,  and  was 
satisfied  with  its  unity.  AVe  are  not  bound  to  pronounce  an 
opinion  as  to  whether  this  poet  was  named  Homer,  whether 
Homer  ever  existed,  and,  if  so,  at  what  period  of  the  world's  his- 
tory he  lived.  We  are  not  bound  to  put  forward  a  complete 
view  concerning  the  college  of  Homerida%  from  which  the  poet 
must  have  arisen,  if  he  did  not  found  it.  Nor,  again,  need  we 
deny  that  the  Iliad  itself  presents  unmistakable  signs  of  having 
been  constructed  in  a  great  measure  out  of  material  already  ex- 
istino;  in  song-s  and  romances  dear  to  the  Greek  nation  in  their 


92  THE  GREEK  FOETS. 

youth,  and  familiar  to  tlie  poet.  Tlie  aesthetic  critic  finds  no 
difficulty  in  conceding,  nay,  is  eager  to  claim,  a  long  genealogy 
through  antecedent,  now  forgotten,  poems  for  the  Iliad.  But 
about  this,  of  one  thing,  at  any  rate,  he  will  be  sure,  after  due 
experience  of  the  tests  applied  by  AVolf  and  his  followers,  that 
a  great  artist  gave  its  present  form  to  the  Iliad,  that  he  chose 
from  the  whole  Trojan  tale  a  central  subject  for  development, 
and  that  all  the  episodes  and  collateral  matter  with  which  he  en- 
riched his  epic  were  arranged  by  him  with  a  view  to  the  effect 
that  he  had  calculated. 

What,  then,  was  this  central  subject,  which  gives  the  unity  of 
a  true  work  of  art  to  the  Iliad  ?  "NVe  answer,  the  person  and  the 
character  of  Achilles.  It  is  not  fanciful  to  say,  with  the  old 
grammarians  of  Alexandria,  that  the  first  line  of  the  poem  sets 
forth  the  whole  of  its  action — 

Sing,  goddess,  the  wrath  of  Achilles,  son  of  Peleus. 

The  Avrath  of  Achilles,  and  the  consequences  of  that  wrath  in 
the  misery  of  the  Greeks,  left  alone  to  fight  without  their  fated 
hero ;  the  death  of  Patroclus,  caused  by  his  sullen  anger ;  the  en- 
ergy of  Achilles,  reawakened  by  his  remorse  for  his  friend's  death ; 
and  the  consequent  slaughter  of  Hector,  form  the  whole  of  the 
simple  structure  of  the  Iliad.  This  seems  clear  enough  when  we 
analyze  the  conduct  of  the  poem. 

The  first  book  describes  the  quarrel  of  Achilles  with  Agamem- 
non and  his  secession  from  the  war.  The  next  seven  books  and 
a  half,  from  the  second  to  the  middle  of  the  ninth,  are  occupied 
with  the  fortunes  of  the  Greeks  and  Trojans  in  the  field,  the  ex- 
ploits of  Diomede  and  Ajax,  and  Hector's  attack  upon  the  camp. 
In  the  middle  of  the  ninth  book  Achilles  reappears  upon  the  scene. 
Agamemnon  sends  Ulysses  and  Phoenix  to  entreat  him  to  relax 
his  wrath  and  save  the  Greeks ;  but  the  hero  remains  obdurate. 


ACHILLES.  93 

He  lias  resolved  that  his  countpymen  shall  pay  the  uttermost 
penalty  for  the  offense  of  their  king.  The  poet  having  foredeter- 
mined  that  Achilles  shall  only  consent  to  fight  in  order  to  revenge 
Patroclus,  is  obliged  to  show  the  inefficacy  of  the  strongest  mo- 
tives from  without ;  and  this  he  has  effected  by  the  episode  of 
the  embassy.  The  tenth  book  relates  the  night  attack  upon  the 
camp  of  the  Trojan  allies  and  the  theft  of  the  horses  of  Rhesus. 
The  next  five  books  contain  a  further  account  of  the  warfare  car- 
ried on  among  the  ships  between  the  Achaians  and  their  foes.  It 
is  in  the  course  of  these  events  that  Patroclus  comes  into  promi- 
nence. AVe  find  him  attending  on  the  wounded  Eurypylus  and 
warning  Achilles  of  the  imminent  peril  of  the  fleet.  At  last,  in 
the  sixteenth  book,  when  Hector  has  carried  fire  to  the  ship  of 
Protesilaus,  Achilles  commands  Patroclus  to  assume  the  armor 
of  Peleus  and  lead  his  Myrmidons  to  war.  The  same  book  de- 
scribes the  repulse  of  Hector  and  the  death  of  Patroclus,  Avhile 
the  seventeenth  is  taken  up  with  the  fight  for  the  body  of  Achil- 
les' friend.  But  from  the  eighteenth  onward  the  true  hero  as- 
sumes his  rank  as  protagonist,  making  us  feel  that  what  has  gone 
before  has  only  been  a  preface  to  his  action.  His  seclusion  from 
the  war  has  not  only  enabled  the  poet  to  vary  the  interest  by  dis- 
playing other  characters,  but  has  also  proved  the  final  intervention 
of  Achilles  to  be  absolutely  necessary  for  the  success  of  the  Greek 
army.  All  the  threads  of  interest  are  gathered  together  and  con- 
verge on  him.  Whatever  we  have  learned  concerning  the  situa- 
tion of  the  war,  the  characters  of  the  chiefs,  and  the  jealousies  of 
the  gods,  now  serves  to  dignify  his  single  person  and  to  augment 
the  terror  he  inspires.  With  his  mere  shout  he  dislodges  the 
Trojans  from  the  camp.  The  divine  arms  of  Hepha?stus  are 
fashioned  for  him,  and  forth  he  goes  to  drive  the  foe  like  mice 
before  him.  Then  he  contends  with  Simoeis  and  Scamander,  the 
river-gods.     Lastly,  he  slays  Hector.     What  follows  in  the  twenty- 
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tliird  and  twenty-fourtli  books  seems  to  be  intended  as  a  repose 
from  the  vebemcnt  action  and  Ligli-wrought  passion  of  the  pre- 
ceding five.  Patroclus  is  buried,  and  bis  funeral  games  are  cele- 
brated. Then,  at  the  very  end,  Achilles  appears  before  us  in  the 
interview  with  Priam,  no  longer  as  a  petulant  spoiled  child  or  fiery 
barbarian  chief,  but  as  a  hero,  capable  of  sacrificing  his  still  fierce 
passion  for  revenge  to  the  nobler  emotion  of  reverence  for  the  age 
and  sorrow  of  the  sonless  king. 

The  centralization  of  interest  in  the  character  of  Achilles  con- 
stitutes the  grandeur  of  the  Iliad.  It  is  also  by  this  that  the  Iliad 
is  distinguished  from  all  the  narrative  epics  of  the  world.  In  the 
case  of  all  the  rest  there  is  one  main  event,  one  deed  which  has 
to  be  accomplished,  one  series  of  actions  with  a  definite  beginning 
and  ending.  In  none  else  are  the  passions  of  the  hero  made  the 
main  points  of  the  movement.  This  may  be  observed  at  once 
by  comparing  the  Iliad  Avith  the  chief  epical  poems  of  European 
literature.  To  begin  Avith  the  Odysseij.  The  restoration,  after 
many  wanderings,  of  Odysseus  to  his  wife  and  kingdom  forms 
the  subject  of  this  romance.  When  that  has  been  accomplished, 
the  Odijssey  is  completed.  In  the  same  way  the  subject  of  the 
^neid  is  the  foundation  of  the  Trojan  kingdom  in  Italy.  _^neas 
is  conducted  from  Troy  to  Carthage,  from  Carthage  to  Latium. 
He  flies  from  Dido,  because  fate  has  decreed  that  his  empire 
should  not  take  root  in  Africa.  He  conquers  Turnus  because  it 
is  destined  that  he,  and  not  the  Latin  prince,  should  be  the  an- 
cestor of  Roman  kings.  As  soon  as  Turnus  has  been  killed  and 
Lavinia  has  been  wedded  to  ^neas,  the  action  of  the  poem  is 
accomplished  and  the  ul^neid  is  completed.  When  we  pass  to 
modern  epics,  the  first  that  meets  us  is  the  Niebelungen  Lied. 
Here  the  action  turns  upon  the  murder  of  Sigfrit  by  Hagen,  and 
the  vengeance  of  his  bride,  Chriemhilt.  As  soon  as  Chriemhilt 
has  assembled  her  husband's  murderers  in  the  halls  of  King  Etzel, 
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and  there  lias  compassed  their  destruction,  the  subject  is  complete, 
the  Niehelungen  is  at  an  end.  The  British  epic  of  the  Round 
Table,  if  we  may  regard  Sir  Thomas  Mallory's  Mort  dC Arthur  as 
a  poem,  centres  in  the  life  and  predestined  death  of  King  Arthur. 
Upon  the  fate  of  Arthur  hangs  the  whole  complex  series  of  events 
wliich  compose  the  romance.  His  death  is  its  natural  climax,  for 
with  him  expires  the  Round  Table  he  had  framed  to  keep  the 
pagans  in  awe.  After  that  event  nothing  remains  for  the  epic 
poet  to  relate.  Next  in  date  and  importance  is  the  Orlando  Fii- 
rioso  of  Ariosto.  The  action  of  this  poem  is  bound  up  with  the 
destinies  of  Ruggiero  and  Bradamante.  Their  separations  and 
wanderings  supply  the  main  fa,bric  of  the  plot.  When  these  are 
finally  ended,  and  their  marriage  has  been  consummated,  nothing 
remains  to  be  related.  The  theme  of  the  Gerusalemme  Liherata, 
again,  is  the  conquest  of  the  Holy  City  from  the  Saracens.  When 
this  has  been  described,  there  is  nothing  left  for  Tasso  to  tell. 
The  Paradise  Lost.,  in  spite  of  its  more  stationary  character,  does 
not  differ  from  this  type.  It  sets  forth  the  single  event  of  the 
fall.  After  Adam  and  Eve  have  disobeyed  the  commands  of  their 
Maker  and  have  been  expelled  from  Eden,  the  subject  is  exhaust- 
ed, the  epic  is  at  an  end. 

Thus  each  of  these  great  epic  poems  has  one  principal  event, 
on  which  the  whole  action  hinges  and  which  leaves  nothing  more 
to  be  narrated.  But  with  the  Iliad  it  is  different.  At  the  end 
of  the  Iliad  we  leave  Achilles  with  his  fate  still  unaccomplished, 
the  Trojan  war  still  undecided.  The  Iliad  has  no  one  great  ex- 
ternal event  or  series  of  events  to  narrate.  It  is  an  episode  in  the 
war  of  Troy,  a  chapter  in  the  life  of  Peleus's  son.  But  it  does  set 
forth,  with  the  vivid  and  absorbing  interest  that  attaches  to  true 
aesthetic  unity,  the  character  of  its  hero,  selecting  for  that  pur- 
pose the  group  of  incidents  which  best  display  it. 

The  Iliad,  therefore,  has  for  its  whole  subject  the  passion  of 
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Achilles — that  ardent  energy  or  MHNIS  of  the  hero,  which  dis- 
played itself  first  as  anger  against  Agamemnon,  and  afterwards  as 
love  for  the  lost  Patroclus.  The  truth  of  this  was  perceived  by 
one  of  the  greatest  poets  and  profoundest  critics  of  the  modern 
Avorld,  Dante.  When  Dante,  in  the  Inferno.,  wished  to  describe 
Achilles,  he  Avrote,  with  characteristic  brevity : 

Achille, 
Che  per  amore  al  fine  corabatteo. 

Achilles, 
Who  at  the  last  was  brought  to  fight  by  love. 

In  this  pregnant  sentence  Dante  sounded  the  whole  depth  of 
the  Iliad.  The  wrath  of  Achilles  against  Agamemnon,  which  pre- 
vented him  at  first  from  fighting ;  the  love  of  Achilles,  passing  the 
love  of  women,  for  Patroclus,  which  induced  him  to  forego  his 
anger  and  to  fight  at  last — these  are  the  two  poles  on  which  the 
Iliad  turns.  Two  passions — heroic  anger  and  measureless  love — • 
in  the  breast  of  the  chief  actor,  are  the  motive  forces  of  the  poem. 
It  is  this  simplicity  in  the  structure  of  the  Iliad  which  constitutes 
its  nobleness.  There  is  no  double  plot,  no  attempt  to  keep  our 
interest  alive  by  misunderstandings,  or  treacheries,  or  thwartings 
of  the  hero  in  liis  aims.  These  subtleties  and  resources  of  art  the 
poet,  whom  we  will  call  Homer,  for  the  sate  of  brevity,  discards. 
He  trusts  to  the  magnitude  of  his  chief  actor,  to  the  sublime 
central  figure  of  Achilles,  for  the  whole  effect  of  his  epic.  It  is 
hardly  necessary  to  insist  upon  the  highly  tragic  value  of  this 
subject.  The  destinies  of  two  great  nations  hang  trembling  in 
the  balance.  Kings  on  the  earth  below,  gods  in  the  heavens  above, 
are  moved  to  turn  this  way  or  that  the  scale  of  war.  Meanwhile 
the  whole  must  wait  upon  the  passions  of  one  man.  Nowhere 
else,  in  any  work  of  art,  has  the  relation  of  a  single  heroic  charac- 
ter to  the  history  of  the  world  been  set  forth  Avith  more  of  tragic 
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pomp  and  splendid  incident.     Across  the  scene  on  whicli  gods 
and  men  are  contending  in  fierce  rivalry  moves  the  lustrous  fig- 
ure of  Achilles,  ever  potent,  ever  young,  but  with  the  ash-white 
aureole  of  coming  death  around  his  forehead.     He  too  is  in  the 
clutch  of  destiny.     As  the  price  of  his  decisive  action,  he  must 
lay  his  life  down  and  retire  with  sorrow  to  the  shades.     It  is  thus 
that  in  the  very  dawn  of  civilization  the  Greek  poet  divined  the 
pathos  and  expounded  the   philosophy   of  human  life,  showing 
how  the  fate  of  nations  may  depend  upon  the  passions  of  a  man, 
who  in  his  turn  is  but  the  creature  of  a  day,  a  ripple  on  the  stream 
of  time.     Nothing  need  be  said  by  the  ajsthetic  critic  about  the 
solar  theory,  which  pretends  to  explain  the  tale  of  Troy.     The 
mythus  of  Achilles  may  possibly  in,  very  distant  ages  have  ex- 
pressed some  simple  astronomical  idea.     But  for  a  man  to  think 
of  this  with  the  actual  Iliad  before  his  eyes  would  be  about  as 
bad  as  botanizing  on  his  mother''s  grave.     Homer  was  not  think- 
ing of  the  sun  when  he  composed  the  Iliad.     He  wove,  as  in  a 
web,  all  elements  of  tragic  pity  and  fear,  pathos  and  passion,  and 
fateful  energy  which  constitute  the  dramas  of  nations  and  of  men. 
In  the  two  passions,  anger  and  love,  which  form  the  prominent 
features  of  the  character  of  Achilles,  there  is  nothing  small  or 
mean.     Anger  has  scarcely  less  right  than  ambition  to  be  styled 
the  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds.     And  love,  when  it  gives  the 
motive  force  to  great  action,  is  sublime.     The  love  of  Achilles 
had  no  softness  or  efieminacy.     The  wrath  of  Achilles  never  de- 
generated into  savagery.     Both  of  these  passions,  instead  of  weak- 
ening the  hero,  add  force  to  his  activity.     Homer  has  traced  the 
outlines  of  the  portrait  of  Achilles  so  largely  that  criticism  can 
scarcely  avoid  dwarfing  them.     In  looking  closely  at  the  picture, 
there  is  a  danger  lest,  while  we  examine  the  parts,  we  should  fail 
to  seize  the  greatness  of  the  whole.     It  is  better  to  bring  together 
in  rapid  succession  those  passages  of  the  Iliad  which  display  the 

^  1 
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character  of  Acliilles  under  the  double  aspect  of  anger  and  love. 
The  first  scene  (i.  148-246)  shows  us  Agamemnon  surrounded  by 
the  captains  of  the  Greek  host,  holding  the  same  position  among 
them  as  Charlemagne  among  his  peers,  or  King  John  among  the 
English  barons.  They  recognize  his  heaven-descended  right  of 
monarchy ;  but  their  allegiance  holds  by  a  slight  thread.  They 
are  not  afraid  of  bearding  him,  browbeating  him  with  threats,  and 
roundly  accusing  him  of  his  faults.  This  turbulent  feudal  society 
has  been  admirably  sketched  by  Marlowe  in  Edward  II.,  and  by 
Shakespeare  in  Richard  II.  And  it  must  be  remembered  that  be- 
tween Agamemnon  and  the  Hellenic  joaaiXelg  there  was  not  even 
so  much  as  a  feudal  bond  of  fealty.  Calchas  has  just  told  Aga- 
memnon that,  in  order  to  avert  the  plague,  Chryseis  must  be  re- 
stored to  her  father.  The  king  has  answered  that  if  he  is  forced 
to  relinquish  her,  the  Greeks  must  indemnify  him  richly.  Then 
the  anger  of  Achilles  boils  over : 

"Ah,  clothed  upon  with  impudence  and  greedy  -  souled !  How,  thinkest 
thou,  can  man  of  the  Achaians  with  glad  heart  follow  at  thy  word  to  take  the 
field  or  fight  the  foe?  Not  for  the  quarrel  of  the  warlike  Trojans  did  I  come 
unto  these  shores,  for  they  had  wronged  me  not.  They  never  drove  my  cat- 
tle nor  my  steeds,  nor  ever,  in  rich,  populous  Phthia,  did  they  waste  the  corn  ; 
since  far  between  us  lie  both  shadowy  mountains  and  a  sounding  sea :  but 
following  thee,  thou  shameless  king,  we  came  to  gladden  thee,  for  Menelaus 
and  for  thee,  thou  hound,  to  win  you  fame  from  Troy.  Of  this  thou  reckest 
not  and  hast  no  care.  Yea,  and  behold  thou  threatenest  even  from  me  to 
wrest  my  guerdon  with  thy  hands,  for  which  I  sorely  strove,  and  which  the 
sons  of  the  Achaians  gave  to  me.  Never,  in  sooth,  do  I  take  equally  with 
thee,  when  Achaians  sack  a  well-walled  Trojan  town.  My  hands  do  all  the 
work  of  furious  war;  but  when  division  comes,  thy  guerdon  is  far  greater, 
and  I  go  back  with  small  but  well-loved  treasure  to  the  ships,  tired  out  with 
fighting.  Now,  lo !  I  am  again  for  Phthia  ;  for  better  far,  I  ween,  it  is  home- 
ward to  sail  with  beaked  ships:  nor  do  I  think  that  if  I  stay  unhonored  wilt 
thou  get  much  wealth  and  gain. 

"Him,  then,  in  answe-r,  Agamemnon,  king  of  men,  bespake: 
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"  Away !  fly,  if  thy  soul  is  set  on  flying.  I  beg  thee  not  to  stay  for  nic. 
Witli  me  are  many  who  will  honor  me,  and  most  of  all,  the  Counsellor  Zeus. 
Most  hateful  to  me  of  the  Zeus-born  kings  art  thou.  Forever  dost  thou  love 
strife,  warfare,  wrangling.  If  very  stout  of  limb  thou  art,  that  did  God  give 
thee.  Go  liome,  then,  with  thy  ships  and  friends.  Go,  rule  the  Myrmidones. 
I  care  not  for  thee,  nor  regard  thy  Avrath,  but  this  will  I  threaten — since  Phoe- 
bus robs  me  of  Chryseis,  her  Avith  my  ship  and  with  my  followers  will  I  send ; 
but  I  will  take  fair-cheeked  Briseis,  thy  own  prize,  and  fetch  her  from  thy 
tent,  that  thou  mayest  know  how  far  thy  better  I  am,  and  that  otfiers  too  may 
dread  to  call  themselves  my  equal,  and  to  paragon  themselves  with  me. 

"  So  spake  he.  And  Peleides  was  filled  with  grief ;  and  his  heart  within 
his  shaggy  bosom  was  cut  in  twain  with  thought,  whether  to  draw  his  sharp 
sword  from  his  thigh,  and,  breaking  through  the  heroes,  kill  the  king,  or  to 
stay  his  anger  and  refrain  his  soul.  While  thus  he  raged  within  his  heart 
and  mind,  and  from  its  scabbard  was  in  act  to  draw  the  mighty  sword,  came 
Athene  from  heaven ;  for  Here,  white-armed  goddess,  sent  her  forth,  loving 
both  heroes  in  her  soul,  and  caring  for  them.  She  stood  behind,  and  took 
-Peleides  by  the  yellow  hair,  seen  by  him  only,  but  of  the  rest  none  saw  her. 
Achilles  marvelled,  and  turned  back ;  and  suddenly  he  knew  Pallas  Athene, 
and  awful  seemed  her  eyes  to  him  ;  and,  speaking  winged  words,  he  thus  ad- 
dressed her : 

"  Why,  daughter  of  aegis-bearing  Zeus,  art  thou  come  hither  ?  Say,  is  it 
to  behold  the  violence  of  Agamemnon,  Atreus's  son,?  But  I  will  tell  to  thee, 
what  verily  I  think  slij^ll  be  accomplished,  that  by  his  own  pride  he  soon  shall 
slay  his  soul. 

"  Him  then  the  gray -eyed  goddess  Athene  bespake : 

"  I  came  to  stay  thy  might,  if  thou  wilt  hear  me,  from  heaven ;  for  Here, 
white-armed  goddess,  sent  me  forth,  loving  you  both  alike,  and  caring  for  you. 
But  come,  give  up  strife,  nor  draw  thy  sword  !  But,  lo,  I  bid  thee  taunt  him 
with  sharp  words,  as  verily  shall  be.  For  this  I  say  to  thee,  and  it  shall  be 
accomplished :  the  time  shall  come  when  thou  shalt  have  thricefold  as  many 
splendid  gifts  because  of  his  violence.     Only  restrain  thyself ;  obey  me. 

"  To  her,  in  turn,  spake  swift-footed  Achilles : 

"  Needs  must  I,  goddess,  keep  thy  word  and  hers,  though  sorely  grieved  in 
soul ;  for  thus  is  it  best.  He  who  obeys  the  gods,  him  have  they  listened  to 
in  time  of  need. 

"  He  spake,  and  on  the  silver  handle  pressed  a  heavy  hand,  and  back  into 
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the  scabbard  thrust  the  mighty  sword,  nor  swerved  from  Athene's  counsel. 
But  she  back  to  Olympus  fared,  to  the  house  of  a;gis-bearing  Zeus  uuto  the 
other  gods. 

"  Then  Peleides  agaui  with  bitter  words  bespake  Atrides,  and  not  yet 
awhile  surceased  from  wrath  : 

"  Wine-weighted,  with  a  dog's  eyes  and  a  heart  of  doer !  Never  hadst  thou 
spirit  to  harness  thee  for  the  battle  with  the  folk,  nor  yet  to  join  the  ambush 
with  the  best  of  the  Achaians.  Thin  to  thee  seems  certain  death.  Far  bet- 
ter is  it,  verily,  throughout  the  broad  camp  of  Achaians  to  filch  gifts  when  a 
man  stands  up  to  speak  against  thee — thou  folk-consuming  king,  that  swaycst 
men  of  nought.  Lo,  of  a  sooth,  Atrides,  now  for  the  last  time  wilt  thou  have 
dealt  knavishly.  But  I  declare  unto  thee,  and  will  swear  thereon  a  mighty 
oath  ;  yea,  by  this  sceptre,  which  shall  never  put  forth  leaf  nor  twig  since  that 
day  that  it  left  the  .stock  upon  the  mountains,  nor  again  shall  bud  or  bloom, 
for  of  its  leafage  and  its  bark  the  iron  stripped  it  bare;  and  sons  of  the 
Achaians  hold  it  in  their  palms  for  judgment,  they  who  guard  the  laws  by 
ordinance  of  Zeus ;  and  this  shall  be  to  thee  a  mighty  oath.  Verily,  and  of 
a  truth,  the  day  shall  be  when  sore  desire  for  Achilles  shall  come  upon  Achai- 
ans one  and  all.  Then  shalt  thou,  though  grieved  in  soul,  have  no  power  to 
help,  while  in  multitudes  they  fall  and  die  at  Hector's  murderous  hands ;  but 
thou  shalt  tear  thy  heart  within  thy  breast  for  rage,  seeing  thou  honoredst 
not  the  best  of  the  Achaians  aught. 

"  So  spake  Peleides  ;  and  on  the  earth  cast  down  the  sceptre  studded  with 
nails  of  gold ;  and  he  sat  down  upon  his  seat." 

What  is  chiefly  noticeable  in  this  passage  is  the  grand  scale 
upon  which  the  anger  of  Achilles  is  displayed.  He  is  not  con- 
tent with  taunting  Agamemnon,  hut  he  includes  all  the  princes 
in  his  scorn — 

drjfiofiopos  (iaffiXevs,  lirei  ovTidavoiaiv  avaacuQ. 

We  may  also  notice  the  interference  of  Athene.  The  Athene 
of  the  Iliad  is  a  different  goddess  from  the  Athene  of  the  Par- 
thenon. In  strength  she  is  more  than  a  match  for  Ares.  Her 
cunning  she  subordinates  to  great  and  masculine  ends,  not  to  the 
arts  of  beauty  or  to  stud3\     She  is  the  saint  of  the  valiant  and 
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wavy  soldier.  While  checking  Achilles,  she  docs  not  advise  him 
to  avoid  strife  in  any  meek  and  gentle  spirit.  She  simply  re- 
minds him  that  if  he  gets  to  blows  with  Agamemnon,  he  will  put 
himself  in  the  wrong ;  whereas,  by  contenting  himself  with  sharp 
words  and  with  secession  from  the  war,  he  will  reduce  the  haugh- 
ty king  to  sue  him  with  gifts  and  submission.  Athene  in  this 
place  acts  like  all  the  other  deities  in  Homer  when  they  come 
into  direct  contact  with  the  heroes.  She  is  exterior  to  Achilles, 
and  at  the  same  time  a  part  of  his  soul.  She  is  the  expression 
of  both  thought  and  passion  deeply  seated  in  his  nature,  the  force 
of  his  own  chai'acter  developed  by  circumstance,  the  god  within 
his  breast  externalized  and  rendered  visible  to  him  alone.  What 
Athene  is  to  the  son  of  Peleus,  Ate  is  to  Agamemnon. 

The  next  passage  in  which  Achilles  appears  in  the  forefront  of 
the  scene  is  in  the  ninth  book  (307-429).  Worn  out  with  the 
losses  of  the  war,  Agamemnon  has  at  last  humbled  his  pride,  and 
sent  the  wisest  of  the  chiefs,  silver-tongued  Odysseus,  and  Phoe- 
nix, the  old  guardian  of  the  son  of  Peleus,  to  beg  Achilles  to 
receive  back  Briseis  and  to  take  great  gifts  if  only  he  will  relax 
his  wrath.  But  Achilles  remains  inflexible.  In  order  to  main- 
tain the  firmness  of  his  character,  to  justify  the  righteousness  of 
his  indignation,  Homer  cannot  sufEer  him  to  abandon  his  resent- 
yient  at  the  first  entreaty.  Some  more  potent  influence  must 
break  his  resolution  than  the  mere  offer  to  restore  Briseis.  Ho- 
mer has  the  death  of  Patroclus  in  the  background.  He  means  to 
show  the  iron  heart  of  Peleides  at  last  softened  by  his  sorrow 
and  his  love.  Therefore,  for  the  time,  he  must  protract  the  situa- 
tion in  which  Achilles  is  still  haughty,  still  implacable  towards 
his  repentant  injurer.  In  this  interview  with  the  ambassadors  we 
have  to  observe  how  confident  Achilles  abides  in  the  justice  of 
his  cause  and  in  his  own  prowess.  It  is  he  with  his  valiant  bands 
who  has  sacked  the  Trojan  cities ;  it  is  he  who  kept  Hector  from 
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the  ships ;  and  now  in  his  absence  the  Achaians  have  had  to  build 
a  wall  in  self-defence.  And  for  wliom  has  he  done  this?  For 
the  sons  of  Atreus  and  for  Helen.  And  what  has  he  received  as 
guerdon  ?  Nothing  but  dishonor.  These  arguments  might  seem 
to  savor  too  much  of  egotism  and  want  of  feeling  for  the  dangers 
of  the  host.  But  at  the  end  come  those  great  lines  upon  the 
vanity  of  gifts  and  possessions  in  comparison  with  life,  and  upon 
the  doom  which  hangs  above  the  hero : 

"  You  may  make  oxen  and  sheep  your  prey  ;  you  may  gather  together  tri- 
pods and  the  tawny  mane  of  horses  ;  but  none  can  make  the  soul  of  man  re- 
turn by  theft  or  craft  when  once  it  has  escaped.  As  for  me,"  he  resumes, 
"  my  goddess  mother,  silver-footed  Thetis,  warns  me  that  fate  lays  two  paths 
to  bear  me  deathward.  If  I  abide  and  fight  before  the  walls  of  Troy,  my  re- 
turn to  Hellas  is  undone,  but  fame  iraperisliable  remains  for  me.  If  I  return 
to  my  dear  country  tlien  my  good  glory  dies,  but  long  life  awaits  me,  nor  will 
the  term  of  death  be  hastened." 

This  foreknowledge  of  Achilles  that  he  has  to  choose  between 
a  long,  inglorious  life  and  a  swift -coming  but  splendid  death 
illuminates  his  ultimate  action  with  a  fateful  radiance.  In  the 
passage  before  us  it  lends  dignity  to  his  obstinate  and  obdurate 
endurance.  He  says  :  I  am  sick  at  heart  for  the  insults  thrust 
on  me.  I  am  wounded  in  my  pride.  Toiling  for  others,  I  get 
no  reward.  And  behold,  if  I  begin  to  act  again,  swift  death  i^ 
before  me.  Shall  I,  to  please  Agamemnon,  hasten  on  my  own 
end  ? 

When  the  moment  arrives  for  Achilles  to  be"  aroused  from  inac- 
tivity by  his  own  noblest  passion,  then,  and  not  till  then,  does  he 
fling  aside  the  thought  of  death,  and  trample  on  a  long  reposeful 
life.  He  is  conscious  that  his  glory  can  only  be  achieved  by  the 
sacrifice  of  ease  and  happiness  and  life  itself  ;  but  he  holds  honor 
dearer  than  these  good  things.  Yet,  at  the  same  time,  he  is  not 
eager  to  throw  away  his  life  for  a  worthless  object,  or  to  buy 
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mere  fame  by  an  untimely  end.  It  requires  another  motive — the 
strong  pressure  of  sorrow  and  remorse — to  quicken  his  resohi- 
tion ;  but  when  once  quickened,  nothing  can  retard  it.  Achilles 
at  this  point  might  be  compared  to  a  mass  of  ice  and  snow  hang- 
ing at  the  jagged  edge  of  a  glacier,  suspended  on  a  mountain 
brow.  We  have  seen  such  avalanches  brooding  upon  Monte 
Rosa,  or  the  Jungfrau,  beaten  by  storms,  loosened,  perchance,  by 
summer  sun,  but  motionless.  In  a  moment  a  lightning -flash 
strikes  the  mass,  and  it  roars  crumbling  to  the  deep.  . 

This  lightning-flash  in  the  case  of  Achilles  was  the  death  of 
Patroclus  (xviii.  15).  Patroclus  has  gone  forth  to  aid  the  Achai- 
ans  and  has  fallen  beneath  Hector's  sword.  Antilochus,  sent  to 
bear  the  news  to  Achilles,  finds  him  standing  before  the  ships, 
already  anxious  about  the  long  delay  of  his  comrade.  Antilochus 
does  not  break  the  news  gently.  His  tears  betray  the  import  of 
his  message,  and  he  begins  : 

"  Woe  is  me,  son  of  brave  Peleus  !  Verily  thou  shalt  hear  right  sorrowful 
tidings — Patroclus  lies  slain  ;  round  his  corpse  they  are  fighting ;  stripped  it 
lies,  but  plumed  Hector  hath  his  arnioi'. 

"  So  he  spake.  But  a  black  cloud  of  woe  covered  the  hero.  With  both 
hands  he  took  the  dust  of  ashes  and  flung  them  down  upon  his  head,  and  dis- 
figured his  fair  face,  and  on  his  fragrant  tunic  lay  the  black  cinders.  But  he, 
huge  in  his  hugeness,  stretched  upon  the  dust  lay,  and  with  his  hands  he  tore 
and  ravaged  his  hair." 

Thus  Achilles  receives  the  first  shock  of  grief.  When  his 
mother  i-ises  from  the  sea  to  comfort  him,  he  refuses  consola- 
tion, and  cries : 

"  My  mother,  the  Olympian  hath  done  all  these  things  ;  but  of  what  pleas- 
ure is  this  to  me,  now  that  my  dear  friend  is  dead,  Patroclus,  whom  above  all 
my  comrades  I  honored,  even  as  myself  ?     Him  have  I  slain  !" 

This  is  the  pith  and  marrow  of  his  anguish.  I  slew  Patroclus  : 
it  was  I  who  sent  him  forth  to  fight.     "  Now,"  he  resumes  a  few 
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lines  lower  down — "now  my  soul  bids  me  no  longer  live  or  be 
with  men,  save  only  I  strike  Hector  first  and  slay  liim  with  my 
spear,  and  make  him  pay  the  fine  of  Patroclus." 

Thetis  reminds  him  that  if  he  slay  Hector,  his  own  life  will 
be  short.  This  only  serves  to  turn  his  anguish  into  desperate 
resolve : 

"  Straight  let  me  die,  seeing  I  might  not  come  to  the  aid  of  my  comrade 
when  he  was  dying.  Far  from  his  fatherland  he  perished.  He  loolved  for 
me  that  I  should  have  been  his  helper.  But  now,  since  never  to  my  home 
shall  I  return,  nor  was  I  a  light  in  trouble  to  Patroclus,  nor  to  my  other  com- 
rades who  are  slain  by  hundreds  by  the  godlike  Hector — while  I  here  sit  be- 
side the  ships,  a  useless  load  upon  the  earth — I  who  am  such  as  there  is  none 
else  like  me  among  brazen-coated  Achaians  in  the  war — others  may  be  better 
perchance  in  council— now  let  strife  perish  from  among  gods  and  men,  with 
anger  which  stirs  up  the  prudent  even  to  fury." 

Thus  he  foregoes  his  Avrath,  and  flings  resentment  from  him 
like  a  mantle.  Then  he  rises  ready  for  the  fight.  "  If  death 
come,  let  death  be  welcome.  Death  came  to  Herakles.  In  his 
due  time  he  comes  to  me.  Meanwhile  I  thirst  to  make  Dardan 
ladies  widows  in  the  land." 

When  he  next  appears,  his  very  form  and  outward  semblance 
are  transfigured.  He  stands  alone  and  unarmed  in  the  trench. 
A  fire  surrounds  his  head  and  flames  upon  his  curls.  His  voice 
thrills  the  armies  like  the  blare  of  a  victorious  trumpet.  This 
is  how  Homer  has  described  him  shouting  in  the  trench  (xviii. 
203): 

"  But  Achilles,  dear  to  Zeus,  arose,  and  around  his  mighty  shoulders  Athene 
cast  her  tasselled  sgis  ;  and  about  his  head  the  queenly  goddess  set  a  crown 
of  golden  mist,  and  from  it  she  made  blaze  a  dazzling  flame.  As  when  smoke 
rises  to  the  clear  sky  from  a  town,  afar  from  an  island  which  foemen  belea- 
guer, who  all  day  long  contend  in  grisly  war,  issuing  from  their  own  town ; 
but  at  sundown  beacons  blaze  in  rows,  and  on  high  the  glare  goes  up,  and 
soars  for  neighboring  men  to  see,  if  haply  warders-off  of  woe  may  come  to 
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them  with  ships — so  from  the  head  of  Achilles  the  flame  went  up  to  heaven. 
He  stood  at  the  trench,  away  from  the  wall,  nor  joined  the  Achaians ;  for  he 
honored  his  mother's  wise  command.  There  he  stood  and  shouted ;  and  be- 
side him  Pallas  Athene  cried  ;  but  among  the  Trojans  he  raised  infinite  tu- 
mult. As  when  a  mighty  voice,  when  the  trumpet  shrills  for  the  murderous 
foemen  that  surround  a  town,  so  was  the  mighty  voice  of  the  son  of  .^acus. 
They  then,  when  they  heard  the  brazen  cry  of  Jilacides,  in  the  breasts  of  all 
of  them  the  heart  was  troubled ;  but  the  fair-maned  horses  turned  the  cars 
backward ;  for  in  their  heart  they  knew  the  sorrows  that  were  to  be.  And 
the  charioteers  were  stricken  when  they  saw  the  tireless  flame  terrible  above 
the  head  of  big-hearted  Peleus's  son  blazing.  The  gray-eyed  goddess  Athene 
kindled  it.  Thrice  above  the  trench  shouted  the  godlike  Achilles  in  his 
might ;  thrice  were  the  Trojans  and  their  noble  allies  troubled." 

From  this  moment  the  action  of  the  Iliad  advances  rapidly. 
Achilles  takes  his  proper  place,  and  occupies  the  whole  stage. 
The  body  of  Patroclus  is  brought  home  to  him ;  he  mourns  over 
it,  and  promises  to  bury  it  when  he  shall  have  slain  Hector, 
and  slaughtered  twelve  sons  of  the  Trojans  on  the  pyre.  Thea 
he  reconciles  himself  with  Agamemnon,  and  formally  renounces 
anger.  Lastly,  when  he  has  put  on  the  divine  armor  made  for 
him  by  Hephaestus,  he  ascends  his  car,  and  hastens  into  the  fight. 
But  again  at  this  point,  when  Achilles  is  at  the  very  pitch  and 
summit  of  his  glory,  the  voice  of  fate  is  heard.  It  is  with  the 
promise  of  the  tomb  that  he  enters  the  battle.  Turn  to  book 
xix.  399.     Achilles  has  just  mounted  his  chariot : 

"  Fiercely  did  he  cheer  the  horses  of  his  sire.  Xanthus  and  Balius,  far- 
famed  children  of  Podargo,  take  other  heed,  I  wani  ye,  how  to  save  your  mas- 
ter, and  to  bring  him  to  the  Danaan  host,  returning  of  war  satisfied ;  nor 
leave  him,  like  Patroclus,  dead  there  on  the  field. 

"  To  him,  then,  from  beneath  the  yoke  spake  the  fleet-footed  horse  Xan- 
thus, and  straightway  drooped  his  head  ;  and  all  his  mane,  escaping  from  the 
collar  by  the  yoke,  fell  earthward.     Goddess  Here,  of  the  white  arms,  gave 
him  speech : 
-   "  Verily  shall  we  save  thee  yet  this  time,  fierce  Achilles  ;  but  close  at  hand 
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is  tliy  doomsday.  Nor  of  this  are  we  the  cause,  but  great  God  in  heaven  and 
resistless  fate.  For  neither  was  it  by  our  sloth  or  sluggishness  that  Trojans 
stripped  the  arms  from  Patroclus  his  shoulders ;  but  of  gods  the  best,  whom 
fair-haired  Leto  bare,  slew  him  among  the  foremost,  and  gave  to  Hector  glory 
of  the  deed.  We,  though  we  should  run  apace  with  Zephyr's  breath,  the  fleet- 
est, as  'tis  said,  yet  for  thee  it  is  decreed  to  perish  by  the  might  of  God  and 
man. 

"  When  he  had  thus  spoken  the  Erinnyes  stayed  his  voice ;  and,  high  in 
wrath,  fleet-foot  Acliilles  answered  him : 

"  Xanthus !  why  prophesy  my  death  ?  Thou  hast  no  call.  Right  well 
know  I,  too,  that  it  is  my  fate  to  perish  here,  far  from  dear  sire  and  mother ; 
yet  for  all  this  will  I  not  surcease  before  I  satiate  the  Trojans  with  war. 

"  He  spoke,  and  vanward  held  his  steeds  with  mighty  yell." 

This  dialogue  between  Acliilles  and  Xanthus  is  not  without 
great  importance.  Homer  is  about  to  show  the  hero  raging  in 
carnage,  exulting  over  suppliants  and  slain  foes,  terrible  in  his 
ferocity.  It  is  consistent  Avith  the  whole  character  of  Achilles, 
who  is  fiery,  of  indomitable  fury,  that  he  should  act  thus.  Stung 
as  he  is  by  remorse  and  by  the  sorrow  for  Patroclus,  which  does 
not  unnerve  him,  but  rather  kindles  his  whole  spirit  to  a  flame, 
we  are  prepared  to  see  him  fierce  even  to  cruelty.  But  when 
we  know  that  in  the  midst  of  the  carnage  he  is  himself  moving 
a  dying  man,  when  we  remember  that  he  is  sending  his  slain  foes 
like  messengers  before  his  face  to  Hades,  Avhen  we  keep  the  warn- 
ing words  of  Thetis  and  of  Xanthus  in  our  minds,  then  the  grim 
frenzy  of  Achilles  becomes  dignified.  Tlie  world  is  in  a  manner 
over  for  him,  and  he  appears  the  incarnation  of  disdainful  anger 
and  revengeful  love,  the  conscious  scourge  of  God  and  instrument 
of  destiny.  We  need  not  go  through  the  details  of  the  battle, 
in  which  Achilles  drives  the  Trojans  before  him,  and  is  only  with- 
held by  the  direct  interposition  of  the  gods  from  carrying  Ilium 
by  assault.  To  borrow  a  simile  from  Dante,  his  foes  are  like 
frogs  scurrying  away  fi'om  the  approach  of  their  great  foe,  the 
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water-snake.  Then  follow  the  episode  of  Lycaon's  slaugliter,  the 
fight  with  the  river-gods,  and  the  death  of  Hector.  To  the  as- 
sembled Greeks  Achilles  cries  (xxii.  38C) : 

"  By  the  ships,  a  corpse,  unburicd,  unbewailed,  Hes  Patroclus ;  but  of  him 
I  will  not  be  unmindful  so  long  as  I  abide  among  the  living  and  my  knees 
have  movement.  Nay,  should  there  be  oblivion  of  the  dead  in  Hades,  yet  I 
even  there  will  remember  my  loved  comrade.  But  rise,  ye  youths  of  Achaia, 
and  singing  Pa^an,  let  us  hasten  to  the  ships,  and  take  this  slain  man  with  us. 
Great  glory  have  we  got.  Divine  Hector  have  we  slain,  to  whom  the  Trojans 
in  their  city  prayed  as  to  a  god." 

So  the  Pa;an  rings.  Bat  Achilles  by  the  ships,  after  the  hate- 
ful banquet,  as  he  calls  it  in  the  sorrowful  loathing  of  all  com- 
fort, has  been  finished,  lays  himself  to  sleep  (xxiii.  59) : 

"  The  son  of  Peleus  by  the  shore  of  the  roaring  sea  lay,  heavily  groaning, 
surrounded  by  his  Myrmidons ;  on  a  fair  space  of  sand  he  lay,  where  the 
waves  lapped  the  beach.  Then  slumber  took  him,  loosing  the  cares  of  his 
heart,  and  mantling  softly  around  him  ;  for  sorely  wearied  were  his  radiant 
limbs  with  driving  Hector  on  by  windy  Troy.  There  to  him  came  the  soul 
of  poor  Patroclus,  in  all  things  like  himself — in  stature,  and  in  the  beauty  of 
his  eyes  and  voice ;  and  on  his  form  was  raiment  hke  his  own.  He  stood 
above  the  hero's  head,  and  spake  to  him  : 

"  Sleepest  thou,  and  me  hast  thou  forgotten,  Achilles  ?  Not  in  my  life 
wert  thou  neglectful  of  me,  but  in  death.  Bury  me  soon,  that  I  may  pass  the 
gates  of  Hades.  Far  off  the  souls,  the  shadows  of  the  dead,  repel  me,  nor 
suffer  me  to  join  them  on  the  river-bank ;  but,  as  it  is,  thus  I  roam  around 
the  wide-doored  house  of  Hades.  But  stretch  to  me  thy  hand,  I  entreat ;  for 
never  again  shall  I  return  from  Hades  when  once  ye  shall  have  given  me  the 
meed  of  funeral  fire.  Xay,  never  shall  we  sit  in  life  apart  from  our  dear 
comrades,  and  take  counsel  together.  But  me  hath  hateful  fate  enveloped 
— fate  that  was  mine  at  the  moment  of  my  birth.  And  for  thyself,  divine 
Achilles,  it  is  doomed  to  die  before  the  noble  Trojans'  wall.  Another  thing  I 
will  say  to  thee,  and  bid  thee  do  it  if  thou  wilt  obey  me  :  Lay  not  my  bones 
apart  from  thine,  Achilles,  but  lay  them  together  ;  for  we  were  brought  up 
together  in  your  house,  when  Mencetius  brought  me,  a  child,  from  Opus  to 
your  house,  because  of  woful  bloodshed  on  the  day  in  which  I  slew  the  son 
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of  Amphidamas,  mj-self  a  child,  not  willing  it,  but  in  anger  at  our  games.  Then 
did  the  horseman,  Peleus,  take  me,  and  rear  me  iu  his  house,  and  cause  me  to 
be  called  thy  squire.  So,  then,  let  one  grave  also  hide  the  bones  of  both  of 
us,  the  golden  urn  thy  goddess-mother  gave  to  thee. 

"  Him  answered  swift-footed  Achilles : 

"  Why,  dearest  and  most  honored,  hast  thou  hither  come,  to  lay  on  me  this 
thy  behest  ?  All  things  most  certainly  will  I  perform,  and  bow  to  what  thou 
biddest.  But  stand  thou  near :  even  for  one  moment  let  us  throw  our  arms 
upon  each  other's  neck,  and  take  our  fill  of  sorrowful  wailing. 

"  So  spake  he,  and  with  his  outstretched  hands  he  clasped,  but  could  not 
seize.  The  spirit,  earthward,  like  smoke,  A-anished  with  a  shriek.  Then  all 
astonished  arose  Achilles,  and  beat  his  palms  together,  and  spoke  a  piteous 
word : 

"  Heavens !  is  there,  then,  among  the  dead  soul  and  the  shade  of  life,  but 
thought  is  theirs  no  more  at  all  ?  For  through  the  night  the  soul  of  poor 
Patroclus  stood  above  my  head,  wailing  and  sorrowing  loud,  and  bade  me  do 
his  will.     It  was  the  very  semblance  of  himself. 

"  So  spake  he,  and  in  the  hearts  of  all  of  them  he  raised  desire  of  lamenta- 
tion ;  and  while  they  were  yet  mourning,  to  them  appeared  rose-fingered  dawn 
about  the  piteous  corpse." 

There  is  surely  notliing  more  tlirilling  in  its  pathos  throughout 
tlie  whole  range  of  poetry  than  this  scene,  in  which  the  iron- 
hearted  conqueror  of  Hector  holds  ineffectual  communing  in 
dreams  Avith  his  dear,  lost,  never-to-he-forgotten  friend.  But  now 
the  pyre  is  ready  to  be  heaped,  and  the  obsequies  of  Patroclus 
are  on  the  point  of  being  celebrated.  Thereupon  Achilles  cuts 
his  tawny  curls,  which  he  w^ore  clustering  for  Spercheius,  and 
places  them  in  the  hand  of  dead  Patroclus.  At  the  sight  of  this 
token  that  Achilles  will  return  no  more  to  Hellas,  but  that  he 
must  die  and  lie  beside  his  friend,  all  the  people  fall  to  lamenta- 
tion. Agamemnon  has  to  arouse  them  to  prepare  the  pyre.  A 
hundred  feet  each  way  is  it  built  up  ;  oxen  and  sheep  are  slaugh- 
tered and  placed  upon  the  wood,  with  jars  of  honey  and  olive-oil. 
Horses,  too,  and  dogs  are  slain  to  serve  the  dead  man  on  his  jour- 
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ney  ;  and  twelve  sons  of  the  great-soiiled  Trojans  are  sacrificed  to 
the  disconsolate  ghost.  Then  Achilles  cast  fire  upon  the  wood, 
and  wailed,  and  called  on  his  loved  friend  by  name : 

"  Hail,  Patroclus !  I  greet  thee  even  in  the  tomb :  for  now  I  am  performing 
all  that  erst  I  promised.  Twelve  valiant  sons  of  the  great-souled  Trojans 
with  thee  the  fire  devours ;  but  Hector,  son  of  Priam,  I  will  give  to  no  fire  to 
feed  on,  but  to  dogs." 

Meanwhile  the  pyre  of  Patroclus  refused  to  burn,  and  Achilles 
summoned  the  two  winds,  Boreas  and  Zephyrus,  to  help  him. 
They  at  this  time  were  feasting  in  the  house  of  Zephyrus,  and 
Iris  had  to  fetch  them  from  their  cups.  They  rose  and  drove  the 
clouds  before  them,  and  furrowed  up  the  sea,  and  passed  to  fertile 
Troy,  and  fell  upon  the  pyre,  and  the  great  flame  crackled,  huge- 
ly blazing : 

"  All  night  the}'  around  the  pyre  together  cast  a  flame,  blowing  with  shrill 
breath,  and  all  night  swift  Achilles,  from  a  golden  bowl,  holding  a  double 
goblet,  drew  wine,  and  poured  it  on  the  ground,  and  soaked  the  earth,  calling 
upon  the  soul  of  poor  Patroclus.  As  when  a  father  wails  who  burns  the 
bones  of  his  son  unwed,  so  wailed  Achilles,  burning  his  friend's  bones,  pacing 
slowly  round  the  fire,  and  uttering  groan  on  groan. 

"  But  when  the  star  of  dawn  came  to  herald  light  upon  the  earth,  whom 
following  morn,  with  saffron  robe,  spread  across  the  sea,  then  the  pyre  lan- 
guished and  the  flame  was  stayed. 

"The  winds  again  went  homeward,  back  across  the  Thracian  deep.  It 
groaned  beneath  them,  raging  with  the  billow's  swell.  But  the  son  of  Peleus 
turned  from  the  pyre,  and  lay  down  weary,  and  sweet  sleep  came  upon  him." 

After  this  manner  was  the  burning  of  Patroclus.  And  here 
the  action  of  the  Iliad  may  be  said  to  end.  What  follows  in 
the  last  two  books  is,  however,  of  the  greatest  importance  in  add- 
ing dignity  to  the  character  of  Achilles,  and  in  producing  that 
sense  of  repose,  that  pacification  of  the  more  violent  emotions, 
which  we  require  in  the  highest  works  of  tragic  art.     First  come 
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the  p-amos  around  the  barrow  of  Patroclus.  Presidino-  over  them 
is  Achilles,  who  opens  liis  treasure-house  to  the  combatants  with 
royal  generosity,  forever  mindful  that  in  honoring  them  he  is  pay- 
ing honor  to  the  great  sad  ghost  of  his  dead  friend.  The  bitter- 
ness of  his  sorrow  is  past ;  his  thirst  for  vengeance  is  assuaged. 
Radiant  and  tranquil  he  appears  among  the  chiefs  of  the  Achai- 
ans  ;  and  to  Agamemnon  he  displays  marked  courtesy. 

But  it  is  not  enough  to  show  us  Achilles  serene  in  the  accom- 
plishment of  his  last  service  to  Patroclus.  As  the  crowning  scene 
in  the  whole  Iliad,  Homer  has  contrived  to  make  us  feel  that,  af- 
ter all,  Achilles  is  a  man.  The  wrathful  and  revengeful  hero,  who 
bearded  Agamemnon  on  his  throne,  and  who  slew  the  unarmed 
supjiliant  Lycaon,  relents  in  pity  at  a  father's  prayer.  Priam,  in 
the  tent  of  Achilles,  presents  one  of  the  most  touching  pictures  to 
be  found  in  poetry.  We  know  the  leonine  fierceness  of  Achilles  ; 
we  know  how  he  has  cherished  the  thought  of  insult  to  dead 
Hector  as  a  final  tribute  to  his  friend:  even  now  he  is  brooding 
in  his  lair  over  the  Trojan  corpse.  Into  this  lion's  den  the  old 
king  ventures.  Instead  of  springing  on  him,  as  we  might  have 
feared,  Achilles  is  found  sublime  in  generosity  of  soul.  Begging 
Patroclus  to  forgive  him  for  robbing  his  ghost  of  this  last  satis- 
faction, he  relinquishes  to  Priam  the  body  of  his  son.  Yet  here- 
in there  is  nothing  sentimental.  Achilles  is  still  the  same — swift 
to  anger  and  haughty,  but  human  -withal,  and  tender-hearted  to 
the  tears  of  an  enemy  at  his  mercy. 

This  is  the  last  mention  made  of  Achilles  in  the  Iliad.  The 
hero,  whom  we  have  seen  so  noble  in  his  interview  with  Priam, 
was  destined  within  a  few  days  to  die  before  the  walls  of  Troy, 
slain  by  the  arrow  of  Paris.*  His  ashes  were  mingled  with  those 
of  Patroclus.     In  their  death  they  were  not  divided. 

*  That  the  poet  of  the  Iliad  in  its  present  form  had  this  legend  before 
him  is  clear  from  books  xxi.  297,  xxii.  355-360. 
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Once  again  in  the  Homeric  poems  does  Acliilles  appear.  But 
this  time  he  is  a  ghost  among  the  pale  sliadows  of  Elysium  {Od. 
xi.  466) : 

"  Thereupon  came  the  soul  of  Achilles,  son  of  Peleus,  and  of  Patroclus, 
and  of  brave  Antilochus,  and  of  Ajax,  who  was  first  in  form  and  stature 
among  the  Achaians  after  great  Peleides.  The  soul  of  fleet  iEacides  knew 
me,  and,  wailing,  he  thus  spake : 

"Zeus-born  son  of  Laertes,  wily  Ulysses,  why  in  thy  heart,  unhappy  man, 
dost  thou  design  a  deed  too  great  for  mortals  ?  How  darest  thou  descend  to 
Hades,  where  dwell  the  thoughtless  dead,  the  phantoms  of  men  whose  life  is 
done  ? 

"  So  he  spake ;  but  I  in  turn  addressed  him : 

"  Achilles,  son  of  Peleus,  greatest  by  far  of  Achaians,  I  am  come  to  learn 
of  Teiresias  concerning  my  return  to  Ithaca.  But  none  of  men  in  elder  days, 
or  of  those  to  be,  is  more  blessed  than  thou  art,  Achilles ;  for  in  life  the  Ar- 
gives  honored  thee  like  a  god,  and  now  again  in  thy  greatness  thou  rulest  the 
dead  here  where  thou  art.     Therefore  be  not  grieved  at  death,  Achilles. 

"So  spake  I,  and  he  straightway  made  answer: 

"  Console  not  me  in  death,  noble  Odysseus !  Would  rather  that  I  were  a 
bondsman  of  the  glebe,  the  servant  of  a  master,  of  some  poor  man,  whose 
living  were  but  scanty,  than  thus  to  be  the  king  of  all  the  nations  of  the 
dead." 

•  Some  apology  may  he  needed  for  these  numerous  quotations 
from  a  poem  which  is  hardly  less  widely  known  and  read  than 
Shakespeare  or  the  Bible.  By  no  other  method,  however,  would 
it  have  been  possible  to  bring  out.  into  prominence  the  chief  feat- 
ures of  the  hero  whom  Homer  thought  sufficient  for  the  subject 
of  the  greatest  epic  of  the  world.  For  us  Achilles  has  yet  anoth- 
er interest.  He,  more  than  any  character  of  fiction,  reflects  the 
qualities  of  the  Greek  race  in  its  heroic  age.  His  vices  of  passion 
and  ungovernable  pride,  his  virtue  of  splendid  human  heroism, 
his  free  individuality  asserted  in  the  scorn  of  fate,  are  representa- 
tive of  that  Hellas  which  afterwards,  at  Marathon  and  Salarais, 
was  destined  to  inaugurate  a  new  era  of  spiritual  freedom  for 
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mankind.  It  is  impossible  for  us  to  sympathize  witli  Lim  wliolly, 
or  to  admire  him  otherwise  than  as  we  admire  a  supreme  work  of 
art ;  so  far  is  he  removed  from  our  so-called  proprieties  of  moral 
taste  and  feeling.  But  we  can  study  in  him  the  type  of  a  by-gone, 
infinitely  valuable  period  of  the  world's  life,  of  that  age  in  which 
the  human  spirit  was  emerging  from  the  confused  passions  and 
sordid  needs  of  barbarism  into  the  higher  emotions  and  more  re- 
fined aspirations  of  civilization.  Of  this  dawn,  this  boyhood  of 
humanity,  Achilles  is  the  fierce  and  fiery  hero.  He  is  the  ideal 
of  a  race  not  essentially  moral  or  political,  of  a  nation  which  sub- 
ordinated morals  to  art,  and  politics  to  personality ;  and  even  of 
that  race  he  idealizes  the  youth  rather  than  the  manhood.  In 
some  respects  Odysseus  is  a  truer  representative  of  the  delicate 
and  subtle  spirit  which  survived  all  changes  in  the  Greeks.  But 
Achilles,  far  more  than  Odysseus,  is  an  impersonation  of  the  Hel- 
lenic genius,  superb  in  its  youthfulness,  doomed  to  immature  de- 
cay, yet  brilliant  at  every  stage  of  its  brief  career. 

To  exaggerate  the  importance  of  Achilles  in  the  education  of 
the  Greeks,  who  used  the  Iliad  as  their  Bible,  and  were  keenly 
sensitive  to  all  artistic  influences,  would  be  difficult.  He  was  the 
incarnation  of  their  chivalry,  the  fountain  of  their  sense  of  honor. 
The  full  development  of  this  subject  would  require  more  space 
than  I  can  here  give  to  it.  It  will  be  enough  to  touch  upon  the 
friendship  of  Achilles  for  Patroclus  as  the  central  point  of  Hel- 
lenic chivalry ;  and  to  advert  to  the  reappearance  of  his  type  of 
character  in  Alexander  at  the  very  moment  when  the  force  of 
Hellas  seemed  to  be  exhausted. 

Nearly  all  the  historians  of  Greece  have  failed  to  insist  upon 
the  fact  that  fraternity  in  arms  played  for  the  Greek  race  the  same 
part  as  the  idealization  of  women  for  the  knighthood  of  feudal 
Europe.  Greek  mythology  and  history  are  full  of  tales  of  friend- 
ship, which  can  only  be  paralleled  by  the  story  of  David  and 
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Jonatlian  in  our  Bible.  The  legends  of  Herakles  and  Ilylas,  of 
Theseus  and  Peiritlious,  of  Apollo  and  Hyacinth,  of  Orestes  and 
Pylades,  occur  immediately  to  the  mind.  Among  the  noblest 
patriots,  tyrannicides,  law-givers,  and  self-devoted  heroes  in  the 
early  times  of  Greece,  we  always  find  the  names  of  friends  and 
comrades  recorded  with  peculiar  honor.  Harmodius  and  Aristo- 
geiton,  who  slew  the  despot  Hipparchus  at  Athens ;  Diodes  and 
Philolaus,  who  gave  laws  to  Thebes ;  Chariton  and  Melanippus, 
who  resisted  the  sway  of  Phalaris  in  Sicily  ;  Cratinus  and  Aristo- 
demus,  who  devoted  their  lives  to  propitiate  offended  deities  when 
a  plague  had  fallen  upon  Athens — these  comrades,  stanch  to  each 
other  in  their  love,  and  elevated  by  friendship  to  the  pitch  of  no- 
blest enthusiasm,  were  among  the  favorite  saints  of  Greek  legen- 
dary history.  In  a  word,  the  chivalry  of  Hellas  found  its  motive 
force  in  friendship  rather  than  in  the  love  of  women ;  and  the 
motive  force  of  all  chivalry  is  a  generous,  soul-exalting,  unselfish 
passion.  The  fruit  which  friendship  bore  among  the  Greeks  was 
courao;e  in  the  face  of  dano;er,  indifference  to  life  when  honor  was 
at  stake,  patriotic  ardor,  the  love  of  liberty,  and  lion-hearted  ri- 
valry in  battle.  "  Tyrants,"  said  Plato,  "  stand  in  awe  of  friends." 
It  may  seem  at  first  sight  paradoxical  to  speak  at  all  of  Greek 
chivalry,  since  this  word,  by  its  very  etymology,  is  appropriated 
to  a  media3val  institution.  Yet  when  we  inquire  what  chivalry 
means,  we  find  that  it  implies  a  permanent  state  of  personal  emo- 
tion, which  raises  human  life  above  the  realities  of  every-day  ex- 
perience, and  inspires  men  with  unselfish  impulses.  Furthermore, 
this  passionate  condition  of  the  soul  in  chivalry  is  connected  with 
a  powerful  military  enthusiasm,  severing  the  knight  from  all  vile 
things,  impelling  him  to  the  achievement  of  great  deeds,  and 
breeding  in  his  soul  a  self-regardless  temper.  Both  the  ancient 
and  the  mediteval  forms  of  chivalry  included  love  and  arms.  The 
heroes  and  the  knights  alike  Avere  lovers  and  warriors.     The  pas- 
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sion  wliicli  PLato  called  madness  in  the  Phcedrus,  and  whicli  the 
ProvenQal  troubadours  knew  by  the  name  of  Joie,  was  excited  in 
the  heroes  by  their  friends,  and  in  the  knights  by  their  ladies. 
But  the  emotion  was  substantially  the  same ;  nor,  with  the  tale 
of  Patroclus  and  with  the  whole  of  Greek  history  before  us,  can 
we  allow  our  modern  inaptitude  for  devoted  friendship  to  blind 
us  to  the  seriousness  of  this  passion  among  the  Greeks.  Besides 
war  and  love,  chivalry  implies  a  third  enthusiasm.  In  the  case  of 
the  Greek  heroes  this  was  patriotic  ;  in  the  case  of  the  mediaeval 
knights  it  was  religious.  Thus,  antique  chivalry  may  be  described 
as  a  compound  of  military,  amatory,  and  patriotic  passions  meet- 
ing in  one  enthusiastic  habit  of  the  soul ;  mediaeval  chivalry  as  a 
compound  of  military,  amatory,  and  religious  passions  meeting  in 
a  similar  enthusiastic  habit  of  soul.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to 
point  out  the  difPerences  between  Hellenic  heroism  and  Teutonic 
knighthood,  or  to  show  how  far  the  former  failed  to  influence  so- 
ciety as  favorably  as  the  latter.  The  Christian  chivalry  of  mercy, 
forgiveness,  gentleness,  and  long-suffering,  Avhich  claims  the  title 
of  charity  in  armor,  was  a  post-Hellenic  ideal.  Greeks  could  not 
have  comprehended  the  oath  which  Arthur  imposed  upon  his 
knights,  and  which  ran  in  the  following  words :  "  He  charged 
them  never  to  do  outrage  nor  murder,  and  alway  to  flee  treason ; 
also  by  no  means  to  be  cruel,  but  to  give  mercy  unto  him  that 
asked  mercy,  and  alway  to  do  ladies,  damosels,  and  gentlewomen 
succor  upon  pain  of  death."  The  murder  of  Lycaon  by  Achilles, 
the  butchery  of  Dolon  by  Diomedes,  and  the  treachery  practised 
upon  Philoctetes  by  Odysseus  are  sufficiently  at  variance  with  the 
spirit  of  this  oath ;  nor  do  any  of  the  heroic  legends  tell  a  tale  of 
courtesy  towards  women.  Thus  much  about  the  unchivalrous  as- 
pects of  Greek  heroism  I  have  thought  it  right  to  say,  before  re- 
turning to  the  view  which  I  first  stated,  that  military  friendship 
among  the  Greeks  played  for  Hellenic  civilization  a  part  not 
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■wholly  dissimilar  to  that  of  chivalrous  love  among  the  nations  of 
mediaeval  Europe.  Regarded  as  an  institution,  with  ethics  of  its 
own,  and  witli  peculiar  social  and  political  regulations,  this  Greek 
chivalry  was  specially  Dorian.*  Yet  it  spread  through  all  the 
states  of  Hellas.  In  Athens  it  allied  itself  with  philosophy,  as  af- 
terwards at  Florence  did  the  chivalry  of  knighthood;  and  in 
Thebes,  during  the  last  struggle  for  Hellenic  freedom,  it  blazed 
forth  in  the  heroism  of  the  three  hundred,  who  fell  together  face- 
forward  to  the  Macedonian  lances  at  Chaeronea,f  Meanwhile, 
Achilles  remained  for  all  Greece  the  eponyra  of  passionate  friend- 
ship ;  and  even  in  the  later  periods  of  Greek  poetry  the  most  ap- 
propriate title  for  a  pair  of  noble  comrades  was  "  Achilleian." 
Concerning  the  abuse  and  debasement  of  such  passion  among  the 
historic  Greeks,  this  is  not  the  place  to  speak.  Achilles  and  Pa- 
troclus  cannot  be  charged  with  having  sanctioned  by  example  any 
vice,  however  much  posterity  may  have  read  its  own  moods  of 
thought  and  feeling  into  Homer. 

^schylus  wrote  a  tragedy  entitled  the  Mt/rmidones,  in  com- 
memoration of  the  love  of  Achilles  ;  and,  perhaps,  few  things 
amono:  the  lost  treasures  of  Greek  literature  are  so  much  to  be  re- 
gretted  as  this  play,  which  would  have  cast  clear  light  upon  the 
most  romantic  of  Greek  legends.  It  may  also  be  mentioned  m 
passing  that  we  possess  fragments  of  a  play  of  Sophocles  which 
bears  the  name  'AxiWioje  i'pa(T-n«,  or  Lovers  of  Achilles  ;  but  what 
its  subject  was,  and  whether  the  drama  was  satyric,  as  seems  prob- 
able, or  not,  we  do  not  know.  The  beautiful  passage  in  which 
love  is  compared  to  a  piece  of  glittering  ice  held  in  the  hand  of 
children,  has  been  preserved  from  it  by  Stobseus. 

*  See  Muller's  Dorians,  vol.  ii.  pp.  306-313. 

f  Sections  18  and  19  of  Plutarch's  Life  of  Pelopidas  contain  the  best  ac- 
count of  the  sacred  band,  and  place  the  Greek  chivalrous  sentiment  in  the 
clearest  lidit. 
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Enough,  fortunately,  has  survived  the  ruin  of  time  to  enable  us 
to  conjecture  how  JEschylus,  in  the  Myrmidones,  handled  the  ma- 
terials afforded  him  by  Homer.  The  play,  as  was  frequent,  took 
its  name  from  the  chorus  who  represented  the  contingent  of 
Thessalian  warriors  led  by  Peleus's  son  against  Troy.  It  opened, 
if  we  may  trust  the  scholiast  to  the  Frogs  of  Aristophanes,  with  a 
reproach  uttered  by  the  chorus  against  Achilles  for  his  inactivity  : 

raSe  fiiv  Xevfffftig,  (paldtfi  'AxiXXtv, 
SopiXvfiavrovc  Aavawv  fioyQovQ 
ovQ  .  .  .  fl'iTw  KKialaq. 

"  Seest  thou  these  things,  glorious  Achilles — the  sufferings  of 
the  Danaans  beneath  victorious  spears  ?  Whom  thou  within  thy 
tent — "  Here  the  fragment  breaks  off ;  but  enough  has  been  said 
to  strike  the  keynote  of  the  tragedy.  The  next  fragment,  accord- 
ing to  Dindorf's  arrangement,  formed,  probably,  part  of  Achilles' 
defence.*  It  is  written  in  iambics,  and  contains  the  famous  sim- 
\^  ile  of  the  eagle  stricken  to  death  by  an  arrow  fledged  with  his 
own  feather.  Like  that  eagle,  argues  the  hero,  have  we  Greeks 
been  smitten  by  our  own  ill-counsel.  After  the  drama  has  thus 
been  opened,  the  first  great  incident  seems  to  have  been  the  ar- 
rival of  the  embassy  of  Phoenix  at  Achilles'  tent.  One  corrupt, 
but  precious  fragment,  put  by  Aristophanes  as  a  quotation  into 
the  mouth  of  Euripides  in  the  Frogs,  indicates  the  line  of  argu- 
ment taken  by  the  ambassadors  : 

^OiwT  'AxiKtv,  ri  TTOT  dvSpoSaiKTOi>  clkovmv 
h']K07vov  ov  TTfXw^fif  in'  apwyctp ; 

Though  the  Greek  as  it  stands  is  untranslatable,  the  meaning  is 
pretty  clearly  this :  Achilles  of  Phthia,  how  can  you  bear  to  hear 
of  these  woes  nor  lend  a  helping  hand  ?      The   next  fragment 

*  It  may  be  questioned  whether  this  fragment  ought  not  to  be  referred  to 
the  scene  with  the  embassy  hiter  on  in  the  play. 
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must  be  received  with  caution.  It  occurs  in  the  Frogs  as  a  quo- 
tation : 

B£/3X»;k'  'A^iXXetif  cvo  Kv^to  Kai  Tirrapa. 
Achilles  has  cast  two  dice,  and  four. 

On  which  the  scholiast  makes  the  following  remark :  "  This  is 
from  the  Myrmidones  ;  for  the  poet  feigned  them  playing  dice ; 
and  it  is  the  custom  of  gamesters  to  cry  thus :  two,  foui",  three, 
five.  Dionysus  says  this  to  show  that  ^schylus  has  won."  An- 
other scholiast  puts  it  in  doubt  Avhether  the  verse  be  taken  from 
the  Telephiis  of  Euripides  or  some  other  source.  The  foundation 
is,  therefore,  too  slender  to  build  upon  securely ;  else  we  might 
imagine  that,  after  the  departure  of  the  ambassadors,  and  perhaps 
after  the  equipment  of  Patroclus  for  the  war,  Achilles  was  repre- 
sented by  ^^schyhis  as  whilingaway  the  time  with  his  compan- 
ions at  a  game  of  hazard.  Then  enters  Antilochus,  the  messenger 
of  bad  news.  lie  recites  the  death  of  Patroclus,  and  lifts  up  his 
voice  in  lamentation.  Our  next  fragment  brings  the  whole  scene 
vividly  before  us : 

'AiTi'Xo;^',  aTro!fiojS,6v  juf  Tov  TtQnjKoTOQ 
Tov  ZiLvra  (luWov. 

The  words  are  spoken  undoubtedly  by  Achilles :  "  Antilochus, 
wail  thou  for  me  rather  than  for  the  dead — for  me  Avho  live."  It 
is  again  from  a  comedy  of  Aristophanes,  the  Ecdesiazusce,  that 
this  exclamation  comes  •,  and  in  passing  we  may  remark  that  such 
frequent  citations  from  this  single  play  of  ^schylus  by  a  comic 
poet  prove  its  popularity  at  Athens.  Between  the  narration  of 
Antilochus  and  the  bringing -in  of  the  dead  body  of  Patroclus 
there  must  have  been  a  solemn  pause  in  the  dramatic  action, 
which  ^schylus,  no  doubt,  filled  up  with  one  of  his  great  choric 
passages.  Then  followed  the  crowning  scene  in  the  tragedy. 
Achilles,  front  to  front  with  the  corpse  of  his  friend,  uttered  a 
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lamentation,  which  the  ancients  seem  to  have  regarded  as  the 
very  ecstasy  of  grief  and  love  and  passionate  remembrance.  Lu- 
cian,  quoting  one  of  the  lines  of  this  lament,  introduces  it  with 
words  that  prove  the  strong  impression  it  produced :  "  Achilles, 
when  he  bemoaned  Patroclus's  death,  in  his  unhusbanded  passion 
burst  forth  into  the  very  truth."  To  quote  and  comment  upon 
the  three  lines  which  have  been  preserved  from  this  unique  Thre- 
nos  would  be  here  impossible.  To  understand  them  at  all  is  diffi- 
cult, and  to  recompose  from  them  the  hero's  speech  is  beyond  our 
power.  The  value  of  the  meagre  and  conflicting  citations  given 
by  Plutarch,  Athena^us,  and  Lucian  lies  in  the  impression  they 
convey  of  the  deep  effect  wrought  upon  Greek  sympathy  by  the 
passion  of  the  soliloquy.  When  Ave  call  to  mind  the  lamentation 
uttered  by  Teucer  over  the  corpse  of  Ajax  in  the  tragedy  of  Soph- 
ocles, we  may  imagine  how  the  genius  of  ^schylus  rose  to  the 
height  of  this  occasion  in  his  Mynnidones.  In  what  way  the 
drama  ended  is  not  known.  We  may,  however,  hazard  a  conject- 
ure that  the  poet  did  not  leave  the  hero  without  some  outlook 
into  the  future,  and  that  the  solemn  note  of  reconciliation  upon 
which  the  tragedy  closed  responded  to  the  first  querulous  interro- 
gation of  the  chorus  at  its  commencement.  The  situation  was  a 
grand  one  for  working  out  that  purification  of  the  passions  which 
Greek  tragedy  required.  The  sullen  and  selfish  wrath  of  Achilles 
had  brought  its  bitter  consequence  of  suffering  and  sorrow  for  the 
hero,  as  well  as  of  disaster  for  the  host.  Out  of  that  deadly  suf- 
fering of  Achilles — out  of  the  paroxysm  of  grief  beside  the  body 
of  his  friend — has  grown  a  nobler  form  of  anger,  which  will  bring 
salvation  to  his  country  at  the  certain  loss  of  his  own  life.  Can 
we  doubt  that  ^schylus  availed  himself  of  this  so  solemn  and 
sublime  a  cadence?  The  dead  march  and  the  funeral  lamenta- 
tions for  Patroclus  mingle  with  the  neighing  of  war-horses  and 
the  braying  of  the  trumpets  that  shall  lead  the  Myrmidons  to 
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war.  And  over  and  above  all  sounds  of  the  grief  that  is  passed 
and  of  the  triumph  that  is  to  follow  is  heard  the  voice  of  fate 
pronouncing  the  death-doom  of  the  hero,  on  whose  ajjap-ia  the 
tragic  movement  has  depended. 

Thus,  in  the  prime  of  Athens,  the  poet-warrior  of  Marathon, 
the  prophet  of  the  highest  Hellenic  inspiration,  handled  a  legend 
which  was  dear  to  his  people,  and  which  to  them  spoke  more, 
perhaps,  than  it  can  do  to  us.     Plato,  discussing  the  Myrmidones 
of  vEschylus,  remarks  in  the  Symposium  that  the  tragic  poet  was 
wrong  to  make  Achilles  the  lover  of  Patroclus,  seeing  that  Pa- 
troclus  was  the  elder  of  the  two,  and  that  Achilles  was  the  young- 
est and  most  beautiful  of  all  the  Greeks.     The  fact,  however,  is 
that  Homer  himself  raises  no  question  in  our  minds  about  the  re- 
lations of  lover  and  beloved.     Achilles  and  Patroclus  are  com- 
rades.    Their  friendship  is  equal.     It  was  only  the  reflective  ac- 
tivity of  the  Greek  mind,  working  upon  the  Homeric  legend  by 
the  light  of  subsequent  custom,  which  introduced  these  distinc- 
tions.    The  humanity  of  Homer  was  purer,  larger,  and  more  sane 
than  that  of  his  posterity  among  the  Hellenes.     Still,  it  may  be 
worth  while  suggesting  that  Homer,  perhaps,  intended  in  Hector 
and  Achilles  to  contrast  domestic  love  with  the  love  of  comrades. 
The  tenderness  of  Hector  for  Andromache,  side  by  side  with  the 
fierce  passion  of  Achilles,  seems  to  account,  at  least  in  some  meas- 
ure, for  the  preference  felt  for  Hector  in  the  Middle  Ages.    Achil- 
les controlled  the  Greek  imagination.     Hector  attracted  the  sym- 
pathies of  mediaeval  chivalry,  and  took  his  place  upon  the  list  of 
knightly  worthies.*     Masculine  love  was  Hellenic.     The  love  of 
idealized  womanhood  was  romantic.     Homer,  the  sovereign  poet, 
understood  both  passions  of  the  human  heart,  delineating  the  one 
in  Achilles  without  effeminacy,  the  other  in  Hector  without  sick-' 
ly  sentiment.      At  the  same  time.  Hector's  connection  with  the 
*  See  Caxton's  Preface  to  the  Mort  (V Arthur. 
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destinies  of  Rome  and  his  appearance  in  the  u^neid,  if  only  as  a 
ghost,  must  not  be  forgotten  when  we  estimate  the  reasons  why 
he  ecUpsed  Achilles  in  the  Middle  Ages. 

It  is  not  till  we  reach  Alexander  the  Great  that  we  find  how 
truly  Achilles  was  the  type  of  the  Greek  people,  and  to  what  ex- 
tent he  had  controlled  their  growth.  Alexander  expressed  in  real 
life  that  ideal  which  in  Homer's  poetry  had  been  displayed  by 
Achilles.  Alexander  set  himself  to  imitate  Achilles.  His  tutor, 
Lysimachus,  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  royal  family  of  Mace- 
don,  by  comparing  Philip  to  Peleus,  his  son  to  Achilles,  and  him- 
self to  Phoenix.  On  all  Iiis  expeditions  Alexander  carried  Avith 
him  a  copy  of  the  Iliad,  calling  it  "  a  perfect  portable  treasure  of 
military  virtue."  It  was  in  the  spirit  of  the  Homeric  age  that 
he  Avent  forth  to  conquer  Asia.  And  when  he  reached  the  plain 
of  Troy,  it  was  to  the  tomb  of  Achilles  that  he  paid  special  hom- 
age. There  he  poured  libations  to  the  mighty  ghost,  anointed 
his  grave,  and,  as  Plutarch  says,  "  ran  nated  about  his  tomb,  and 
crowned  it  with  garlands,  declaring  how  happy  he  esteemed  him 
in  having,  while  he  lived,  so  faithful  a  friend,  and,  when  he  was 
dead,  so  famous  a  poet  to  proclaim  his  actions."  We  have  seen 
that  the  two  chief  passions  of  Achilles  were  his  anger  and  his 
love.  In  both  of  these  Alexander  followed  him.  The  passage 
just  quoted  from  Plutarch  hints  at  the  envy  with  which  Alexan- 
der regarded  the  friendship  of  Achilles  and  Patroclus.  In  his 
own  life  he  entertained  for  Ilcphaistion  a  like  passion.  ^Yhen 
Hcphajstion  died  of  fever  at  Ecbatana,  Alexander  exaggerated  the 
fury  and  the  anguish  of  the  son  of  Peleus.  He  Avent  forth  and 
slew  a  whole  tribe — the  Cosseans — as  a  sacrifice  to  the  soul  of  his 
comrade.  He  threw  doAvn  the  battlements  of  neighboring  cities, 
and  forbade  all  signs  of  merry-making  in  his  camp.  Meanwhile 
he  refused  food  and  comfort,  till  an  oracle  from  Animon  ordained 
that  divine  honors  should  be  paid  Hepha?stion.     Then  Alexander 
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raised  a  pyre,  like  that  of  Patroclus  in  the  lUad,  except  that  the 
pyre  of  Hephaestion  cost  10,000  talents,  and  was  adorned  Avith 
all  the  splendor  of  Greek  art  in  its  prime.  Here  the  Homeric 
ceremonies  were  performed.  Games  and  races  took  place ;  then, 
like  Achilles,  having  paid  this  homage  to  his  friend,  of  bloodshed, 
costly  gifts,  and  obsequies,  Alexander  at  last  rested  from  his  grief. 
In  this  extravagance  of  love  for  a  friend  we  see  the  direct  work- 
ins;  of  the  Iliad  on  the  mind  of  the  Macedonian  king.  Bat  the 
realities  of  life  fall  far  short  of  the  poet's  dream.  Neither  the 
love  nor  the  sorrow  of  Alexander  for  Hephffistion  is  so  touching 
as  the  love  and  sorrow  of  Achilles  for  Patroclus. 

In  his  wrath,  again,  Alexander  imitated  and  went  beyond  his 
model.  When  he  slew  Clitus  in  a  drunken  brawl,  there  was  no 
Athene  at  his  side  to  stay  his  arm  and  put  the  sword  back  in  the 
scabbard.  Yet  his  remorse  was  some  atonement  for  his  violence. 
"  All  that  night,"  says  Plutarch,  "  and  the  next  day  he  wept  bit- 
terly, till,  being  quite  spent  with  lamenting  and  exclaiming,  he 
laj'',  as  it  were,  speechless,  only  fetching  deep  sighs."  It  is  no- 
ticeable that  Alexander,  here  also  like  Achilles,  conqueror  and 
hero  though  he  was,  scorned  not  to  show  his  tears,  and  to  grovel 
on  the  ground  in  anguish.  His  fiery  temper  added  indomitable 
energy  to  all  he  did  or  felt.  In  a  few  years  he  swept  Asia,  destroy- 
ing kingdoms,  and  founding  cities  that  still  bear  his  name ;  and 
though  his  rage  betrayed  him  now  and  then  into  insane  acts,  he, 
like  Achilles,  was  not  wholly  without  the  guidance  of  Athene. 
In  both  we  have  the  spectacle  of  a  gigantic  nature  moved  by  pas- 
sions ;  yet  both  are  controlled  by  reason,  not  so  much  by  the  re- 
flective understanding,  as  by  an  innate  sense  of  what  is  great  and 
noble.  Alexander  was  Aristotle's  pupil.  In  his  best  moments, 
in  his  fairest  and  most  solid  actions,  the  spirit  of  Aristotle's  teach- 
ing ruled  him  and  attended  him,  as  Achilles  was  ruled  and  attend- 
ed by  Pallas.     Again,  in  generosity,  Alexander  recalls  Achilles. 
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His  treatment  of  the  wife  and  daugiiters  of  Darius  reminds  us  of 
the  reception  of  Priam  by  tlie  son  of  Pclcus.  Grotc,  indeed, 
points  out  tliat  good  policy  prompted  liim  to  spare  the  life  of 
the  Persian  queen.  That  may  be  true ;  but  it  would  have  been 
quite  consistent  with  the  Greek  standard  of  honor  to  treat  her 
with  indignity  while  he  preserved  her  life.  This  Alexander  re- 
frained from  doing.  His  entertainment  of  Statcira  was  not  un- 
worthy of  a  queen ;  and  if  he  did  not  exhibit  the  refined  courte- 
sy of  the  Black  Prince,  he  came  as  near  to  this  ideal  of  modern 
chivalry  as  a  Greek  could  do.  In  the  last  place,  Alexander,  like 
^  Achilles,  was  always  young.  Like  Achilles,  he  died  young,  and 
exists  for  us  as  an  immortal  youth.  This  youthfulness  is  one  of 
the  peculiar  attributes  of  a  Greek  hero,  one  of  the  distinguishing 
features  of  Greek  sculpture — in  a  word,  the  special  mark  of  the 
Greek  race.  "  O  Solon  !  Solon  !"  said  the  priest  of  Egypt,  "  you 
^  Greeks  are  always  boys !"  Achilles  and  Alexander,  as  Hegel  has 
most  eloquently  demonstrated,  are  forever  adolescent.  Yet,  after 
all  is  said,  Alexander  fell  far  below  his  prototype  in  beauty  and 
sublimity.  He  was  nothing  more  than  a  heroic  man.  Achilles 
was  the  creature  of  a  poet's  brain,  of  a  nation's  mythology.  The 
one  was  the  ideal  in  its  freshness  and  its  freedom.  The  other 
was  the  real,  dragged  in  the  mire  of  the  world,  and  enthralled  by 
the  necessities  of  human  life. 

It  is  very  difficult,  by  any  process  of  criticism,  to  define  the  im- 
pression of  greatness  and  of  glory  which  the  character  of  Achilles 
leaves  upon  the  mind.  There  is  in  him  a  kind  of  magnetic  fasci- 
nation, something  incommensurable  and  indescribable,  a  quality 
like  that  which  Goethe  defined  as  daemonic.  They  are  not  al- 
ways the  most  noble  or  the  most  admirable  natures  which  exert 
this  influence  over  their  fellow-creatures.  The  Emperor  Napoleon 
and  our  own  Byron  had  each,  perhaps,  a  portion  of  this  Achillei- 
an  personality.     Men  of  their  stamp  sway  the  soul  by  their  pres- 
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tigc,  by  their  personal  beauty  and  grandeur,  by  the  concentrated 
intensity  of  their  character,  and  by  the  fatality  which  seems  to 
follow  them.  To  Achilles,  to  Alexander,  to  Napoleon,  we  cannot 
apply  the  rules  of  our  morality.  It  is,  therefore,  impossible  for 
us,  who  must  aim  first  at  being  good  citizens,  careful  in  our  gen- 
eration, and  subordinate  to  the  laws  of  society  around  us,  to  ad- 
mire them  without  a  reservation.  Yet,  after  all  is  said,  a  great 
and  terrible  glory  does  rest  upon  their  heads ;  and  though  our 
sentiments  of  propriety  may  be  offended  by  some  of  their  ac- 
tions, our  sense  of  what  is  awful  and  sublime  is  satisfied  by  the 
contemplation  of  them.  No  one  should  delude  us  into  thinking 
that  true  culture  does  not  come  from  the  impassioned  study  of 
everything,  however  eccentric  and  at  variance  with  our  own  mode 
of  life,  that  is  truly  great.  Greatness,  of  whatever  species  it  may 
be,  is  always  elevating  and  spirit-stirring.  When  we  listen  to 
the  Eroica  Symphony,  and  remember  that  that  master-work  of 
music  was  produced  by  the  genius  of  Beethoven,  brooding  over 
the  thoughts  of  Achilles  in  the  Iliad,  and  of  Napoleon  upon  the 
battle-fields  of  Lombardy,  we  may  feel  how  abyss  cries  to  abyss, 
and  how  all  forms  of  human  majesty  meet  and  sustain  each  other. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   WOMEN  OF  HOMER. 

Helen  of  Troy — Her  Eternal  Youth — Variety  of  Legends  connected  with  her. 
— Stesichorus. — Helen  in  the  Iliad. — Helen  in  the  Odyssey. — The  Treat- 
ment of  Helen  by  ^schylus. — Euripidean  Handling  of  her  Romance. — 
Helen  in  Greek  Art. — Quintus  Smyrnaeus. — Apollonius  of  Tyana  and  the 
Ghost  of  Achilles. — Helen  in  the  Faust  Legend. — Marlowe  and  Goethe. — 
Penelope — Her  Home-love. — Calypso  and  the  Isle  Ogygia. — Circe. — The 
Homeric  and  the  Modern  Circe. — Nausicaa — Her  Perfect  Girlishness. — 
Briseis  and  Andromache. — The  Sense  of  Proportion  and  of  Relative  Dis- 
tance in  Homer's  Pictures. — Andromache  and  Astyanax. — The  Cult  of 
Heroes  and  Heroines  in  Greece. — Artistic  Presentation  of  Homeric  Per- 
sons.— Philostratua. 

For  first  of  all  the  sphered  signs  whereby 
Love  severs  light  from  darkness,  and  most  high 
In  the  white  front  of  January  there  glows 
The  rose-red  sign  of  Helen  like  a  rose. 

Prelude  to  Tristram  and  Iseult,  lines  91-94. 

Helen  op  Troy  is  one  of  those  ideal  creatures  of  the  fancy 
over  which  time^  space,  and  circumstance,  and  moral  probability 
exert  no  sway.  It  would  be  impossible  to  conceive  of  her  except 
as  inviolably  beautiful  and  young,  in  spite  of  all  her  wanderings 
and  all  she  suffered  at  the  hands  of  Aphrodite  and  of  men.  She 
moves  through  Greek  heroic  leo;end  as  the  desired  of  all  men  and 
the  possessed  of  many.  Theseus  bore  her  away  Avhile  yet  a  girl 
from  Sparta.  Her  brethren,  Castor  and  Polydeukes,  recovered 
her  from  Athens  by  force,  and  gave  to  her  ^thra,  the  mother  of 
Theseus,  for  bondwoman.     Then  all  the  youths  of  Hellas  wooed 
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her  in  the  young  world's  prime.  She  was  at  last  assigned  in  wed- 
lock to  Menelaus,  by  whom  she  conceived  her  only  earthly  child, 
Hcrraionc.  Paris,  by  aid  of  Aphrodite,  won  her  love  and  fled 
with  her  to  Egypt  and  to  Troy.  In  Troy  she  abode  more  than 
twenty  years,  and  was  the  mate  of  Deiphobus  after  the  death  of 
Paris.  When  the  strife  raised  for  her  sake  was  ended,  Menelaus 
restored  her  with  honor  to  his  home  in  Lacedfemon.  There  she 
received  Telemachus  and  saw  her  daughter  mated  to  Neoptole- 
mus.  But  even  after  death  she  rested  not  from  the  service  of 
love.  The  great  Achilles,  who  in  life  had  loved  her  by  hearsay, 
but  had  never  seen  her,  clasped  her  among  the  shades  upon  the 
island  Leuke,  and  begat  Euphorion,  Through  all  these  advent- 
ures Helen  maintains  an  ideal  freshness,  a  mysterious  virginity 
of  soul.  She  is  not  touched  by  the  passion  she  inspires,  or  by 
the  wreck  of  empires  ruined  in  her  cause.  Fate  deflours  her 
not,  nor  do  years  impair  the  magic  of  her  charm.  Like  beauty, 
she  belongs  alike  to  all  and  none.  She  is  not  judged  as  wives  or 
mothers  are,  though  she  is  both ;  to  her  belong  soul-wounding 
blossoms  of  inexorable  love,  as  well  as  pain-healing  poppy-heads 
of  oblivion ;  all  eyes  are  blinded  by  the  adorable,  incomparable 
grace  which  Aphrodite  sheds  around  her  form.* 

AVhether  Helen  was  the  slave  or  the  beloved  of  Aplirodite,  or 
whether,  as  Herodotus  hinted,  she  was  herself  a  kind  of  Aphro- 
dite, we  are  hardly  told.  At  one  time  she  appears  the  willing 
servant  of  the  goddess ;  at  another  she  groans  beneath  her  bond- 
age. But  always  and  on  all  occasions  she  owes  everything  to  the 
Cyprian  queen.  Her  very  body-gear  preserved  the  powerful  charm 
with  which  she  was  invested  at  her  birth.  When  the  Phocians 
robbed  the  Delphian  treasure-house,  the  wife  of  one  of  their  cap- 

*  I  take  this  occasion  of  calling  attention  to  the  essay  on  Helen  considered 
as  an  allegory  of  Greek  Beauty,  by  Paul  dc  St.  Victor  in  his  Hommcs  el 
Dieux. 
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tains  took  cand  wore  Helen's  necklace,  whereupon  she  doted  on  a 
young  Ejiirot  soldier  and  eloped  with  him. 

Whose  daughter  was  Ilelen  ?  The  oldest  legend  calls  her  the 
child  of  Leda  and  of  Zeus.  We  have  all  read  the  tale  of  the 
Swan  who  was  her  father  amid  the  rushes  of  Eurotas — the  tale 
which  Leonardo  and  Buonarroti  and  Correggio  thought  worthy 
of  their  loveliest  illustration.  Another  story  gives  her  for  the 
offspring  of  Oceanus  and  Tethys,  as  though,  in  fact,  she  were  an 
Aphrodite  risen  from  the  Avaves.  In  yet  a  third,  Zeus  is  her  sire 
and  Nemesis  her  mother ;  and  thus  the  lesson  of  the  tale  of  Troy 
was  allegorized  in  Helen's  pedigree.  She  is  always  god-begotten 
and  divinely  fair.  Was  it  possible  that  anything  so  exquisite 
should  have  endured  rough  ravishment  and  borne  the  travail  of 
the  siege  of  Troy  ?  This  doubt  possessed  the  later  poets  of  the 
legendary  age.  They  spun  a  myth  according  to  which  Helen 
reached  the  shore  of  Egypt  on  the  ship  of  Paris ;  but  Paris  had 
to  leave  her  there  in  cedar-scented  chambers  by  the  stream  of 
Nile,  when  he  went  forth  to  plough  the  foam,  uncomforted  save 
by  her  phantom.  And  for  a  phantom  the  Greeks  strove  with  the 
Trojans  on  the  windy  plains  of  Ilium.  For  a  phantom's  sake 
brave  Hector  died,  and  the  leonine  swiftness  of  Achilles  was 
tamed,  and  Zeus  bewailed  Sarpedon,  and  Priam's  towers  were  lev- 
elled with  the  ground.  Helen,  meanwhile — the  beautiful,  the  in- 
violable— sat  all  day  long  among  the  palm-groves,  twining  lotus- 
flowers  for  her  hair,  and  learning  how  to  weave  rare  Eastern  pat- 
terns in  the  loom.  This  legend  hides  a  delicate  satire  upon  hu- 
man strife.  For  what  do  men  disquiet  themselves  in  warfare  to 
the  death,  and  tossing  on  sea-waves  ?  Even  for  a  phantom — for 
the  shadow  of  their  desire,  the  which  remains  secluded  in  some 
unapproachable,  far,  sacred  land.  A  wide  application  may  thus 
be  given  to  Augustine's  passionate  outcry :  "  Quo  vobis  adhuc  ct 
adhuc  ambulare  vias  difficiles  ct  laboriosas  ?     Non  est  rcquies  ubi 
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quaeritis  earn.  Quserite  quod  quseritis ;  sed  ibi  non  est  ubi  quae- 
ritis.  Beatam  vitam  quseritis  in  regione  mortis ;  non  est  illic." 
Those  wbo  spake  ill  of  Helen  suffered.  Stesicborus  bad  ventured 
in  tbe  'IX/ou  liipinQ  to  lay  upon  ber  sboulders  all  tbe  guilt  and  suf- 
fering of  Hellas  and  of  Troy.  Whereupon  he  was  smitten  with 
blindness,  nor  could  he  recover  his  sight  till  he  had  written  tbe 
palinode  Avbich  begins : 

oii/c  lar  irvnog  Xoyog  ovrog, 
ovd'  tfSag  iv  vavaiv  tvasXfioig, 
ov5'  'iKEO  TTipyajxa  Tpoiag* 

Even  Homer,  as  Plato  hints,  knew  not  that  blindness  bad  fallen 
on  him  for  like  reason.  To  assail  Helen  with  reproach  was  not 
less  dano-erous  than  to  touch  the  Ark  of  tbe  Covenant,  for  with 
tbe  Greeks  beauty  was  a  holy  thing.  How  perfectly  beautiful 
she  was  Ave  know  from  tbe  legend  of  the  cups  modelled  upon  her 
breasts  suspended  in  the  shrine  of  Aphrodite.  When  Troy  was 
taken,  and  tbe  hungry  soldiers  of  Odysseus  roamed  through  tbe 
burning  palaces  of  Priam  and  his  sons,  their  swords  fell  beneath 
the  vision  of  her  loveliness.  She  had  wrought  all  the  ruin,  yet 
Menelaus  could  not  touch  her,  when  she  sailed  forth,  swan-like, 
fluttering  white  raiment,  with  the  imperturbable  sweet  smile  of  a 
goddess  on  her  lips.  It  remained  for  a  Roman  poet  to  describe 
her  vile  anS.  shrinking : 

Ilia  sibi  infestos  eversa  ob  Pergama  Teucros, 
Et  poeuas  Danaum  et  deserti  conjugis  iras 
Permetuens,  Troia;  et  patriae  communis  Erinnys, 
Abdiderat  sese  atque  avis  invisa  sedebat.f 


*  "  Not  true  is  that  tale  ;  nor  didst  thou  journey  in  benched  ships,  or  come 
to  towers  of  Troy." 

f  She,  shrinking  from  the  Trojans'  hate, 

Made  frantic  by  their  city's  fate, 
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The  morality  of  these  lines  belongs  to  a  later  age  of  reflection 
upon  Greek  romance.  In  Homer  there  are  no  such  epigrams. 
Between  the  Helen  of  the  Iliad,  reverenced  by  the  elders  in  the 
Scsean  gate,  and  the  Helen  of  the  Odyssey,  queen-like  among  her 
Spartan  maidens,  there  has  passed  no  agony  of  fear.  The  shame 
which  she  has  truly  felt  has  been  tempered  to  a  silent  sorrow, 
and  she  has  poured  her  grief  forth  beside  Andromache  over  the 
corpse  of  Hector. 

If  we  would  fain  see  the  ideal  beauty  of  the  early  Greek  im- 
agination in  a  form  of  flesh-and-blood  reality,  we  must  follow 
Helen  through  the  Homeric  poems.  She  first  appears  when  Iris 
summons  her  to  watch  the  duel  of  Paris  and  Menelaus.  Husband 
and  lover  are  to  fight  beneath  the  walls  of  Troy.  She,  mean- 
while, is  weaving  a  purple  pcplns  with  the  deeds  of  Avar  done  and 
the  woes  endured  for  her  sake  far  and  wide : 

She  in  a  moment  round  her  shoulders  flings 

Robe  of  white  lawn,  and  from  the  threshold  springs, 

Yearning  and  pale,  with  many  a  tender  tear. 

Also  two  women  in  her  train  she  brings. 

The  large-e3ed  Clymene  and  ^thra  fair, 

And  at  the  western  gates  right  speedily  they  were.* 

English  eyes  know  well  how  Helen  looked  as  she  left  her  cham- 
ber and  hastened  to  the  gate ;  for  has  not  Leighton  painted  her 
with  just  so  much  of  far-ofif  sorrow  in  her  gaze  as  may  become  a 
daughter  of  the  gods  ?  In  the  gate  sat  Priam  and  his  elders,  and 
as  they  looked  at  Helen  no  angry  curses  rose  to  their  lips,  but 


Nor  dreading  less  the  Danaan  sword, 

The  vengeance  of  her  injured  lord : 

She,  Troy's  and  Argos'  common  fiend. 

Sat  cowering,  by  the  altar  screened. — Conington. 

*  Worsley's  Iliad, 'in.  17.     The  other  quotations  are  from  the  same  ver- 
sion. 
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reverential  admiration  filled  tliem,  togetlier  with  an  awful  sense 
of  the  dread  fate  attending  her : 

These,  seeing  Helen  at  the  tower  arrive, 
One  to  another  winged  words  addressed : 
"Well  may  the  Trojans  and  Achseans  strive, 
And  a  long  time  bear  sorroAV  and  unrest, 
For  such  a  woman,  in  her  cause  and  qiiest. 
Who  like  immortal  goddesses  in  face 
Appeareth  ;  3-et  'twere  even  thus  far  best 
In  ships  to  send  her  back  to  her  own  place, 
Lest  a  long  curse  she  leave  to  us  and  all  our  race." 


'o 


It  is  thus  simply,  and  by  no  mythological  suggestion  of  Aphro- 
dite's influence,  that  Homer  describes  the  spirit  of  beauty  which 
protected  Helen  among  the  people  she  had  brought  to  sore 
straits. 

Priam  accosts  her  tenderly ;  not  hers  the  blame  that  the  gods 
scourge  him  in  his  old  age  with  war.  Then  he  bids  her  sit  be- 
side him  and  name  the  Greek  heroes  as  they  march  beneath.  She 
obeys,  and  points  out  Agamemnon,  Odysseus,  and  Ajax,  describ- 
ing each,  as  she  knew  them  of  old.  But  for  her  twin  brothers 
she  looks  in  vain ;  and  the  thought  of  them  touches  her  with  the 
sorrow  of  her  isolation  and  her  shame.  In  the  same  book,  after 
Paris  has  been  withdrawn,  not  without  dishonor,  from  the  duel 
by  Aphrodite,  Helen  is  summoned  by  her  liege-mistress  to  his 
bed.  Helen  was  standing  on  the  walls,  and  the  goddess,  disguised 
as  an  old  spinning-woman,  took  her  by  the  skirt,  bidding  her  hie 
back  to  her  lover,  whom  she  would  find  in  his  bedchamber,  not 
as  one  arrayed  for  war,  but  as  a  fair  youth  resting  haply  from  the 
dance.  Homer  gives  no  hint  that  Aphrodite  is  here  the  personi- 
fied wish  of  Helen's  own  heart  going  forth  to  Paris.  On  the 
contrary,  the  Cyprian  queen  appears  in  the  interests  of  the  Phryg- 
ian youth,  whom  she  would  fain  see  comforted.     Under  her  dis- 
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guise  Helen  recognized  Aphrodite,  tlie  terrible  queen,  whose  bond- 
woman she  was  forced  to  be.  For  a  moment  she  struggled  against 
her  fate.  "Art  thou  come  again,"  she  cried,  "to  bear  me  to  some 
son  of  earth  beloved  of  thee,  that  I  may  serve  his  pleasure  to  my 
own  shame  ?  Nay,  rather,  put  off  divinity  and  be  thyself  his  od- 
alisque." 

"  With  Mm  remain, 
Him,  sit  with,  and  from  heaven  thy  feet  refrain ; 
Weep,  till  his  wife  he  make  thee,  or  fond  slave. 
I  go  to  him  no  more,  to  win  new  stain, 
And  scorn  of  Trojan  women  again  outbrave, 
Whelmed  even  now  with  grief's  illimitable  wave." 

But  go   she  must.     Aphrodite  is  a  hard  taskniistress,  and  the 
mysterious  bond- of  beauty  which  chains  Helen  to  her  cannot  be 
broken.     It  is  in  vain,  too,  that  Helen  taunts  Paris :  he  reminds 
her  of  the  first  fruition  of  their  love  in  the  island  Cranae  ;  and  at 
the  last  she  has  to  lay  her  down  at  his  side,  not  uncomplying,  con- 
quered, as  it  were,  by  the  reflex  of  the  passion  she  herself  excites. 
It  is  in  the  chamber  of  Paris  that  Hector  finds  her.    She  has  vain- 
ly striven  to  send  Paris  forth  to  battle ;  and  the  sense  of  her  own 
degradation,  condemned  to  love  a  man  love-worthy  only  for  the 
beauty  of  his  limbs,  overcomes  her  Avhen  she  sees  the  noble  Hec- 
tor clothed  in  panoply  for  war.    Her  passionate  outbreak  of  self- 
pity  and  self-reproach  is,  perhaps,  the  strongest  indication  given 
in  the  Iliad  of  a  moral  estimate  of  Helen's  crime.    The  most  con- 
summate art  is  shown  by  the  poet  in  thus  quickening  the  con- 
science of  Helen  by  contact  with  the  nobility  of  Hector.     Like 
Guinevere,  she  for  a  moment  seems  to  say :  "  Thou  art  the  high- 
est, and  most  human  too !"  casting  from  her  as  worthless  the  al- 
lurements of  the  baser  love  for  whose  sake  she  had  left  her  home. 
In  like  manner,  it  was  not  without  the  most  exquisite  artistic  in- 
tention that  Homer  made  the  parting  scene  between  Andromache 
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and  Hector  follow  immediately  upon  this  meeting.  For  An- 
dromaclie  in  the  future  there  remained  only  sorrow  and  servitude. 
Helen  was  destined  to  be  tossed  from  man  to  man,  always  desira- 
ble and  always  delicate,  like  the  sea-foam  that  floats  upon  the 
crests  of  waves.  But  there  is  no  woman  who,  reading  the  Iliad, 
would  not  choose  to  weep  with  Andromache  in  Hector's  arms, 
rather  than  to  smile  like  Helen  in  the  laps  of  lovers  for  whom  she 
little  cared.  Helen  and  Andromache  meet  together  before  Hec- 
tor's corpse,  and  it  is  here  that  we  learn  to  love  best  what  is 
womanly  in  Leda's  daughter.  The  mother  and  the  wife  liave  be- 
wailed him  in  hio-h  thrilling:  threni.    Then  Helen  advances  to  the 

O  CD 

bier  and  cries : 

Hector,  of  brethren  dearest  to  my  heart, 

For  I  ill  sooth  am  Alexander's  bride, 

Who  brought  me  hither:  would  I  first  had  died! 

For  'tis  the  twentieth  year  of  doom  deferred 

Since  Troyward  from  my  fatherland  I  hied ; 

Yet  never  in  those  years  mine  ear  hath  heard 

From  thy  most  gracious  lips  one  sharp  accusing  word ; 

Nay,  if  by  other  I  haply  were  reviled, 

Brother,  or  sister  fair,  or  brother's  bride. 

Or  mother  (for  the  king  was  alway  mild). 

Thou  with  kind  words  the  same  hast  pacified. 

With  gentle  words,  and  mien  like  summer-tide. 

Wherefore  I  mourn  for  thee  and  mine  own  ill. 

Grieving  at  heart :  for  in  Troy  town  so  wide 

Friend  have  I  none,  nor  harborer  of  good-will. 

But  from  my  touch  all  shrink  with  deadly  shuddering  chill. 

It  would  have  been  impossible  to  enhance  more  worthily  than 
thus  the  spirit  of  courtesy  and  knightly  kindness  which  was  in 
Hector — qualities,  in  truth,  which,  together  with  his  loyalty  to 
Andromache,  endeared  the  champion  of  the  Trojans  to  chivalry, 
and  placed  Hector  upon  the  list  of  worthies  beside  King  Arthur 
and  Godfrey  of  Bouillon. 
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The  cliaracter  of  Helen  loses  mucli  of  its  charm  and  becomes 
more  conventional  in  the  Odyssey.  It  is  difficult  to  believe  that 
the  poet  who  put  into  her  lips  the  last  lines  of  that  threnos  could 
have  ventured  to  display  the  same  woman  calm  and  innocent  and 
queen-like  in  the  home  of  Menelaus : 

Wbile  in  his  mind  be  sat  revolving  this,    ' 

Forth  from  her  fragrant  bower  came  Helen  fair, 

Bright  as  the  goldeu-spiudled  Artemis. 

Adraste  set  the  couch ;  Alcippe  there 

The  fine-spun  carpet  spread  ;  and  Phylo  bare 

The  silver  basket  which  Alcandra  gave, 

Consort  of  Polybus,  who  dwelt  whilere 

In  Thebes  of  Egypt,  whose  great  houses  save 

Wealth  in  their  walls,  large  store,  and  pomp  of  treasure  brave. 

Helen  shows  her  prudence  and  insight  by  at  once  declaring  the 
stranger  guest  to  be  Telemachus ;  busy  with  housewifely  kind- 
ness, she  prepares  for  him  a  comfortable  couch  at  night ;  nor  does 
she  shrink  from  telling  again  the  tales  of  Troy,  and  the  craft 
which  helped  Odysseus  in  the  Wooden  Horse.  The  blame  of  her 
elopement  with  Paris  she  throws  on  Aphrodite,  who  had  carried 
her  across  the  sea : 

Leaving  my  child  an  orphan  far  away. 

And  couch,  and  husband  who  had  known  no  peer, 

First  in  all  grace  of  soul  and  beauty  shining  clear. 

Such  words,  no  doubt,  fell  with  honey-sweet  flattery  from  the 
lips  of  Helen  on  the  ears  of  Menelaus.  Yet  how  could  he  forget 
the  grief  of  his  bereavement,  the  taunts  of  Achilles  and  Thersites, 
and  the  ten  years'  toil  at  Troy  endured  for  her  ?  Perhaps  he  re- 
membered the  promise  of  Proteus,  who  had  said,  "  Thee  will  the 
immortals  send  to  the  Elysian  plains  and -farthest  verge  of  earth ; 
where  dwells  yellow-haired  Rhadamanthus,  and  where  the  ways 
of  life  are  easiest  for  men ;  snow  falls  not  there,  nor  storm,  nor 
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any  rain,  but  Ocean  ever  breattes  forth  delicate  zephyr  breezes  to 
gladden  men ;  since  thou  hast  Helen  for  thine  own,  and  art  the 
son-in-law  of  Zeus."  Such  future  was  full  recompense  for  sorrow 
in  the  past.  Besides,  Helen,  as  Homer  tells,  had  charms  to  soothe 
the  soul  and  drown  the  memory  of  the  saddest  things.  Even  at 
this  time,  when  thought  is  troublesome,  she  mixes  Egyptian  ne- 
penthe with  the  wine — nepenthe  "  which,  whoso  drinks  thereof 
when  it  is  mingled  in  the  bowl,  begets  for  him  oblivion  of  all  woe ; 
through  a  whole  day  he  drops  no  tear  adown  his  cheek,  not  even 
should  his  sire  or  mother  die,  nay,  should  they  slay  his  brother  or 
dear  son  before  his  face,  and  he  behold  it  with  his  eyes.  Such 
virtuous  juices  had  the  child  of  Zeus,  of  potent  charm,  which  Poly- 
damna,  wife  of  Thon,  gave  to  her,  the  Egyptian  woman,  where 
earth  yields  many  medicines,  some  of  weal  and  some  of  bane." 
This  nepenthe  was  the  secret  of  Helen's  power.  In  the  fifteenth 
book  of  the  Odyssey  we  have  yet  another  glimpse  of  Helen  in  the 
palace  of  Menelaus.  She  interprets  an  omen  in  favor  of  Odys- 
seus, which  had  puzzled  Menelaus,  and  gives  to  Telemachus  a  cost- 
ly mantle,  star-bright,  the  weft  of  her  own  loom,  produced  from 
the  very  bottom  of  the  chest  in  which  she  stored  her  treasures. 
The  only  shadow  cast  upon  Helen  in  the  Odyssey  is  to  be  found 
lurking  in  the  ominous  name  of  Megapenthes,  Menelaus's  son  by  a 
slave-woman,  who  was  destined  after  his  sire's  death  to  expel  her 
from  fair  Lacedsemon.  We  may  remember  that  it  was  on  the 
occasion  of  the  spousal  of  this  son  to  Alector's  daughter,  and  of 
the  sending  of  Hermione  to  be  the  bride  of  Neoptolemus,  that 
Telemachus  first  appeared  before  the  eyes  of  Helen. 

The  charm  of  Helen  in  the  Homeric  poems  is  due  in  a  great 
measure  to  the  naivete  of  the  poet's  art.  The  situations  in  which 
she  appears  arejaever  strained,  nor  is  the  ethical  feeling,  though 
indicated,  suffered  to  disturb  tTie  calm  influence  of  her  beauty. 
This  is  not  the  case  with  ^schylus.     Already,  as  before  hinted, 
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Stesicliorus  in  his  lyric  interludes  had  ventured  to  assail  the  char- 
acter of  Helen,  applying  to  her  conduct  the  moral  standard  which 
Homer  kept  carefully  out  of  sight,  ^schylus  goes  further.  His 
object  was  to  use  Hellenic  romance  as  the  subject-matter  for  a 
series  of  dramatic  studies  which  should'  set  forth  his  conception 
of  the  divine  government  of  the  Avorld.  A  genius  for  tragedy 
which  has  never  been  surpassed  was  subordinated  by  him  to  a 
sublime  philosophy  of  human  life.  It  w^as  no  longer  possible  for 
Helen  to  escape  judgment.  Her  very  name  supplied  the  keynote 
of  reproach.  Rightly  was  she  called  Helen — tXivavc,  iXarcpoc, 
kXeirroXiQ — "  a  hell  of  ships,  hell  of  men,  hell  of  cities,"  she  sailed 
forth  to  Troy,  and  the  heedless  Trojans  sang  marriage-songs  in 
her  praise,  which  soon  were  turned  to  songs  of  mourning  for  her 
sake.  She,  whom  they  welcomed  as  "  a  spirit  of  unruffled  calm, 
a  gentle  ornament  of  wealth,  a  darter  of  soft  glances,  a  soul- 
woundiug  love-blossom,"  was  found  to  be  no  less  a  source  of  mis- 
chief than  is  a  young  lion  nurtured  in  the  palace  for  the  ruin  of 
its  heirs.  Soon  had  the  Trojans  reason  to  revile  her  as  a  "  Fury 
bringing  w^oe  on  wives."  The  choruses  of  the  Agamemnon  are 
weighted  with  the  burden  of  her  sin.  "  'Iw  tw  xaparovq  'EXtra," 
it  breaks  forth :  "  thine  is  the  blood-guilt  of  those  many,  many 
souls  slain  beneath  Troy  walls !"  She  is  incarnate  Ate,  the  soul- 
seducing,  crime -engendering,  woe -begetting  curse  of  two  great 
nations.  Zeus,  through  her  sin,  wrought  ruin  for  the  house  of 
Priam,  wanton  in  its  wealth.  In  the  dark  came  blinded  Paris 
and  stole  her  forth,  and  she  went  lightly  through  her  husband's 
doors,  and  dared  a  hateful  deed.  Menelaus,  meanwhile,  gazed  on 
the  desecrated  marriage-bed,  and  seemed  to  see  her  floating  through 
his  halls;  and  the  sight  of  beauteous  statues  grew  distasteful  to 
his  eyes,  and  he  yearned  for  her  across  the  sea  in  dreams.  Naught 
was  left,  when  morning  came,  but  vain  forth-stretchings  of  eager 
hands  after  the  shapes  that  follow  on  the  paths  of  sleep.     Then 
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war  awoke,  and  Ares,  who  barters  the  bodies  of  men  for  gold, 
kept  sending  home  to  Hellas  from  Troy  a  little  white  dust  stored 
in  brazen  urns.  It  is  thus  that  ^^schylus  places  in  the  foregi'ound, 
not  the  witchery  of  Helen  and  the  charms  of  Aphrodite,  but  her 
lightness  and  her  sin,  the  woe  it  wrought  for  her  husband,  and  the 
heav'y  griefs  that  through  her  fell  on  Troy  and  Hellas.  It  would 
be  impossible  to  moralize  the  consequences  of  the  woman's  crime 
with  greater  sternness. 

Unfortunately  we  have  no  means  of  stating  how  Sophocles 
dealt  with  the  romance  of  Helen.  Judging  by  analogy,  however, 
we  may  feel  sure  that  in  this,  as  in  other  instances,  he  advanced 
beyond  the  ethical  standpoint  of  JEschylus,  by  treating  the  child 
of  Leda,  no  longer  as  an  incarnation  of  daemonic  Ate,  but  as  a 
woman  whose  character  deserved  the  most  profound  analysis. 
Euripides,  as  usual,  went  a  step  further.  The  bloom  of  uncon- 
scious innocence  had  been  brushed  by  ^schylus  from  the  flower 
of  Greek  romance.  It  was  impossible  for  any  subsequent  drama- 
tist to  avoid  in  some  way  moralizing  the  character  of  Helen.  The 
way  selected  by  Euripides  was  to  bring  her  down  to  the  level  of 
common  life.  The  scene  in  the  Troades  in  which  Helen  stands 
up  to  plead  for  her  life  against  Hecuba  before  the  angry  Mene- 
laus  is  one  of  the  most  complete  instances  of  the  Euripidean 
sophistry.  The  tragic  circumstances  of  Troy  in  ruins  and  of  in- 
jured husband  face  to  face  with  guilty  wife  are  all  forgotten, 
while  Helen  develops  a  very  clever  defence  of  her  conduct  in  a 
long  rhetorical  oration.  The  theatre  is  turned  into  a  law-court, 
and  forensic  eloquence  is  substituted  for  dramatic  poetry.  Hec- 
uba replies  with  an  elaborate  description  of  the  lewdness,  vanity, 
and  guile  of  Helen,  which  we  may  take  to  be  a  fair  statement  of 
the  poet's  own  conception  of  her  character,  since  in  the  Orestes 
he  puts  'similar  charges  into  the  mouth  of  Agamemnon's  daughter. 
There  is  no  doubt  that  Hecuba  has  the  best  of  the  argument. 
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She  paints  the  beauty  of  her  son  Paris  and  the  barbaric  pomp 
which  he  displayed  at  Sparta.     Then  turning  to  Helen— 

o  aoQ  5'  ISwv  viv  vovg  iiroi!]9i]  Kinrptg ' 

TO.  jxiopa  yup  TTavr  iartv  'AippooiTi]  ftpordiQ, 

Koi  Tovvofx  opOwQ  a^pocvvi]Q  iipxti  QuiQ.* 

Sententious  epigrams  like  this,  by  which  the  myths  were  phi- 
losophized to  suit  the  occasions  of  daily  life,  exactly  suited  the 
temper  of  the  Athenian  audience  in  the  age  of  Euripides.  But 
Hecuba  proceeds :  "  You  played  your  husband  oS  against  your 
lover,  and  your  lover  against  your  husband,  hoping  always  to  keep 
the  one  or  the  other  by  your  artifice  ;  and  when  Troy  fell,  no  one 
found  you  tying  the  halter  or  sharpening  the  knife  against  your 
own  throat,  as  any  decent  woman  in  your  position  would  have 
done."  At  the  end  of  her  speech  she  seems  to  have  convinced 
Menelaus,  who  orders  the  attendants  to  carry  off  Helen  to  the 
ships,  in  order  that  she  may  be  taken  to  Argos  and  killed  there. 
Hecuba  begs  him  not  to  embark  her  on  the  same  boat  with  him- 
self.  "  Why  ?"  he  asks.  "  Is  she  heavier  than  she  used  to  be  ?" 
The  answer  is  significant : 

ovK  idT  epaffTTjQ  offTig  ovk  aii  ^iKii. 

"  Once  a  lover,  always  a  lover."  And  so  it  turns  out ;  for,  at  the 
opening  of  the  Orestes,  Helen  arrives  in  comfort  at  the  side  of 
Menelaus.  He  now  is  afraid  lest  she  should  be  seized  and  stoned 
by  the  Argives,  whose  children  had  been  slain  for  her  sake  in 
Troy.  Nor  is  the  fear  vain.  Orestes  and  Pylades  lay  hold  of 
her,  and  already  the  knife  is  at  her  throat,  when  Phoebus  de- 
scends and  declares  that  Helen  has  been  caught  up  to  heaven  to 
reign  with  her  brothers  Castor  and  Polydeukes.     A  more  unethi- 

*  "  Thy  own  soul,  gazing  at  him,  became  Kupris ;  for  Aphrodite,  as  her 
name  denotes,  is  all  the  folly  of  mortals." 
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cal  termination  to  her  adventures  can  hardly  be  imagined ;  for 
Euripides,  following  hitherto  upon  the  lines  of  the  Homeric  story, 
has  been  at  great  pains  to  analyze  her  legend  into  a  common  tale 
of  adultery  and  female  fascination.  lie  now  suddenly  shifts  his 
ground  and  deifies  the  woman  he  had  sedulously  vilified  before. 
His  true  feeling  about  Helen  is  expressed  in  the  lines  spoken  by 
Electra  to  Clytemnestra  {Electra,  1062) : 

TO  fxiv  yap  tlSog  aiivov  u^iov  (p'epei 
'E\£V7]g  Ti  Kai  (tov,  Svo  S'  'i^vTi  avyyovia^ 
d/Kpci)  /.laraio)  Kaoropog  t  ouk  a^io), 
i)  fitv  ycip  upTtaaQua  tKovd  (tTnoXiTO, 
ai)  5'  uvdp'  iipidTOV  "EWa^of  Siw\(.aaQ. 

"You  and  your  sister  are  a  proper  pair,  and  your  beauty  has 
brought  you  the  credit  you  deserve :  both  are  light  women  and 
unworthy  of  Castor;  for  Helen  allowed  herself  to  be  ravished 
and  undone,  while  you  killed  the  best  man  in  Greece."  Further 
illustrations  of  the  Euripidean  conception  of  Helen  as  a  worthless 
woman,  who  had  the  art  to  reconquer  a  weak  husband's  affection, 
miffht  be  drawn  from  the  tirade  of  Peleus  against  Menelaus  in 
the  Andromache  (590,  etc.).* 

This  Euripidean  reading  of  the  character  of  Helen  was  natural 
to  a  sceptical  and  sophistical  age,  when  the  dimly  moralized  myths 
of  ancient  Hellas  had  become  the  raw  material  for  a  poet's  casu- 
istry. Yet,  in  the  heart  of  the  Greek  people.  Homer  had  still  a 
deeper,  firmer  place  than  even  Euripides;  and  the  thought  of 
Helen,  ever  beautiful  and  ever  young,  survived  the  rude  analysis 
of  the  Athenian  drama.  Her  romance  recovered  from  the  prosaic 
rationalism  to  which  it  had  been  subjected — thanks,  no  doubt,  to 

*  Quite  another  view  of  Helen's  character  is  developed  in  the  Helena,  where 
Euripides  has  followed  the  Stesichorean  version  of  her  legend  with  singular 
disregard  for  consistency.  Much  might  be  said  on  this  point  about  the  li- 
cense in  handling  mythical  material  the  Attic  dramatists  allowed  themselves. 
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the  many  sculptors  and  painters  who  immortalized  her  beauty, 
without  suggesting  the  woes  that  she  had  brought  upon  the 
world.  Those  very  woes,  perhaps,  may  have  added  pathos  to  her 
charm  ;  for  had  not  she  too  suffered  in  the  strife  of  men  ?  How 
the  artists  dealt  with  the  myth  of  Helen  we  only  know  by  scat- 
tered hints  and  fragments.  One  bass-relief,  engraved  by  Millingcn, 
reveals  her  standing  calm  beneath  the  sword  of  Menelaus.  That 
sword  is  lifted,  but  it  will  not  fall.  Beauty,  breathed  around  her 
like  a  spell,  creates  a  magic  atmosphere  through  which  no  steel 
can  pierce.  In  another  bass-relief,  from  the  Campana  Museum, 
she  is  entering  Sparta  on  a  chariot,  side  by  side  with  Menelaus, 
not  like  a  captive,  but  with  head  erect  and  haughty  mien,  and 
proud  hand  placed  upon  the  horse's  reins.  Philostratus,  in  his 
Lives  of  the  Sophists,  describes  an  exceedmgly  beautiful  young 
philosopher,  whose  mother  bore  a  close  resemblance  to  the  picture 
of  Helen  by  Eumelus.  If  the  lineaments  of  the  mother  were  re- 
peated in  the  youth,  the  eyes  of  Helen  in  her  picture  must  have 
been  large  and  voluptuous,  her  hair  curled  in  clusters,  and  her 
teeth  of  dazzling  whiteness.  It  is  probable  that  the  later  artists, 
in  their  illustrations  of  the  romance  of  Helen,  used  the  poems  of 
Lesches  and  Arctinus,  now  lost,  but  of  which  the  Posthomerica  of 
Quintus  Smyrnasus  preserve  to  us  a  feeble  reflection.  This  poet 
of  the  fourth  century  after  Christ  does  all  in  his  power  to  reha- 
bilitate the  character  of  Helen  by  laying  the  fault  of  her  crime 
on  Paris,  and  by  describing  at  length  the  charm  which  Venus  shed 
around  her  sacred  person.  It  was  only  by  thus  insisting  upon 
the  daemonic  influence  which  controlled  the  fate  of  Helen  that 
the  conclusions  reached  by  the  rationalizing  process  of  the  drama- 
tists could  be  avoided.  The  Cyclic  poems  thus  preserved  the 
heroic  character  of  Helen  and  her  husband  at  the  expense  of 
Aphrodite,  while  Euripides  had  said  plainly :  "  What  you  call 
Aphrodite   is  your  own  lust."     Menelaus,  in  the  Posthomerica, 
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finds  Helen  hidden  in  the  palace  of  Deipliobus;  astonishment 
takes  possession  of  his  soul  before  the  shining  of  her  beauty,  so 
that  he  stands  immovable,  like  a  dead  tree,  Avhich  neither  north 
nor  south  wind  shakes.  When  the  Greek  heroes  leave  Troy  town, 
Agamemnon  leads  Cassandra  captive,  Neoptolemus  is  followed  by 
Andromache,  and  Hecuba  weeps  torrents  of  tears  in  the  strong 
grasp  of  Odysseus,  A  crowd  of  Trojan  women  fill  the  air  with 
shrill  laments,  tearing  their  tresses  and  strewing  dust  upon  their 
heads.  Meanwhile,  Helen  is  delayed  by  no  desire  to  wail  or 
weep ;  but  a  comely  shame  sits  on  her  black  eyes  and  glowing 
cheeks.  Her  heart  leaps,  and  her  whole  form  is  as  lovely  as  Aph- 
rodite was  when  the  gods  discovered  her  with  Ares  in  the  net  of 
Hephaestus.  Down  to  the  ships  she  comes  with  Menelaus  hand 
in  hand ;  and  the  people,  "  gazing  on  the  glory  and  the  winning 
grace  of  the  faultless  Avoman,  were  astonished;  nor  could  they 
dare  by  whispers  or  aloud  to  humble  her  with  insults ;  but  gladly 
they  saw  in  her  a  goddess,  for  she  seemed  to  all  what  each  de- 
sired." This  is  the  apotheosis  of  Helen ;  and  this  reading  of  her 
romance  is  far  more  true  to  the  general  current  of  Greek  feeling 
than  that  suggested  by  Euripides.  Theocritus,  in  his  exquisite 
marriage-song  of  Helen,  has  not  a  word  to  say  by  hint  or  innuendo 
that  she  will  bring  a  curse  upon  her  husband.  Like  dawn  is  the 
beauty  of  her  face ;  like  the  moon  in  the  heaven  of  night,  or  the 
spring  when  winter  is  ended,  or  like  a  cypress  in  the  meadow,  so 
is  Helen  among  Spartan  maids.  When  Apollonius  of  Tyana,  the 
most  famous  medium  of  antiquity,  evoked  the  spirit  of  Achilles 
by  the  pillar  on  his  barrow  in  the  Troad,  the  great  ghost  consent- 
ed to  answer  five  questions.  One  of  these  concerned  Helen  :  Did 
she  really  go  to  Troy?  Achilles  indignantly  repudiated  the  no- 
tion. She  remained  in  Egypt ;  and  this  the  heroes  of  Achaia 
soon  knew  well ;  "  but  we  fought  for  fame  and  Priam's  wealth." 
It  is  curious  at  the  point  of  transition  in  the  Roman  world  from 
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pao;anism  to  Christianity  to  find  the  name  of  Helen  prominent. 
Helena,  the  mother  of  Constantine,  was  famous  with  the  early 
Church  as  a  pilgrim  to  Jerusalem,  where  she  discovered  the  true 
cross,  and  destroyed  the  temple  of  Venus.  For  one  Helen,  East 
and  West  had  warred  together  on  the  plains  of  Troy.  Following 
the  steps  of  another  Helen,  West  and  East  now  disputed  the  pos- 
session of  the  Holy  Sepulchre.  Such  historical  parallels  are,  how- 
ever, little  better  than  puns.  It  is  far  more  to  the  purpose  to 
notice  how  the  romance  of  Helen  of  Troy,  after  lying  dormant 
during  the  Middle  Ages,  shone  forth  again  in  the  pregnant  myth 
of  Faustus,  The  final  achievement  of  Faust's  magic  was  to  evoke 
Helen  from  the  dead  and  hold  her  as  his  paramour.  To  the 
beauty  of  Greek  art  the  mediaeval  spirit  stretched  forth  with 
yearning  and  begot  the  modern  world.  Marlowe,  than  whom  no 
poet  of  the  North  throbbed  more  mightily  with  the  passion  of 
the  Renaissance,  makes  his  Faust  exclaim : 

Was  this  the  face  that  launched  a  thousand  ships 
And  burnt  the  topless  towers  of  Ilium  ? 
Sweet  Helen  make  me  immortal  with  a  kiss ! 
Her  lips  suck  forth  my  soul :  see  where  it  flies ! 
Come,  Helen,  come,  give  me  my  soul  again. 
Here  will  I  dwell,  for  heaven  is  in  these  lips, 
And  all  is  dross  that  is  not  Helena. 
I  will  be  Paris,  and,  for  love  of  thee. 
Instead  of  Troy  shall  Wertenberg  be  sacked ; 
And  I  will  combat  with  weak  Menelaus, 
And  wear  thy  colors  on  my  plumed  crest ; 
Yea,  I  will  wound  Achilles  in  the  heel, 
And  then  return  to  Helen  for  a  kiss. 
Oh,  thou  art  fairer  than  the  evening  air 
Clad  in  the  beauty  of  a  thousand  stars ; 
Brighter  art  thou  than  flaming  Jupiter 
When  he  appeared  to  hapless  Semele ; 
More  lovely  than  the  monarch  of  the  sky 
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In  wanton  Arethusa's  azured  arms ; 

And  none  but  thou  shalt  be  my  paramour. 

Marlowe,  as  was  natural,  contented  liiraself  witli  an  external 
handling  of  the  Faust  legend.  Goethe  allegorized  the  whole,  and 
turned  the  episode  of  Helen  into  a  parable  of  modern  poetry. 
When  Lynkeus,  the  warder,  is  reprimanded  for  not  having  duly 
asked  Ilelen  into  the  feudal  castle,  he  defends  himself  thus : 

Harrend  auf  des  Morgens  Wonue, 
Oestlich  spahend  ihren  Lauf, 
Ging  auf  einmal  mir  die  Sonne 
Wunderbar  im  Siiden  auf, 

Zog  den  Bliek  nach  jener  Seite, 
Statt  der  Schlucbten,  statt  der  Hoh'n, 
Statt  der  Erd-  und  Himmelsweite, 
Sie,  die  Einzige,  zu  spahn.* 

The  new  light  that  rose  upon  the  Middle  Ages  came  not  from 
the  East,  but  from  the  South,  no  longer  from  Galilee,  but  from 
Greece. 

Thus,  after  living  her  long  life  in  Hellas  as  the  ideal  of  beauty, 
unqualified  by  moral  attributes,  Helen  passed  into  modern  mythol- 
ogy as  the  ideal  of  the  beauty  of  the  pagan  world.  True  to  her 
old  character,  she  arrives  to  us  across  the  Avaters  of  oblivion  with 
the  cestus  of  the  goddess  round  her  waist,  and  the  divine  smile 
upon  her  lips.     Age  has  not  impaired  her  charm,  nor  has  she 


■  Eastward  was  my  glance  directed, 
Watching  for  the  sun's  first  rays  ; 
In  the  south — oh,  sight  of  wonder! 
Rose  the  bright  orb's  sudden  blaze. 

Thitlier  was  my  eye  attracted ; 
Vanislicd  bay  and  mountain  licight, 
Eartli  and  heaven  unseeu  and  all  things, 
All  but  that  enchanted  light. — jh\stcr. 
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learned  the  lesson  of  the  Fall.     Ever  virginal  and  ever  fair,  she 
,is  still  the  slave  of  Aphrodite.     In  Helen  we  welcome  the  inde- 
structible Hellenic  spirit. 

Penelope  is  the  exact  opposite  to  Helen.  The  central  point 
in  her  character  is  intense  love  of  her  home,  an  almost  cat-like  at- 
tachment to  the  house  where  she  first  enjoyed  her  husband's  love, 
and  which  is  still  full  of  all  the  things  that  make  her  life  worth 
having.  Therefore,  when  at  last  she  thinks  that  she  will  have 
to  yield  to  the  suitors  and  leave  it,  these  words  are  always  on  her 
lips : 

Kovpihov  fiaXa  KaXov  IvniKuov  jiiuroio, 
Tov  TTori  iiEj.ii')](jtaQcu  6toi.icii  tvTrtp  oftiptii.* 

We  can  scarcely  think  of  Penelope  except  in  the  palace  of  Ithaca, 
so  firmly  has  this  home-loving  instinct  been  embedded  in  her  by 
her  maker.  Were  it  not  that  the  passion  for  her  home  is  con- 
trolled and  determined  by  a  higher  and  more  sacred  feeling,  this 
Ilaushiiltcrischness  of  Penelope  would  be  prosaic.  Not  only, 
however,  has  Homer  made  it  evident  in  the  Odyssey  that  the  love 
of  Ithaca  is  subordinate  in  her  soul  to  the  love  of  Odysseus,  but 
a  beautiful  Greek  legend  teaches  how  in  girlhood  she  sacrificed 
the  dearest  ties  that  can  bind  a  woman  to  her  love  for  the  hero 
who  had  wooed  and  won  her.  Pausanias  says  that  when  Odys- 
»seus  was  carrying  her  upon  his  chariot  forth  to  his  own  land,  her 
father,  Icarius,  followed  in  their  path  and  besought  her  to  stay 
with  him.  The  young  man  was  ready  busked  for  the  long  jour- 
ney. The  old  man  pointed  to  the  hearth  she  had  known  from 
childhood.  Penelope  between  them  answered  not  a  word,  but 
covered  her  face  with  her  veil.  This  action  Odysseus  interpreted 
rightly,  and  led  his  bride  away,  willing  to  go  where  he  would  go, 

*  "  The  Bome  of  my  wedded  years,  exceeding  fair,  filled  with  all  the  goods 
of  life,  which  even  in  dreams  mcthinks  I  shall  remember." 
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yet  unwilling  to  abandon  what  she  dearly  loved.      No  second 
Odysseus  could  cross   the   woman's  path.      Among  the  suitors 
there  was  not  one  like  him.     Therefore  she  clung  to  her  house- 
tree  in  Ithaca,  the  olive  around  which  Odysseus  had  built  the '. 
nuptial   chamber ;  and  none,  till  he  appeared,  by  force  or  guile 
might  win  her  thence.     It  is  precisely  this  tenacity  in  the  charac- 
ter of  Penelope  which  distinguishes  her  from  Helen,  the  daughter 
of  adventure  and  the  child  of  change,  to  whom  migration  was  no 
less  natural  than  to  the  swan  that  gave  her  life.     Another  charac- 
teristic of  Penelope  is  lier  prudence.     Having  to  deal  with  the 
uproarious  suitors  camped  in  her  son's  halls,  she  deceives  them 
with  fair  words,  and  promises  to   choose  a  husband  from  their 
number  when  she  has  woven  a  winding-sheet  for  Laertes.     Three 
years  pass,  and  the  work  is  still  not  finished.     At  last  a  maiden 
tells  the  suitors  that  every  night  Penelope  undoes  by  lamplight 
what  she  had  woven  in  the  daytime.     This  ruse  of  the  defenceless 
woman  has  passed  into  a  proverb  ;  and  has  become  so  familiar 
that  we  forget,  perhaps,  how  true  a  parable  it  is  of  those  who,  in 
their  weakness,  do  and  undo  daily  what  they  would  fain  never  do 
at  all,  trifling  and  procrastinating  with  tyrannous  passions  which 
they  are  unable  to  expel  from  the  palace  of  their  souls.     The  pru- 
dence of  Penelope  sometimes  assumes  a  form  which  reminds  us 
of  the  heroines  of  Hebrew  story ;  as  when,  for  example,  she  spoils 
the  suitors  of  rich  gifts  by  subtle  promises  and  engagements  care-^ 
fully  guarded.     Odysseus,  seated  in  disguise  near  the  liall-door, 
watches  her  success  and  secretly  approves.     The  same  quality  of 
mind  makes  her  cautious  in  the  reception  of  the  husband  she  has-, 
waited  for  in  widowhood  through  twenty  years.     The  dog  Argus 
has  no  doubt.     He  sees  his  master  through  the  beggar's  rags,  and 
dies  of  joy.     The  handmaid  Eurycleia  is  convinced  as  soon  as 
she  has  touched  the  wound  upon  the  hero's  foot  and  felt  the  well- 
remembered  scar.     Not  so  Penelope.     Though  the  great  bow  has 
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been  bent  and  tlie  suitors  have  been  slain,  and  tliougli  Eurycleia 
comes  to  tell  her  the  whole  truth,  the  queen  has  yet  the  heart  to 
seat  herself  opposite  Odysseus  by  the  fire,  and  to  prove  him  with 
cunningly  devised  tests.  There  is  something  provocative  of  anger 
against  Penelope  in  this  cross-questioning.  But  our  anger  is  dis- 
solved in  tears,  Avhen  at  last,  feeling  sure  that  her  husband  and 
none  other  is  there  verily  before  her  eyes,  she  flings  her  arms 
around  him  in  that  long  and  close  embrace.  Homer  even  in  this 
supreme  moment  has  sustained  her  character  by  a  trait  which, 
however  deli'cate,  can  hardly  escape  notice.  Her  lord  is  weary 
and  would  fain  seek  the  solace  of  his  couch.  But  he  has  dropped 
a  hint  that  still  more  labors  are  in  store  for  him.  Then  Penelope 
replies  that  his  couch  is  ready  at  all  times  and  whensoever  he 
may  need ;  no  hurry  about  that.  Meanwhile,  she  would  like  to 
hear  the  prophecy  of  Teiresias.  Helen,  the  bondwoman  of  dame 
Aphrodite,  would  not  have  waited  thus  upon  the  edge  of  love's 
delight,  long  looked  for  with  strained  widow's  eyes.  Yet  it 
would  be  unfair  to  Penelope  to  dwell  only  on  this  prudent  and 
somewhat  frigid  aspect  of  her  character.  She  is,  perhaps,  most 
amiable  when  she  descends  among  the  suitors  and  prays  Phemius 
to  cease  from  singing  of  the  heroes  who  returned  from  Troy. 
It  is  more  than  she  can  bear  to  sit  weaving  in  the  silent  cham- 
ber mid  her  damsels,  listening  to  the  shrill  sound  of  the  lyre  and 
hearing  how  other  men  have  reached  their  homes,  while  on  the 
waves  Odysseus  still  Avanders,  and  none  knows  whether  he  be 
alive  or  dead.  It  may  be  noticed  that  just  as  Helen  is  a  mate 
meet  for  easily  persuaded  Menclaus  and  luxurious  Paris,  so  Pe- 
nelope matches  the  temper  of  the  astute,  enduring,  persevering 
Odysseus.  As  a  creature  of  the  fancy,  she  is  far  less  fascinating 
than  Helen  ;  and  this  the  poet  seems  to  have  felt,  for  side  by  side 
with  Penelope  in  the  Odyssey  he  has  placed  the  attractive  forms 
of  Circe,  Calypso,  and  Nausicaa.     The  gain  is  double.     Not  only 
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are  the  hearers  of  the  romance  gladdened  by  the  contrast  of  these 
graceful  women  with  the  somewhat  elegiac  figure  of  Penelope, 
but  the  character  of  Odysseus  for  constancy  is  greatly  enhanced. 
How  fervent  must  the  love  of  home  have  been  in  the  man  who 
could  quit  Calypso,  after  seven  years'  sojourn,  for  the  sake  of  a 
wife  grown  gray  with  twenty  widowed  years  !  Odysseus  tells 
Calypso  to  her  face  that  she  is  far  fairer  than  his  wife : 

Oi^a  KCLl  aVTOQ 

iravra  fiaX',  ovvEKa  oiio  inpi<ppu)v  TljjveXoTreia 
iiSoQ  uKidvoTipj],  jiteye9o£  r,  ilg  oy-iia  ISiaOai.* 

"  As  far  as  looks  go,  Penelope  is  nothing  beside  thee."  But 
what  Odysseus  leaves  unsaid — the  grace  of  the  first  woman  who 
possessed  his  soul — constrains  him  with  a  deeper,  tenderer  power 
than  any  of  Calypso's  charms,  Penelope,  meanwhile,  is  pleading 
that  her  beauty  in  the  absence  of  her  lord  has  perished : 

^t7i>'  yroi  fiev  if.i-))v  apeTi)v  dSuQ  re  SifxaQ  re 
aiXiaav  aOdi'aToi  ore  "IXiop  etaavfftaivov 
'ApyfToi.f 

These  two  meet  at  last  together,  he  after  his  long  wanderings, 
and  she  having  suffered  the  insistance  of  the  suitors  in  her  pal- 
ace ;  and  this  is  the  pathos  of  the  Odyssey.  The  woman,  in  spite 
of  her  withered  youth  and  tearful  years  of  widowhood,  is  still 
expectant  of  her  lord.  He,  unconquered  by  the  pleasures  cast 
across  his  path,  unterrified  by  all  the  dangers  he  endures,  clings 
in  thought  to  the  bride  whom  he  led  forth,  a  blushing  maiden, 
from  her   father's   halls.      0  just,  subtle,  and  mighty  Homer! 

*  "  I  know  well  that  Penelope  is  inferior  to  thee  in  form  and  stature,  to  the 
eyes  of  men." 

f  "  Of  a  truth  my  goodliness  and  beauty  of  person  the  gods  destroyed  what 
time  the  Argives  M'ent  up  into  Troy  town." 

10 
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There  is  nothing  of  Greek  here  more  than  of  Hebrew,  or  of 
Latin,  or  of  German.  It  is  pure  humanity. 
ij  Calypso  is  not  a  woman,  but  a  goddess.  She  feeds  upon  am- 
U  brosia  and  nectar,  while  her  maidens  spread  before  Odysseus  the 
food  of  mortals.  Between  hor  and  Hermes  there  is  recognition 
at  first  sight ;  for  god  knows  god,  however  far  apart  their  paths 
may  lie.  Yet  the  love  that  Calypso  bears  Odysseus  brings  this 
daughter  of  Atlas  down  to  earth ;  and  Ave  may  reckon  her  among 
the  women  of  Homer.  How  mysterious,  as  the  Greek  genius 
apprehended  mystery,  is  her  cavern,  hidden  far  away  in  the  isle 
Ogygia,  with  the  grove  of  forest-trees  before  it  and  the  thick  vine 
flourishing  around  its  mouth.  Meadows  of  snow-flake  and  close- 
flowering  selinus  gird  it  round ;  and  on  the  branches  brood  all 
kinds  of  birds.  It  is  an  island  such  as  the  Italian  painters  bring 
before  us  in  their  rarest  moments  of  artistic  divination,  where  the 
blue-green  of  the  twilight  mingles  with  the  green-blue  sea  and 
the  overarching  verdure  of  deep  empurpled  forest-shade.  Under 
those  trees,  gazing  across  the  ocean,  in  the  still  light  of  the  even- 
ing-star, Odysseus  wept  for  his  far-distant  home.  Then,  heavy 
at  lieart,  he  gathered  up  his  raiment,  and  climbed  into  Calypso's 
bed  at  night : 

tTTfi  ovKiTi  ijvSave  viij-Kpt]. 
aW  fiTOi  vvKTag  fiiv  laveaKsv  Kai  avayKy 
iv  airiaai  y\a(pvpolai  Trap  ovk  iB'eXtav  tBeXoixry.* 

To  him  the  message  of  Hermes  recalling  him  to  labor  on  the 
waves  was  joy  ;  but  to  the  nymph  herself  it  brought  mere  bitter- 
ness :  "  Hard  are  ye,  gods,  and  envious  above  all,  who  grudge 
that  goddesses  should  couch  thus  openly  with  mortal  men,  if 
one  should  make  a  dear  bedfellow  for  herself.     For  so  the  rosy- 

♦  "  For  the  nymph  pleased  him  no  longer.     Nathless,  as  need  was,  he  slept 
the  night  in  hollow  caverns,  beside  her  loving  him  who  loved  her  not." 
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fingered  morning  cliose  Orion,  till  ye  gods  that  lead  an  easy  life 
grew  jealous,  and  in  Ogygia  him  the  golden-throned  maid  Arte- 
mis slew  with  her  kind  arrows."  This  wail  of  the  immortal 
nymph  Calypso  for  her  roving  spouse  of  seven  short  years  has 
a  strange  pathos  in  it.  It  seems  to  pass  across  the  sea  like  a  sigh 
of  winds  awakened,  none  knows  how,  in  summer  midnight,  that 
swells  and  dies  far  off  upon  moon-silvered  waves.  The  clear  hu- 
man activity  of  Odysseus  cuts  the  everlasting  calm  of  Calypso 
like  a  knife,  shredding  the  veil  that  hides  her  from  the  eyes  of 
mortals.  Then  he  fares  onward  to  resume  the  toils  of  real  exist- 
ence in  a  land  whereof  she  nothing  knows.  There  is  a  fragment 
of  his  last  speech  to  Penelope,  which  sounds  like  an  echo  of  Ca- 
lypso's lamentation.  "  Death,"  he  says,  "  shall  some  day  rise  for  / 
me,  tranquil  from  the  tranquil  deep,  and  I  shall  die  in  delicate 
old  age."  We  seem  to  feel  that  in  his  last  trance  Odysseus 
might  have  heard  the  far-off  divine  sweet  voice  of  Calypso  call- 
ing him  and  have  hastened  to_Jietcry^_^^^ 

Circe  is  by  no  mea^is  so  mysterious  as  Calypsa>  Yet  she  be- 
lono-s  to  one  of  the  nioir  interesting:  families  in  Greek  romance. 
Her  mother  was  Perse,  daughter  of  Oceanus ;  her  fathgL^was 
Helios ;  she  is  owir~srster,Tlieref6re7^^G  Colchian  ^etes,  and 
aunfof  the  redoubtable  Medea.  She  lives  in  the  isle  of  ^a3a, 
not,  like  Calypso,  deep  embowered  in  groves,  but  in  a  fair  open 
valley  sweeping  downward  to  the  sea,  whence  her  hearth-smoke 
may  be  clearly  descried.  Nor  is  her  home  an  ivy-curtained  cav- 
ern of  the  rocks,  but  a  house  well  built  of  polished  stone,  pro- 
tected from  the  sea-winds  by  oak-woods.  Here  she  dwells  in 
grand  style,  with  nymphs  of  the  streams  and  forests  to  attend 
upon  her,  and  herds  of  wild  beasts,  human  -  hearted,  roaming 
through  her  park.  Odysseus  always  speaks  of  her  with  respect 
as  TvvTria  KipKT)  .  .  .  ^Ta  Beacjv  .  .  .  K/p^r;  EvrrXtkajioQ  deirt)  deoc 
ahcljeaaa.     Like   Calypso,  she   has  a  fair   shrill  voice  that  goes 


li 
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across  the  waters,  and  as  lier  fingers  ply  tlie  shuttle,  she  keeps 
singing  through  the  summer  air.  By  virtue  of  her  birthright,  as 
,  a  daughter  of  the  sun,  she  understands  the  properties  of  plant 
andr  drug; — Popjoy  and  henbane  and  mandragora — all  herbs  of 
subtle  juice  that  draw  soul-quelling  poison  from  the  fat  earth  and 
the  burning  sun — are  hers  to  use  as  she  thinks  fit.  And  the  use 
she  makes  of  them  is  malicious ;  for,  fairy-like  and  wanton,  she 
will  have  the  men  who  visit  her  across  the  seas  submit  their  rea- 
son to  her  lure.  Therefore  she  turns  them  to  swine ;  and  the 
lions  and  wolves  of  the  mountain  she  tames  in  like  manner,  so 
that  they  fawn  and  curl  their  long  tails  and  have  no  heart  to 
ravin  any  more.  This  is  how  she  treats  the  comrades  of  Odys- 
seus :  "  She  drew  them  in  and  set  them  on  benches  and  on  chairs, 
and  put  before  them  cheese  and  meat  and  yellow  honey,  mixing 
therewith  Pramnian  wine :  but  with  the  food  she  mino'led  baleful 
drugs,  to  make  them  quite  forget  their  fatherland.  But  when 
she  had  given  them  thereof  and  they  had  drunk,  straightway  she 
smote  them  with  a  rod  and  shut  them  up  in  sties.  Of  swine 
they  had  the  head,  the  voice,  the  form,  the  bristles ;  but  their 
mind  stayed  firm  as  it  had  been  before.  So  they  then  were 
penned  up,  weeping  bitter  tears ;  biU  Circe  threw  before  them 
acorns  of  the  oak  and  ilex  and  cornel -berries,  food  that  the 
forest-rano'inf>'  swine  are  wont  to  eat."  What  is  admirable  in 
this  description  is  its  gravity.  Circe  is  not  made  out  particu- 
larly wicked  or  malignant.  She  is  acting  only  after  her  kind, 
'^  liTfiT^sOTn^'heautifurbuf  baleful  plant — a  wreath,  for  instance,  of 
red  briony-berries,  whereof  if  children  eat,  they  perish.  Nor, 
again,  is  there  a  touch  of  the  burlesque  in  t^e  narration.  There- 
fore, in  the  charming  picture  which  Riviere  has  painted  of  Circe, 
we  trace  a  vein  of  modern  feeling.  Clasping  her  knees  with  girl- 
ish glee,  she  sits  upon  the  ground  beneath  a  tangle  of  wild-vine, 
and  watches,  the  clumsy  hogs  that  tumble  with  half-comic,  half- 
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pathetic  humanity  expressed  in  their  pink  eyes  and  grunting 
snouts  before  her.  So,  too,  the  solemn  picture  by  Burne  Jones, 
a  masterpiece  of  coloring,  adds  something  mediaeval  to  the  Ho- 
meric Circe.  The  tall  sunflowers  that  remind  us  of  her  father, 
the  cringing  panthers,  black  and  lithe,  the  bending  figure  of  the 
saffron-vested  witch,  the  jars  of  potent  juices,  and  the  distant 
glimpse  of  sea  and  shore,  suggest  more  of  malignant  intention 
than  belongs  to  the  iroTvia  Klpicr],  the  KtpKr]  iroXvfap/iaKog  of  Ho- 
mer's tale.  It  was  inevitable  that  modern  art  should  infuse  a 
deeper  meaning  into  the  allegory.  The  world  has  lived  long  and 
suffered  much  and  grown  greatly  since  the  age  of  Homer.  We 
cannot  be  so  naif  and  childlike  any  longer.  Yet  the  true  charm 
of  Circe  in  the  Odyssey,  the  spirit  that  distinguishes  her  from 
Tannhauser's  Venus  and  Orlando's  Fata  Morgana  and  Ruggiero's 
Alcina  and  Tancred's  Armida,  lies  just  in  this,  that  the  poet  has 
passed  so  lightly  over  all  the  dark  and  perilous  places  of  his  sub- 
ject. This  delicacy  of  touch  can  never  be  regained  by  art.  It 
belonged  to  the  conditions  of  the  first  Hellenic  bloom  of  fancy, 
to  suggest  without  insistance  and  to  realize  without  emphasis. 
Impatient  readers  may  complain  of  want  of  depth  and  character. 
They  would  fain  see  the  Circe  of  the  Odyssey  as  strongly  moral- 
ized as  the  Medea  of  Euripides.  But  in  Homer  only  what  is  hu- 
man attains  to  real  intensity.  The  marvellous  falls  off  and  shades 
away  into  soft  air-tints  and  delightful  dreams.  Still,  it  requires 
the  interposition  of  the  gods  to  save  Odysseus  from  the  charms 
of  the  malicious  maid.  As  Hermes  came  to  Priam  on  the  path 
between  Troy  town  and  the  Achaian  ships,  so  now  he  meets  the 
hero : 

vi)]vly  avSpl  ioiKwQ 
TrpwTov  v7rrjV))Tii '  Tovirep  ■)(apuaTa.Ti]  i'/jSi].* 

*  "  Like  to  a  young  man  when  his  beard  has  just  begun  to  grow,  whose 
bloom  is  then  most  lovely." 
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A  plant  of  moly  is  in  his  hand ;  and  this  will  be  the  antidote 
to  Circe's  philter.  Odysseus's  sword  and  strong  will  must  do  the 
rest.  When  Circe  has  once  found  her  match,  we  are  astonished 
at  the  bonhomie  which  she  displays.  The  game  is  over.  There 
remains  nothing  but  graceful  hospitality  on  her  part  —  elegant 
banquets,  delicious  baths,  soft  beds,  the  restoration  of  the  ship's 
crew  to  their  proper  shape,  and  a  store  of  useful  advice  for  the 
future.  "  There  all  the  days,  for  a  whole  year,  we  sat  feasting 
and  drinking  honeyed  wine  ;  but  when  the  year  was  full,  and  the 
seasons  had  gone  round,  moon  waning  after  moon,  and  the  long 
days  were  finished,  my  dear  comrades  called  on  me  by  name,  and 
spake  once  more  of  home." 

One  more  female  figure  from  the  Ochjssey  remains  as  yet  un- 
touched ;/and^lits4s-ihTjmost"l5cautifur  of  alt~)  Nausicaa  has~no 
legendary  charm  ;  she  isHeither  mystic  "godxTes^  nor  weird  wom- 
an, nor  is  hersjthe_iiignily_aljvifehood.  She  is  simply  the  most 
perfect  maiden,  the  purest,  freshest,  lightest-hearted  girl  of  Greek 
romance.  Odysseus  passes  straight  from  the  solitary  island  of 
Ogygia,  where  elm  and  poplar  and  cypress  overshadow  Calypso's 
cavern,  into  the  company  of  this  real  woman.  It  is  like  coming 
from  a  land  of  dreams  into  a  dewy  garden  when  the  sun  has  risen : 
the  waves  through  which  he  has  fared  upon  his  raft  have  wrought 
for  him,  as  it  were,  a  rough  reincarnation  into  the  realities  of 
human  life.  For  the  sea-brine  is  the  source  of  vigor ;  and  into 
the  deep  he  has  cast,  together  with  Calypso's  raiment,  all  memory 
of  her. 

Nausicaa  was  asleep  in  her  Phajacian  chamber  when  Athene, 
mindful  of  Odysseus's  need,  came  down  and  warned  her  in  a 
dream  that  she  should  bestir  herself  and  wash  her  clothes  against 
her  marriage-day.  When  the  damsel  woke,  she  went  straight  to 
her  father,  Alcinous,  and  begged  him  to  provide  a  horse  and 
mules.     Like  a  prudent  girl,  she  said  nothing  of  her  marriage, 
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but  spoke  of  the  cares  of  the  household.  Her  five  brothers,  she 
said,  the  two  wedded  and  the  other  three  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
want  shining  raiment  for  the  dance,  and  her  duty  it  is  to  see  that 
the  clothes  are  always  ready.  Alcinous  knew  in  his  heart  what 
she  really  meant,  but  he  answered  her  with  no  unseemly  jest. 
Only  he  promised  a  cart  and  a  pair  of  mules ;  and  her  mother 
gave  her  food  to  eat,  and  wine  in  a  skin,  and  a  golden  cruse  of 
oil,  that  she  and  her  maidens  might  spend  a  pleasant  moi*ning 
by  the  sea-beach,  and  bathe  and  anoint  themselves,  when  their 
clothes-washing  was  finished. 

A  prettier  picture  cannot  be  conceived  than  that  drawn  by 
Homer  of  Nausicaa  with  her  handmaidens  thronging  together 
in  the  cart,  which  jogs  downward  through  the  olive-gardens  to 
the  sea.  The  princess  holds  the  whip  and  drives ;  and  when  she 
reaches  the  stream's  mouth  by  the  beach,  she  loosens  the  mules 
from  the  shafts,  and  turns  them  out  to  graze  in  the  deep  meadow. 
Then  the  clothes  are  washed,  and  the  luncheon  is  taken  from  the 
basket,  and  the  game  of  ball  begins.  How  the  ball  flew  aside 
and  fell  into  the  water,  and  how  the  shrill  cries  of  the  damsels 
woke  Odysseus  from  his  sleep,  every  one  remembers.  The  girls 
are  fluttered  by  the  sight  of  the  great  naked  man,  rugged  with 
brine  and  bruised  with  shipwreck.  Nausicaa  alone,  as  becomes 
a  princess,  stands  her  ground  and  questions  him.  The  simple 
delicacy  with  which  this  situation  is  treated  makes  the  whole 
episode  one  of  the  most  charming  in  Homer.  Nothing  can  be 
prettier  than  the  change  from  pity  to  admiration,  expressed  by 
the  damsel,  when  Odysseus  has  bathed  in  running  water,  and 
rubbed  himself  with  oil  and  put  on  goodly  raiment  given  him 
by  the  girls.  Pallas  sheds  treble  grace  upon  his  form,  and  makes 
his  hair  to  fall  in  clusters  like  hyacinth-blossoms,  so  that  an  artist 
who  moulds  figures  of  gilt  silver  could  not  shape  a  comelier  statue. 
The  princess,  with  yesternight's  dream  still  in  her  soul,  wishes  he 
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would  stay  and  be  her  husband.  The  girlish  simplicity  of  Nau- 
sicaa  is  all  the  more  attractive  because  the  Phajacians  are  the 
most  luxurious  race  described  by  Homer.  The  palace  in  which 
she  dwells  with  her  father  is  all  of  bronze  and  silver  and  gold  ;  it 
shines  like  the  sun,  and  a  blue  line  marks  the  brazen  cornice  of 
the  walls.  Dogs  of  silver  and  gold,  Ilepha^stus's  work,  which 
never  can  grow  old  through  length  of  days,  protect  the  entrance. 
Richly  woven  robes  are  cast  upon  the  couches  in  the  hall,  and 
light  is  shed  upon  the  banquet-tables  from  blazing  torches  in  the 
hands  of  golden  boys.  Outside  the  palace  grows  the  garden  with 
well-divided  orchard-rows,  where  pears  and  figs  and  pomegranates 
and  burnished  apples  and  olives  flourish  all  the  year  long.  The 
seasons  change  not  in  Phteacian  land  for  winter  or  for  summer. 
The  west  wind  is  always  blowing.  Pear  follows  after  pear,  and 
apple  after  apple,  and  grape-bunch  after  grape-bunch,  in  a  never- 
ending  autumn  dance.  Vintage,  too,  is  there ;  and  there  are  the 
trim  flower-beds ;  and  through  the  garden  flow  two  fountains. 
The  whole  pleasure-ground  seems  to  have  been  laid  out  with  geo- 
metrical Greek  taste.  It  is  a  paradise  of  neatness,  sunbright,  clear 
to  take  in  at  a  glance.  In  this  delightful  palace  dwells  Alcinous, 
a  kind  old  man,  among  his  sons ;  and  much  delight  they  take  in 
dance  and  song  and  games  of  strength.  The  young  men,  whose 
beards  are  but  just  growing,  leap  in  rhythmic  movement  to  the 
flute  ;  the  elder  and  more  muscular  run  or  wrestle,  and  much  con- 
tempt do  these  goodly  fellows,  like  English  lads,  reserve  for  men 
who  are  not  athletes.  Odysseus  has  to  rebuke  one  of  them,  Eu- 
ryalus,  by  reminding  him  that  faultlessly  fair  bodies  are  not  al- 
ways the  temples  of  a  godlike  soul.  Zeus  gives  not  all  of  his 
good  gifts  to  all ;  for  some  men  owe  grace  and  favor  to  eloquence, 
others  to  beauty,  and  a  man  may  be  like  to  the  immortals  in  face 
and  form,  and  yet  a  fool.  Alcinous  well  describes  the  temper  of 
his  people  when  he  says :  "  We  are  not  faultless  boxers,  nor  yet 
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wrestlers  ;  but  with  our  feet  we  race  swiftly,  and  none  can  beat 
us  in  rowing;  and  we  aye  love  the  banquet,  and  the  lyre,  and 
dancing,  and  gay  raiment,  and  warm  baths,  and  joys  of  love."  It 
is  therefore  not  without  propriety  that  Demodocus,  their  blind 
bard,  "  whom  the  Muse  loved  much,  and  gave  him  good  and  evil — 
for  she  reft  him  of  his  sight  and  gave  him  honeyed  song" — sings 
of  Aphrodite  tangled  with  Ares  in  the  net  of  Hephaistus.  From 
this  soft,  luxurious,  comely,  pleasure-loving  folk  Nausicaa  springs 
up  like  a  pure  blossom — anemone  or  lily  of  the  mountains.  She 
has  all  the  sweetness  of  temper  which  distinguishes  Alcinous ;  but 
the  voluptuous  living  of  her  people  has  not  spoiled  her.  The 
maidenly  reserve  which  she  displays  in  her  first  reception  of 
Odysseus,  her  prudent  avoidance  of  being  seen  with  him  in  the 
streets  of  the  town  while  he  is  yet  a  stranger,  and  the  care  she 
takes  that  he  shall  suffer  nothing  by  not  coming  with  her  to  the 
palace,  complete  the  portrait  of  a  girl  who  is  as  free  from  coquet- 
ry as  she  is  from  prudishness.  Perhaps  she  strikes  our  fancy  with 
most  clearness  when,  after  bathing  and  dressing,  Odysseus  passes 
her  on  his  way  through  the  hall  to  the  banquet.  She  leaned 
against  the  pillar  of  the  roof  and  gazed  upon  Odysseus,  and  said : 
"  Hail,  guest,  and  be  thou  mindful  of  me  when  perchance  thou  art 
in  thine  own  land  ao-ain,  for  to  me  the  first  thou  dost  owe  the 
price  of  life."  This  is  the  last  word  spoken  by  Nausicaa  in  the 
Odyssey.  She  is  not  mentioned  among  the  Phseacians  who  took 
leave  of  the  hero  the  day  he  passed  to  Ithaca. 

Before  quitting  the  women  of  Homer,  we  must  return  to  the 
Iliad  ;  for  without  Briseis  and  Andromache  their  company  would 
be  incomplete.  As  the  figures  in  a  bass-relief  are  variously 
wrought,  some  projecting  like  independent  statues  in  sharp  light 
and  shadow,  while  others  are  but  half  detached,  and  a  third  sort 
offer  mere  outlined  profiles  scarcely  embossed  upon  the  marble 
background :  even  so  the  poet  has  obeyed  a  law  of  relative  pro- 
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portion  in  his  treatment  of  character.  The  subordinate  heroes, 
for  example,  in  the  Iliad  fall  away  from  the  central  figure  of 
Achilles  into  more  or  less  of  slightness.  This  does  not  mean  that 
we  can  trace  the  least  indecision  in  Homer's  touch,  or  that  he  has 
slurred  his  work  by  haste  or  incapacity.  On  the  contrary,  there 
is  no  poet  from  whom  deeper  lessons  in  the  art  of  subordinating 
accessories  to  the  main  subject  without  impairing  their  real  value 
can  be  learned.  A  sculptor  like  Phcidias  knows  how  to  give  sig- 
nificance to  the  least  indication  of  a  form  which  he  has  placed 
upon  the  second  plane  in  his  bass-relief.  Just  so  Homer  inspires 
his  minor  characters  with  personality.  To  detach  this  personality 
in  each  case  is  the  task  of  the  critic  ;  yet  his  labor  is  no  light 
one ;  for  the  Homeric  characters  draw  their  life  from  incidents, 
motives,  action.  To  the  singers  fancy  they  appeared,  not  as 
products  of  the  self-conscious  imagination,  but  as  living  creatures  ; 
and  to  separate  them  from  their  environment  of  circumstance  is 
almost  to  destroy  them.  This  is  the  specific  beauty  of  the  art  of 
Homer.  In  its  origin  it  must  have  been  the  outcome,  not  of  re- 
flection, but  of  inspired  instinct ;  for  in  the  Homeric  age  psycho- 
logical analysis  was  unknown,  and  the  very  nomenclature  of  crit- 
icism had  yet  to  be  invented.  We  can  draw  inexhaustible  lessons 
in  practical  wisdom  from  the  Homeric  poems ;  but  we  cannot 
with  impunity  subject  those  delicate  creations  to  the  critical  cru- 
cible. They  delight  both  intellect  and  senses  with  a  many-toned 
harmony  of  exquisitely  modulated  parts ;  but  the  instant  we  be- 
gin to  dissect  and  theorize,  we  run  a  risk  of  attributing  far  more 
method  and  deliberation  than  w^as  natural  to  a  poet  in  the  early 
age  of  Hellas.  It  is  almost  impossible  to  set  forth  the  persons  of 
Homer  except  in  his  own  way,  and  in  close  connection  with  the 
incidents  through  which  they  are  revealed;  whereas  the  charac- 
ters of  a  more  self-conscious  artist — the  Medea,  for  example,  or 
the  Pha;dra  of  Euripides — can  be  described  without  much  repeti- 


THE  WOMEN  OF  HOMER.  155 

tion  of  their  speeclies  or  reconstruction  of  tlie  dramas  in  whicli 
they  play  their  parts. 

Andromache  offers  a  not  inapt  ilhistration  to  these  remarks. 
She  is  beautiful,  as  all  heroic  women  are ;  and  Homer  tells  us  she 
is  "white-armed."  We  know  no  more  about  her  person  than 
this ;  and  her  character  is  exhibited  only  in  the  famous  parting 
scene  and  in  the  two  lamentations  which  she  pours  forth  for  her 
husband.  Yet  who  has  read  the  Iliad  without  carrying  away  a 
distinct  conception  of  this,  the  most  lovable  among  the  women 
of  Homer  ?  She  owes  her  character  far  less  to  what  she  does  and 
what  she  says  than  to  how  she  looks  in  that  ideal  picture  painted 
on  our  memory  by  Homer's  verse.  The  affection  of  Hector  for 
his  wife,  no  less  distinguished  than  the  passion  of  Achilles  for  his 
friend,  has  made  the  Trojan  prince  rather  than  his  Greek  rival  the 
hero  of  modern  romance.  When  he  leaves  Ilion  to  enter  on  the 
lonsc  combat  which  ends  in  the  death  of  Patroclus,  the  last  thouo'ht 
of  Hector  is  for  Andromache.  He  finds  her,  not  in  their  home, 
but  on  the  wall,  attended  by  her  nurse,  who  carries  in  her  arms  his 
only  son : 

'EKTopidt]v  dyuTnjTov  aXiyKiov  c'ldTtpi  /caXip.* 

Her  first  words,  after  she  has  Avept  and  clasped  him,  are : 
"  Love,  thy  stout  heart  will  be  thy  death,  nor  hast  thou  pity  of  thy 
child  or  me,  who  soon  shall  be  a  widow.  My  father  and  my 
mother  and  my  brothers  are  all  slain  ;  but.  Hector,  thou  art  father 
to  me  and  mother  and  brother,  and  thou  too  art  the  husband  of 
my  youth.  Have  pity,  then,  and  stay  here  in  the  tower,  lest  thy 
son  be  orphaned  and  thy  wife  a  widow."  The  answer  is  worthy 
of  the  hero.  "  Full  well,"  he  says,  "  know  I  that  Troy  will  fall, 
and  I  foresee  the  sorrow  of  my  brethren  and  the  king ;  but  for 
these  I  grieve  not :  to  think  of  thee,  a  slave  in  Argos,  unmans  me 
almost ;  yet  even  so  I  will  not  flinch  or  shirk  the  fight.  My  duty 
*  Hector's  only  son,  like  unto  a  fair  star. 
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calls,  and  I  must  away."  He  stretclies  out  his  mailed  arms  to 
Astyanax,  but  the  child  is  frightened  by  his  nodding  plumes.  So 
he  lays  aside  his  helmet,  and  takes  the  baby  to  his  breast,  and 
prays  for  him.  Andromache  smiles  through  her  tears,  and  down 
the  clanging  causeway  strides  the  prince.  Poor  Andromache  has 
nothing  left  to  do  but  to  return  home  and  raise  the  dir^e  for  a 
husband  as  good  as  dead.  When  we  see  her  again  in  the  22d 
Iliad,  she  is  weaving,  and  her  damsels  are  heating  a  bath  against 
Hector's  return  from  the  fight.  Then  suddenly  the  cry  of  Hecu- 
ba's anguish  thrills  her  ears.  Shuttle  and  thread  drop  from  her 
hands ;  she  gathers  up  her  skirts,  and  like  a  Maenad  flics  forth  to 
the  wall.  She  arrives  in  time  to  see  her  husband's  body  dragged 
through  dust  at  Achilles'  chariot-wheels  away  from  Troy.  She 
faints,  and  when  she  wakes  it  is  to  utter  the  most  piteous  lament 
in  Homer — not,  however,  for  Hector  so  much,  or  for  hei'self,  as  for 
Astyanax.  He  who  was  reared  upon  a  father's  knees  and  fed 
with  marrow  and  the  fat  of  lambs,  and,  when  play  tired  him,  slept 
in  soft  beds  among  nursing-women,  will  now  roam,  an  orphan, 
wronged  and  unbefriended,  hunted  from  the  company  of  happier 
men,  or  fed  by  charity  with  scanty  scraps.  The  picture  of  an  or- 
phan's misery  among  cold  friends  and  hard  oppressors  is  wrought 
with  the  pathos  of  exquisite  simplicity.  And  to  the  same  theme 
Andromache  returns  in  the  vocero  which  she  poui's  forth  over  the 
body  of  Hector.  "  I  shall  be  a  widow  and  a  slave,  and  Astyanax 
will  either  be  slaughtered  by  Greek  soldiers  or  set  to  base  service 
in  like  bondage."  Then  the  sight  of  the  corpse  reminds  her  that 
the  last  words  of  her  sorrow  must  be  paid  to  Hector  himself. 
What  touches  her  most  deeply  is  the  thought  of  death  in  battle : 

ov  yap  HOI  6v})(Tku)v  Xex'k^v  tK  x^lpac  opi^aQ ' 

OvSs   TL  f.lOl  iLTViQ  TZVKIVOV  ITCOQ,  OVTi  KtV  alii 

HefivijHrjv  vvicrag  rt  Kai  ijixara  SciKpvxtovaa.* 
*  "  For,  dying,  thou  didst  not  reach  to  me  tliy  hand  from  the  bed,  nor  say 
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As  far  as  studied  delineation  of  character  goes,  Briseis  is  still  more 
a  silhouette  than  Andromache.  We  know  her  as  the  fair-cheeked 
damsel  who  was  fain  to  stay  with  Achilles,  and  who  loved  Patro- 
clus  because  he  kept  for  her  a  soothing  word.  In  her  threnos  for 
Patroclus  she  exclaims,  "  How  one  woe  after  another  takes  me ! 
I  saw  my  husband  slain  before  our  city,  and  my  three  brethren ; 
but  you,  Patroclus,  then  comforted  me,  and  said  I  should  be 
Achilles'  wife:  you  were  ever  gentle."  This  is  really  all  we 
know  about  her.  Yet  Briseis  lives  in  our  memory  by  virtue  of 
the  great  passions  gathered  round  her,  and  the  weighty  actions  in 
Avhich  she  plays  her  part. 

In  course  of  years  the  heroes  of  the  Homeric  romances  came 
to  be  worshipped,  not  exactly  like  gods  with  dvaiai,  but  like  the 
more  than  mortal  dead  with  kyayi(T^aTa.  They  had  their  chapels 
and  their  hearths,  distinct  from  the  temples  and  the  altars  of  the 
deities.  These  were  generally  raised  upon  the  supposed  spot  of 
their  sepulture,  or  in  places  which  owed  them  special  reverence  as 
cekists  or  as  ancestors.  In  the  case  of  (Edipus,  the  translation  of 
the  hero  to  the  company  of  gods  secured  for  him  a  cultus  in 
Colonos.  It  was  supposed  that  heroes  exercised  a  kindly  influ- 
ence over  the  people  among  whom  they  dwelt ;  haunting  the 
neighborhood  in  semi  -  corporeal  visitations,  conferring  benefits 
upon  the  folk,  and  exhibiting  signs  of  anger  when  neglected. 
Thus  Philostratus  remarks  that  Protesilaus  had  a  fane  in  Thessa- 
ly,  "  and  many  humane  and  favorable  dealings  doth  he  show  the 
men  of  Thessaly,  yea,  and  angerly  also  if  he  be  neglected."  *  The 
same  Philostratus,  whose  works  ase  a  treasure-house  of  informa- 
tion respecting  the  latest  forms  of  Hellenic  paganism,  reports  the 
actual  form  of  prayer  used  by  AppoUonius  of  Tyana  at  the  tomb 

to  me  words  of  wisdom,  the  which  I  might  have  aye  remembered  night  and 
day  with  tears." 
*  'H|OwVkoc,  680. 
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of  Palamcdes,*  and  makes  the  gliost  of  Achilles  complain  :  "  The 
Thessalians  for  a  long  time  have  remitted  my  offerings  ;  still  I  am 
not  yet  minded  to  display  my  wrath  against  them."  Achilles, 
•who  has  been  evoked  above  his  tomb  in  the  Troad  by  the  prayers 
of  Apollonius,  proceeds  to  remark  that  even  the  Trojans  revere 
him  more  than  his  own  people,  but  that  he  cannot  restore  the 
town  of  Troy  to  its  old  prosperity.  He  hints,  however,  pretty 
broadly,  that  if  the  Thessalians  do  not  pay  him  more  attention, 
he  will  reduce  them  to  the  same  state  of  misery  as  the  Trojans. 
The  dajmon,  it  may  be  said  in  passing,  vanishes,  like  a  mediajval 
ghost,  at  cockcrow. f 

This  cultus  of  the  Homeric  heroes  was,  of  course,  inseparable 
from  a  corresponding  growth  of  artistic  associations ;  and  here  it 
is  not  a  little  curious  to  compare  our  own  indefinite  conceptions 
of  the  outward  form  of  the  heroic  personages  with  the  very  con- 
crete incarnation  they  received  from  Greek  sculptors  and  painters. 
The  first  memorable  attempt  to  express  the  heroes  of  Homer  in 
marble  was  upon  the  pediment  at  ^gina;  the  first  elaborate  pic- 
torial representation  was  that  of  Polygnotus  on  the  walls  of  the 
Lesche  at  Delphi.  A  Greek  Lesche  was  not  unlike  an  Italian  or 
Oriental  cafe,  extended  to  suflice  for  the  requirements  of  a  whole 
city.  What  has  been  discovered  at  Pompeii,  in  addition  to  the 
full  description  of  the  Delphian  Lesche  by  Pausanias,  inclines  us 
to  believe  that  the  walls  of  these  public  places  of  resort  were  not 
unfrequently  decorated  with  Homeric  pictures.  The  beautiful 
frescos  of  Achilles  among  the  daughters  of  Lycomedes,  of  Achil- 
les bathed  by  Thetis  in  the  Styx,  of  Briseis  led  forth  by  Patroclus 
into  the  company  of  the  Achaian  chiefs,  and  of  Penelope  ques- 
tioning the  disguised  Odysseus  about  her  husband,  which  have 
been  discovered  in  various  parts  of  Pompeii,  sufficiently  illustrate 
to  modern  minds  the  style  of  this  wall-painting.     The  treatise 

*  Life  of  Apolloiihcs,  150.  f  Il>id.  153,  154. 
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surnamed  Ekoj'fc  of  Philostratus  is  an  elaborate  critical  catalogue 
of  a  picture-gallery  of  this  sort ;  and  from  many  indications  con- 
tained in  it  we  learn  liow  thoroughly  the  heroes  of  Homer  had  ac- 
quired a  fixed  corporeal  personality.  In  describing,  for  example, 
a  picture  of  the  lamentation  for  Antilochus,  he  says :  "  These  things 
are  Homer's  paintings,  but  the  painter's  action."  Then  he  goes 
on  to  point  out  the  chief  persons :  "  You  can  distinguish  Odysseus 
at  once  by  his  severe  and  wideawake  appearance,  Menelaus  by  his 
gentleness,  Agamemnon  by  his  inspired  look ;  while  Tydeus  is  in- 
dicated by  his  freedom,  the  Telamonian  Ajax  by  his  grimness,  and 
the  Locrian  by  his  activity."  *  In  another  place  he  tells  us  that 
Patroclus  was  of  an  olive-pale  complexion  {niXij^Kwpoc),  with  black 
eyes  and  rather  thick  eyebrows;  his  head  was  erect  upon  the 
neck,  like  that  of  a  man  who  excels  in  athletic  exercises,  his  nose 
straight,  with  wide  nostrils,  like  an  eager  horse.  These  descrip- 
tions occur  in  the  Heroic  Dialogue.  They  are  supposed  to  have 
been  communicated  by  the  daemon  Protesilaus  to  a  vine-dresser 
who  frequented  his  tomb.  Achilles,  on  the  other  hand,  had  abun- 
dant hair,  more  pleasant  to  the  sight  in  hue  than  gold,  with  a  nose 
inclining  to  the  aquiline,  angry  brows,  and  eyes  so  bright  and 
lively  that  the  soul  seemed  leaping  from  them  in  fire.  Hector, 
again,  had  a  terrible  look  about  him,  and  scorned  to  dress  his  hair, 
and  his  ears  were  crushed,  not  indeed  by  Avrestling,  for  barbarians 
do  not  wrestle,  but  by  the  habit  of  struggling  for  mastery  with 
wild  bulls.f 

Some  of  the  women  of  Homeric  story,  Helen  for  example,  and 
Iphigenia,  received  divine  honors,  together  with  suitable  artistic 
personification.     But  women  were  not  closely  connected  with  the 

*  EiKoi'ee,  820.     (By  Kayser,  Zurich,  2d  ed.) 

f  'UpoiiKOQ,  736,  733,  722.  For  the  curious  detail  about  Hector's  ears  com- 
pare Theocr.  22,  45,  where  athletes  are  described  reBXayn'ivoi  ovara  TrvyfiaXs- 
Statues  of  Hercules  show  this. 
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genealogical  and  gentile  foundations  of  the  Greek  cultus ;  only  a 
few,  therefore,  were  thus  distinguished.  What  has  here  been  said 
about  tiie  superstition  that  gave  form  and  distinctness  to  the  creat- 
ures of  Homeric  fancy  may  be  taken  as  applying  in  general  to 
the  attitude  assumed  by  ancient  art.  The  persons  of  a  poem  or 
a  mythus  were  not  subjected  to  critical  analysis  as  we  dissect  the 
characters  of  Hamlet  or  of  Faust.  But  they  were  not  on  that 
account  the  less  vividly  apprehended.  They  tended  more  and 
more  to  become  external  realities — beings  with  a  definite  form 
and  a  fixed  character.  In  a  word,  through  sculpture,  painting, 
and  superstition,  they  underwent  the  same  personifying  process  as 
the  saints  of  mediaeval  Italy.  To  what  extent  the  Attic  drama 
exercised  a  disturbing  influence  and  interrupted  this  process  has 
been  touched  upon  with  reference  to  the  Euripidean  Helen. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

HESIOD. 

The  Difference  between  the  Homeric  and  the  Hesiodic  Spirit. — The  Terson- 
ality  of  Hesiod  more  Distinct  than  that  of  Homer. — What  we  Know 
about  his  Life.  —  Perses.  —  The  Hesiodic  Rhapsodes.  —  Theogony  and 
Works  and  Days. — Didactic  Poetry. — The  Story  of  Prometheus. — Greek 
and  Hebrew  Myths  of  the  Fall. — The  Allegorical  Element  in  the  Prome- 
thean Legend. — The'  Titans. — The  Canto  of  the  Four  Ages. — Hesiodic 
Ethics. — The  Golden  Age. — Flaxman's  Illustrations. — Justice  and  Vir- 
tue.— Labor. — Bourgeois  Tone  of  Hesiod. — Marriage  and  Women. — The 
Gnomic  Importance  of  Hesiod  for  the  Early  Greeks. 

Hesiod,  tliougli  lie  belongs  to  the  first  age  of  Greek  literature, 
and  ranks  among  the  earliest  of  Hellenic  poets,  marks  the  transi- 
tion from  the  heroic  period  to  that  of  the  despots,  when  ethical 
inquiry  began  in  Greece.  Like  Homer,  Hesiod  is  inspired  by  the 
Muses :  alone,  upon  Mount  Helicon,  he  received  from  them  the 
gift  of  inspiration.  But  the  message  which  he  communicates  to 
men  does  not  concern  the  deeds  of  demigods  and  warriors.  It 
offers  no  material  for  tragedies  upon  the  theme  of 

Thebes  or  Pelops'  line, 
Or  the  tale  of  Troy  divine. 

On  the  contrary,  Hesiod  introduces  us  to  the  domestic  life  of 
shepherds,  husbandmen,  and  merchants.  Homely  precepts  for 
the  conduct  of  affairs  and  proverbs  on  the  utility  of  virtue  re- 
place the  glittering  pictures  of  human  passions  and  heroic  strife 
which  the  Homeric  poems  present.    A  new  element  is  introduced 

11 
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into  literature,  the  element-  of  man  reflecting  on  himself,  question- 
ing the  divine  laws  under  which  he  is  obliged  to  live,  and  deter- 
mining the  balance  of  good  and  evil  which  the  days  of  youth  and 
age  bring  with  them  in  his  earthly  course.  The  individual  is  now 
occupied  with  his  own  cares  and  sorrows  and  brief  joys.  Livino- 
in  the  present,  and  perforce  accommodating  his  imagination  to 
the  prose  of  human  existence,  he  has  forgotten  to  dream  anv 
longer  of  the  past,  or  to  reconstruct  in  fancy  the  poetic  charm  of 
visionary  heroism.  It  was  just  this  difference  between  Homer 
and  Hesiod  which  led  the  aristocratic  Greeks  of  a  later  age  to 
despise  the  poet  of  Ascra,  Cleomenes,  the  king  of  Sparta,  chief 
of  that  proud  military  oligarchy  Avhich  had  controlled  the  desti- 
nies of  decaying  Hellas,  is  reported  by  Plutarch  to  have  said  that, 
while  Homer  was  the  bard  of  warriors  and  noble  men,  Hesiod  was 
the  singer  of  the  Helots.  In  this  saying  the  contempt  of  the  mar- 
tial class  for  the  peaceable  workers  of  the  world  is  forcibly  ex- 
pressed. It  is  an  epigram  which  endears  Hesiod  to  democratic 
critics  of  the  modern  age.  They  can  trace  in  its  brief  utterance 
the  contempt  which  has  been  felt  in  all  periods — especially  among 
the  historic  Greeks,  who  regarded  labor  as  ignoble,  and  among  the 
feudal  races,  with  whom  martial  prowess  was  the  main-stay  of  so- 
ciety— for  the  unrecorded  and  unhonored  earners  of  the  bread 
whereby  the  brilliant  and  the  well-born  live. 

Hesiod,  therefore,  may  be  taken  as  the  type  and  first  expression 
of  a  spirit  in  Greek  literature  alien  from  that  which  Homer  rep- 
resents. The  wrath  and  love  of  Achilles,  the  charm  of  Helen  and 
the  constancy  of  Penelope,  the  councils  of  the  gods,  the  pathos  of 
the  death  of  Hector,  the  sorrows  of  King  Priam  and  the  labors  of 
Odysseus,  are  exchanged  for  dim  and  doleful  ponderings  upon  the 
destiny  of  man,  for  the  shadowy  mythus  of  Prometheus  and  the 
vision  of  the  ages  ever  growing  worse  as  they  advance  in  time. 
AJl  the  rich  and  manifold  arras -work  of  suffcrino;  and   action 
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■wticli  the  Odyssey  and  the  Iliad  display  yields  to  such  sombre 
meditation  as  a  sad  soul  in  the  childhood  of  the  world  may  pour 
forth,  brooding  on  its  own  wrongs  and  on  the  woes  of  men  around. 
The  climax  of  the  whole,  after  the  justice  of  God  has  been  quer- 
ulously arraigned,  and  the  violence  of  princes  has  been  appealed 
ao-ainst  with  pitiful  vain  iteration,  is  a  series  of  practical  rules  for 
daily  conduct,  and  a  calendar  of  simple  ethics. 

Very  little  is  known  about  Ilesiod  himself ;  nor  can  the  date 
at  which  the  poems  ascribed  to  him  were  composed  be  fixed  with 
any  certainty.  Something  of  the  same  semi-mythical  obscurity 
which  surrounds  Homer  envelops  Hesiod.  Just  as  Homer  was 
the  eponymous  hero  of  the  school  of  epic  poets  in  Asia  Minor 
and  the  islands,  so  Hesiod  may  be  regarded  as  the  titular  presi- 
dent of  a  rival  school  of  poets  locaUzed  near  Mount  Helicon  in 
Boeotia.  That  is  to  say,  it  is  probable  that  the  Hesiodic,  like  the 
Homeric,  poems  did  not  emanate  from  their  supposed  author  as 
we  read  them  now;  but  we  may  assume  that  they  underwent 
chanofes  and  received  additions  from  followers  who  imbibed  his 
spirit  and  attempted  to  preserve  his  style.  And,  further,  the  po- 
ems ascribed  to  Hesiod  became,  as  years  went  by,  a  receptacle  for 
gnomic  verses  dear  to  the  Greeks.  Like  the  elegies  of  Theognis, 
the  ethical  hexameters  of  Hesiod  were,  practically,  an  anthology 
of  anonymous  compositions.  Still  Hesiod  has  a  more  distinct  his- 
toric personality  than  Homer.  In  the  first  place,  the  majority  of 
ancient  critics  regarded  him  as  later  in  date  and  more  removed 
from  the  heroic  age.  Then  again,  he  speaks  in  his  own  person, 
recording  many  details  of  his  life,  and  mentioning  his  father  and 
his  brother.  Homer  remains  forever  lost,  like  Shakespeare,  in  the 
creatures  of  his  own  imagination.  Instead  of  the  man  Homer, 
we  have  the  Achilles  and  Odysseus  whom  he  made  immortal. 
Hesiod  tells  us  much  about  himself.  A  vein  of  personal  reflec- 
tion, a  certain  tone  of  peevish  melancholy,  peculiar  to  the  Individ- 
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ual,  runs  through  his  poems.  He  is  far  less  the  mouthpiece  of 
the  heavenly  Muse  than  a  man  like  ourselves,  touching  his  lyre  at 
times  with  a  divine  grace,  and  then  again  sweeping  the  chords 
with  a  fretfulness  that  draws  some  jarring  notes. 

We  learn  from  the  hexameters  of  Hesiod  that  he  was  born  at 
Ascra  in  Boeotia  {Works  and  Days,  line  640).  His  father  Avas  an 
emigrant  from  /Eolian  Kume,  whence  he  came  to  Ascra  in  search 
of  better  fortune,  "  forsaking  not  plenty  nor  yet  w"ealth  and  happi- 
ness, but  evil  poverty  which  Zeus  gives  to  men :  near  Helicon  he 
dwelt  in  a  sorry  village,  Ascra,  bad  in  winter,  rigorous  in  summer 
heat,  at  no  time  genial."  From  the  exordium  of  the  Theogomj 
(line  23)  it  appears  that  Hesiod  kept  sheep  upon  the  slopes  of 
Helicon ;  for  it  was  there  that  the  Muse  descended  to  visit  him, 
and,  after  rebuking  the  shepherds  for  their  idleness  and  grossness, 
gave  him  her  sacred  laurel-branch  and  taught  him  song.  On  this 
spot,  as  he  tells  us  in  the  Works  and  Days  (line  656),  he  offered 
the  first  prize  of  victory  which  he  obtained  at  Chalkis.  It  would 
seem  clear  from  these  passages  that  poetry  had  been  recognized 
as  an  inspiration,  cultivated  as  an  art,  and  encouraged  by  public 
contests  lono*  before  the  date  of  Hesiod. 

Husbandry  was  despised  in  Boeotia,  and  the  pastoral  poet  led  a 
monotonous  and  depressing  life.  The  great  event  which  changed 
its  even  tenor  was  a  lawsuit  between  himself  and  his  brother  Per- 
ses  concerning  the  division  of  their  inheritance.*  Perses,  who 
was  an  idle  fellow,  after  spending  his  own  patrimony,  tried  to  get 
that  of  Hesiod  into  his  hands,  and  took  his  cause  before  judges 
whom  he  bribed.  Hesiod  was  forced  to  relinquish  his  property, 
whereupon  he  retired  from  Ascra  to  Orchomenos.  At  Orchom- 
enos  he  probably  passed  the  remainder  of  his  days.  This  inci- 
dent explains  Avhy  Hesiod  dwelt  so  much  upon  the  subject  of 
justice  in  his  poem  of  the  Works  and  Days,  addressed  to  Perses. 

*  Works  and  Bays,  219,  261,  037. 
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Mlya  ri'iTTu  Ufptrri  lie  always  calls  this  brother,  as  though,  while 
heaping  the  coals  of  good  counsel  upon  his  head,  he  wished  to 
humble  his  oppressor  by  the  parade  of  moral  and  intellectual  su- 
periority. Some  of  Ilesiod's  finest  passages,  his  most  intense  and 
passionate  utterances,  are  wrung  from  him  by  the  injustice  he  had 
suffered ;  so  true  is  the  famous  saying  that  poets 

Learn  in  suffering  what  they  teach  in  song. 

One  parable  will  for  the  moment  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  po- 
etry which  the  wrong-dealing  of  Perses  drew  from  him.  "  Thus 
spake  the  hawk  to  the  nightingale  of  changeful  throat,  as  he  bore 
her  far  aloft  among  the  clouds,  the  prey  of  his  talons :  she,  poor 
wretch,  wailed  piteously  in  the  grip  of  his  crooked  claws ;  but  he 
insultingly  addressed  her :  '  Wretch,  why  criest  thou  ?  Thou  art 
now  the  prey  of  one  that  is  the  stronger ;  and  thou  shalt  go  whith- 
er I  choose  to  take  thee,  song-bird  as  thou  art.  Yea,  if  I  see  fit, 
I  will  make  my  supper  of  thee,  or  else  let  thee  go.  A  fool  is  he 
who  kicks  against  his  betters :  of  victory  is  he  robbed,  and  suffers 
injury  as  well  as  insult.'  "  Hesiod  himself  is,  of  course,  meant  by 
the  nightingale,  and  the  hawk  stands  for  violence  triumphing  over 
justice. 

In  verse  and  dialect  the  Hesiodic  poems  are  not  dissimilar  from 
the  Homeric,  which,  supposing  their  date  to  have  been  later,  proves 
that  the  Iliad  had  determined  the  style  and  standard  of  epic  com- 
position, or,  supposing  a  contemporary  origin,  would  show  that  the 
Greeks  of  the  so-called  heroic  age  had  agreed  upon  a  common  lit- 
erary language.  We  may  refer  the  Theogony  and  the  Works  and 
Days,  after  the  deduction  of  numerous  interpolations,  to  Hesiod, 
but  only  in  the  same  sense  and  with  the  same  reservation  as  we 
assign  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey  to  Homer.*     Unlike  the  heroic 

*  There  are  probably  few  scholars  who  would  now  venture  to  maintain  con- 
fidently that  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey  were  composed  by  one  and  the  same 
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epos,  tLcy  were  recited,  not  to  the  accompaniment  of  tlie  cithara, 
but  by  the  poet  standing  with  a  laurel  staff,  called  pn/3coc  or  (TKrjTr- 
Tpov,  in  his  hand,  Hesiod,  at  the  opening  of  the  TheogonT/,  tells 
us  how  he  had  received  a  staff  of  this  kind  from  the  Muse  upon 
Mount  Helicon.  Either,  then,  the  laurel  pafiSoc  had  already  been 
recognized  in  that  part  of  Greece  as  the  symbol  of  the  poet's  of- 
fice, or  else,  from  the  respect  which  the  followers  of  Hesiod  paid 
to  the  details  of  his  poem,  they  adopted  it  as  their  badge. 

Of  the  two  poems  ascribed  to  Hesiod,  the  Theor/ony  and  the 
Works  and  Days,  the  former — though  its  genuineness  as  a  Hesi- 
odic  production  seems  to  have  been  disputed  from  a  very  early 
period — was,  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  of  greater  value  than  the  lat- 
ter to  the  Greeks.  It  contained  an  authorized  version  of  the  gen- 
ealogy of  their  gods  and  heroes,  an  inspired  dictionary  of  mythol- 
ogy, from  which  to  deviate  was  hazardous.  Just  as  families  in 
England  try  to  prove  their  Norman  descent  by  an  appeal  to  the 
Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  so  the  canon  of  the  Theogony  decided  the 
claims  of  god  or  demigod  to  rank  among  celestials.  In  this  sense 
Herodotus  should  be  interpreted  when  he  says  that  Hesiod  joined 
with  Homer  in  making  their  Theogonia  for  the  Greeks,  But 
though  this  poem  had  thus  a  unique  value  for  the  ancients,  it  is 
hardly  so  interesting  in  the  light  of  modern  criticism  as  the  Works 
and  Days.  The  Works  and  Days,  while  for  all  practical  purposes 
we  may  regard  it  as  contemporaneous  with  the  Iliad,  marks  the 
transition  from  the  heroic  epic  to  the  moral  poetry  of  the  suc- 
ceeding age,  and  forms  the  basis  of  direct  ethical  philosophy  in 
Hellas.  Hesiod  is  thus  not  only  the  mouthpiece  of  obscure  hand- 
workers in  the  earliest  centuries  of  Greek  history,  the  poet  of  their 
daily  labors,  sufferings,  and  wrongs,  the  singer  of  their  doubts  and 
infantine  reflections  on  the  world  in  which  they  had  to  toil ;  he 

poet.  The  name  Homer  must  be  used  like  the  x  of  algebra  for  an  unknown 
power. 
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is  also  tlie  immediate  parent  of  gnomic  verse,  and  the  ancestor  of 
tliose  deep  thinkers  who  speculated  in  the  Attic  age  upon  the 
mysteries  of  human  life. 

The  first  ten  verses  of  the  Works  and  Days  are  spurious — bor- 
rowed, probably,  from  some  Orphic  hymn  to  Zeus,  and  recognized 
as  not  the  work  of  Hesiod  by  critics  as  ancient  as  Pausanias.  The 
poem  begins  with  these  words :  "  Not,  as  I  thought,  is  there  only 
one  kind  of  strife  ;  but  on  the  earth  there  are  two,  the  one  praise- 
worthy, the  other  to  be  blamed."  It  has  been  conjectured  that 
Hesiod  is  referring  to  that  passage  of  the  Theogony*  in  which 
Eris,  daughter  of  Night,  is  said  to  have  had  no  sister.  We  are, 
therefore,  justified  in  assuming  that  much  of  his  mythology  is 
consciously  etymological  •,  and  this  should  be  borne  in  mind  while 
dealintr  with  the  legend  of  Prometheus.  The  strife  whereof  he 
speaks  in  his  exordium  is  what  we  should  now  call  competition. 
It  rouses  the  idle  man  to  labor ;  it  stirs  up  envy  in  the  heart 
of  the  poor  man,  making  him  eager  to  possess  the  advantages 
of  wealth ;  it  sets  neighbor  against  neighbor,  craftsman  against 
craftsman,  in  commendable  emulation.  Very  different,  says  the 
poet,  is  this  sort  of  strife  from  that  which  sways  the  law-courts ; 
and  at  this  point  he  begins  to  address  his  brother  Perses,  who  had 
litigiously  deprived  him  of  his  heritage.  The  form  of  didactic 
poetry,  as  it  has  since  been  practised  by  the  followers  of  Hesiod, 
was  fixed  by  the  appeal  to  Perees.  Empedocles,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered, addressed  his  poem  on  Nature  to  the  physician  Pausanias ; 
Lucretius  invoked  the  attention  of  Memmius,  and  Virgil  that  of 
Maecenas ;  the  gnomes  of  Theognis  were  uttered  to  the  Megari- 
an  Cyrnus ;  Poliziano  dedicated  his  Sllva  to  Lorenzo  de'  Medici, 
Vida  his  Poetics  to  the  Dauphin,  Fracastorio  his  medical  poem  to 
Bembo,  and  Pope  the  Essay  on  Man  to  Bolingbroke.  After  this 
preface  on  competition  as  the  inducement  to  labor,  and  on  strife 

*  Line  225. 
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as  the  basis  of  injustice,  the  poet  proceeds  to  the  mythus  of  Pro- 
metheus, which  is  so  artificially  introduced  as  to  justify  the  opin- 
ion that  it  may  be'  an  interpolation  by  some  later  craftsman  of 
the  Hesiodic  school.  Work,  he  says,  is  necessary  for  men,  be- 
cause Zeus  has  concealed  and  hidden  far  away  our  means  of  live- 
lihood ;  so  that  we  are  forced  to  toil  and  suffer  in  the  search  for 
sustenance.  This  grudge  Zeus  owed  mankind  because  of  the  sin 
of  Prometheus.  In  the  Works  and  Days  the  account  given  of 
the  trick  played  upon  Zeus  is  brief ;  Hesiod  only  says,  "  seeing 
'that  Prometheus  of  crooked  counsel  deceived  him."  We  may, 
however,  supplement  the  story  from  the  Theogony.*  In  old  days 
the  human  race  had  fire,  and  offered  burnt  sacrifice  to  heaven ; 
but  Prometheus  by  his  craft  deceived  the  gods  of  their  just  por- 
tion of  the  victims,  making  Zeus  take  the  bones  and  fat  for  his 
share.  Whereupon  Zeus  deprived  men  of  the  use  of  fire.  Pro- 
metheus then  stole  fire  from  heaven  and  gave  it  back  to  men. 
"  Then,"  says  Hesiod,  "  was  cloud-gathering  Zeus  full  wroth  of 
heart,  and  he  devised  a  great  woe  for  all  mankind."  He  deter- 
mined to  punish  the  whole  race  by  giving  them  Pandora.  lie 
bade  Hephaestus  mix  earth  and  water,  and  infuse  into  the  plastic 
form  a  human  voice  and  human  powers,  and  liken  it  in  all  points 
to  a  heavenly  goddess.  Athene  was  told  to  teach  the  woman, 
thus  made,  household  work  and  skill  in  weaving.  Aphrodite 
poured  upon  her  head  the  charm  of  beauty,  with  terrible  desire, 
and  flesh  -  consuming  thoughts  of  love.  But  Zeus  commanded 
Hermes  to  give  to  her  the  mind  of  a  dog  and  wily  temper.  Af- 
ter this  fashion  was  the  making  of  Pandora.  And  when  she  had 
been  shaped,  Athene  girded  and  adorned  her ;  the  Graces  and  di- 
vine Persuasion  hung  golden  chains  about  her  flesh,  and  the 
Hours  crowned  her  with  spring  blossoms.  Zeus  called  her  Pan- 
dora, because  each  dweller  on  Olympus  had  bestowed  on  her  a 

*  Line  535. 
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gift.  Then  Pandora  was  sent  under  the  charge  of  Hermes  to 
Epimetheus,  who  remembered  not  his  brother's  words,  how  he 
had  said :  "  Receive  no  gift  from  Zeus,  but  send  it  back  again, 
lest  evil  should  befall  the  race  of  men."  But  as  soon  as  Epime- 
theus had  housed  her  he  recognized  his  error.  Before  this  time 
men  had  lived  upon  the  earth  apart  from  evils,  apart  from  painful 
toil,  and  weariful  diseases  which  bring  death  on  mortals.  The 
woman  with  her  hands  lifted  the  lid  of  the  great  jar  Avhere  all 
these  bad  things  were  shut  up,  and  let  them  loose  into  the  air. 
Hope  alone  remained  behind — for  the  lot  of  humanity  is  hope-- 
less;  but  a  hundred  thousand  woes  abode  at  large  to  plague  the 
race  of  men.  Earth  is  full  of  them ;  the  sea  is  full ;  and  sickness 
roams  abroad  by  night  and  day,  where  it  listeth,  bearing  ills  to 
mortals  in  silence,  for  Zeus  in  his  deep  craft  took  away  its  voice 
that  men  might  have  no  warning.  Thus  not  in  any  way  is  it  pos- 
sible to  avoid  the  will  of  God. 

Such  is  the  mythus  of  the  Fall,  as  imagined  by  the  early 
Greeks.  Man  in  rebellion  against  heaven,  pitted  in  Ms  weakness 
at  a  game  of  mutual  deception  against  almighty  force,  is  beaten 
and  is  punished.  Woman,  the  instrument  of  his  chastisement,  is 
thrust  upon  him  by  offended  and  malignant  deity ;  the  folly  of 
man  receives  her,  and  repents  too  late.  Both  his  wisdom  and  his 
foolishness  conspire  to  man's  undoing — wisdom  which  he  cannot 
use  aright,  and  foolishness  which  makes  him  fall  into  the  trap 
prepared  for  him.  We  are  irresistibly  led  to  compare  this  legend 
with  the  Hebrew  tradition  of  the  Fall,  In  both  there  is  an  act  of 
transgression  on  the  part  of  man.  Woman  in  botli  brings  woe 
into  the  world.  That  is  to  say,  the  conscience  of  the  Greeks  and 
Jews,  intent  on  solving  the  mystery  of  pain  and  death,  convicted 
them  alike  of  sin ;  while  the  social  prejudices  of  both  races  made 
them  throw  the  blame  upon  the  weaker  but  more  fascinating  sex, 
by  whom  they  felt  their  sterner  nature  softened  and  their  pas- 
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sions  quickened  to  work  foolishness.  So  far  the  two  rayths  have 
strong  points  of  agreement.  But  in  that  of  the  Greeks  there  is 
no  Manichajism.  The  sin  of  Prometheus  is  not,  like  the  sin  of 
Adam,  the  error  of  weak  human  beings  tempted  by  the  power  of 
evil  to  transgress  the  law  of  good.  It  is  rather  a  knavish  trick 
played  off  upon  the  sire  of  gods  and  men  by  a  wily  gamester ; 
and  herein  it  seems  to  symbolize  that  tendency  to  overreach 
which  formed  a  marked  characteristic  of  the  Hellenes  in  all  ages. 
The  Greek  of  Hesiod's  time  conceived  of  the  relations  between 
man  and  god  as  involving  mutual  mistrust  and  guile ;  his  ideal  of 
intellectual  superiority,  both  in  Prometheus  and  in  Zeus,  implied 
capacity  for  getting  the  upperhand  by  craft.  Again,  the  Greek 
god  takes  a  diabolical  revenge,  punishing  the  whole  human  race, 
Avith  laughter  on  his  lips  and  self-congratulation  for  superior  cun- 
ning in  his  heart.  We  lack  the  solemn  moment  when  God  calls 
Adam  at  the  close  of  day,  and  tells  him  of  the  curse,  but  also 
promises  a  Saviour.  The  legend  of  Prometheus  has,  for  its  part 
also,  the  prophecy  of  a  redeemer;  but  the  redeemer  of  men  from 
the  anger  of  God  does  not  proceed  from  the  mercy  of  the  deity 
himself,  who  has  been  wronged,  but  from  the  iron  will  of  Fate, 
who  stands  above  both  god  and  man,  and  fi-om  the  invincible  for- 
titude of  the  soul  which  first  had  sinned,  now  stiffening  itself 
against  the  might  of  Zeus,  refusing  his  promises,  rejecting  his 
offers  of  reconciliation,  biding  in  pain  and  patience  till  Ilerakles 
appears  and  cuts  the  Gordian  knot.  This  is  the  spectacle  pre- 
sented by  ^schylus  in  his  Prometheus  Bound.  To  deny  its  gran- 
deur would  be  ridiculous ;  to  contend  that  it  offers  some  features 
of  sublimity  superior  to  anything  contained  in  the  Hebrew  le- 
gend would  be  no  difficult  task.  In  the  person  of  Prometheus, 
chained  on  Caucasus,  pierced  by  fiery  arrows  in  the  noonday  and 
by  frosty  arrows  in  the  night,  humanity  wavers  not,  but  endures 
with  scorn  and  patience  and  stoical  acceptance.     Unfortunately 
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the  outlines  of  this  great  tragic  allegory  have  been  blurred  by 
time  and  travestied  by  feeble  copyists.  What  we  know  about 
the  tale  of  Prometheus  is  but  a  faint  echo  of  the  mythus  appre- 
hended by  the  Greeks  anterior  to  Ilesiod,  and  handled  afterwards 
by  ^schylus.  Enough,  however,  remains  to  make  it  certain  that 
it  was  the  creation  of  a  race  profoundly  convinced  of  present  in- 
justice in  the  divine  government  of  the  world.  If  the  soul  of 
man  is  raised  by  the  attribution  of  stern  heroism,  God  is  lowered 
to  the  infamy  of  a  tyrant.  But  neither  is  the  Hebrew  legend  on 
its  side  theologically  flawless.  Greek  and  Jew  fail  alike  to  offer 
a  satisfactory  solution  of  the  origin  of  evil.  While  in  the  Greek 
mythus  Zeus  plays  with  mankind  like  a  cat  with  a  mouse,  the 
Hebrew  story  does  not  explain  the  justice  of  that  omnipotent 
Being  who  created  man  Avith  capacity  for  error,  and  exposed  him 
to  temptation.  The  true  critique  of  the  second  and  third  chap- 
ters of  Genesis  has  been  admirably  expressed  by  Omar  Khayyam 
in  the  following  stanzas : 

0  Thou,  who  didst  with  pitfall  and  with  gin 
Beset  the  road  I  was  to  wander  in, 

Thou  wilt  not  with  predestination  round 
Enmesh  me,  and  impute  my  fall  to  sin  ? 

0  Thou,  who  man  of  baser  earth  didst  make, 
And  who  with  Eden  didst  devise  the  snake. 
For  all  the  sin  wherewith  the  face  of  man 
Is  blackened,  man's  forgiveness  give — and  take ! 

Both  tales  are  but  crude  and  early  attempts  to  set  forth  the  prim- 
itive mystery  of  conscience,  and  to  account  for  the  prevalence  of 
pain  and  death.  The  aesthetic  superiority  of  the  Hebrew  con- 
ception lies  in  its  idealization  of  the  deity  at  all  costs.  God  is  at 
least  grand  and  consistent,  justified  by  his  own  august  counsels ; 
and  at  the  very  moment  of  punishing  his  creatures,  he  promises 
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deliverance  tlirougli  their  own  seed.  Moreover,  a  vast  antago- 
nistic agency  of  evil  is  brought  into  the  field  to  account  for  the 
fall  of  man ;  and  wc  are  not  precluded  from  even  extending  our 
compassion  to  the  deity,  who  has  been  thwarted  in  his  schemes 
for  good. 

Before  quitting  the  discussion  'of  this  ancient  tale  of  human 
suffering  and  sin,  it  would  be  well  to  notice  that  Hesiod  identi- 
fies Prometheus  with  the  human  race.  His  hero  is  the  son  of 
the  Titan  lapetus  by  Clymene,  daughter  of  the  Titan  Occanus ; 
and  his  brethren  are  Atlas,  Menoitios,  and  Epimetheus,  These 
names  are  significant.  Just  as  Prometheus  signifies  the  fore- 
casting reason  of  humanity,*  so  Epimetheus  indicates  the  over- 
hasty  judgment  foredoomed  to  be  wise  too  late.  These  arc 
intellectual  qualities.  Atlas,  in  like  manner,  typifies  the  endur- 
ance of  man,  who  bears  all  to  the  very  end,  and  holds  upon  his 
back  the  bulk  of  heaven.  In  Menoitios  is  shadowed  forth  the  in- 
solence and  rebellious  spirit  for  which  a  penalty  of  pain  and  death 
is  meted.  These,  then,  are  moral  qualities.  In  the  children  of 
lapetus  and  Clymene  we  consequently  trace  the  first  rude  attempt 
at  psychological  analysis.  The  scientific  import  of  the  mythus 
Avas  never  wholly  forgotten  by  the  Greeks.  Pindar  calls  Propha- 
sis,  or  excuse,  the  daughter  of  Epimetheus,  or  back-thought  as  op- 
posed to  fore-thought.  Plato  makes  the  folly  of  Epimetheus  to 
have  consisted  in  his  giving  away  the  natural  powers  of  self-pres- 
ervation to  the  beasts ;  whereupon  Prometheus  was  driven  to  sup- 
plement with  fire  the  unprotected  impotence  of  man.  Lucian, 
again,  says  of  Epimetheus  that  repentance  is  his  business;  while 
Synesius  adds  that  he  provides  not  for  the  future,  but  deplores 
the  past.  The  Titans,  it  should  further  be  remarked,  are  demi- 
urgic powers — elemental  forces  of  air,  fire,  earth,  water — condi- 

*  That  Prometheus  was  rramanthas,  the  fire-lightiiig  stick,  has  ?jeen  ascer- 
tamed  by  modern  philology,  but  was  not  known  by  Hesiod. 
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tions  of  existence  implied  by  space  and  time — distributors  of 
darkness  and  of  ligbt — parents,  lastly,  of  tlie  liuman  race.  Though 
some  later  Greek  authors  identified  Prometheus  with  the  Titans, 
and  made  him  the  benefactor  of  humanity,  this  Avas  not  the 
conception  of  Hesiod.  Prometheus  is  stated,  both  in  the  The- 
ogony  and  the  Works  and  Days,  to  have  been  the  son  of  Titans, 
the  protagonist  of  men,  who  strove  in  vain  to  cope  with  Zeus, 
Zeus  himself  belongs  in  like  manner  to  a  secondary  order  of  ex- 
istences. Begotten  by  the  Titan  Kronos,  he  seems  to  typify  the 
reason  as  distinguished  from  the  brute  powers  of  the  universe, 
mind  emergent  from  matter,  and  overcoming  it  by  contest.  Pro- 
metheus is  connected,  by  his  parentage,  with  the  old  material  order 
of  the  world;  but  he  represents  that  portion  of  it  which  is  hu- 
man, and  which,  qua  human,  has  aflSnity  to  Zeus.  Herein  we 
trace  the  mystery  of  the  divine  in  man,  though  man  has  been 
placed  in  antagonism  to  the  deity.  The  same  notion  is  further 
symbolized  by  the  theft  of  fire,  and  by  the  fiction  of  Prometheus 
breathing  a  particle  of  the  divine  spirit  into  the  clay  figures 
whereof  he  made  men.  In  the  decaying  age  of  Greek  mythology 
this  aspect  of  the  legend  absorbed  attention  to  the  exclusion  of 
the  elder  Hesiodic  romance,  as  students  of  Horace  will  remember, 
and  as  appears  abundantly  from  Gra3co-Roman  bass-reliefs.  To 
reconcile  man  and  Zeus,  cognate  in  their  origin,  yet  hostile  owing 
to  their  ancient  feud,  it  was  needful  that  a  deliverer,  Herakles, 
should  be  born  of  god  and  Avoman,  of  Zeus  and  Alcmene,  Avho 
sets  free  the  elementary  principle  of  humanity  typified  in  Pro- 
metheus, and  for  the  first  time  establishes  a  harmony  between  the 
children  of  edrth  and  the  dwellers  on  Olympus.  So  far  I  have 
remained  within  the  limits  of  the  Hesiodic  legend,  only  hinting 
at  such  divergences  as  were  adopted  by  the  later  handlers  of  the 
tale.  The  new  aspect  given  to  the  whole  myth  by  J^schylus  de- 
serves separate  consideration  in  connection  with  the  tragedy  of 


174  THE  GREEK  POETS. 

Prometheus.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  we  only  possess  so  impor- 
tant a  reliqiie  of  Greek  religious  speculation  in  fragments ;  and  these 
fragments  are  so  tantalizingly  incomplete  that  it  is  impossible- to 
say  exactly  how  much  may  be  the  debris  of  original  tradition,  or 
where  the  free  fancy  of  later  poets  has  been  remoulding  and  recast- 
ing the  material  of  the  antique  myth  to  suit  more  modern  allegory. 
The  tale  of  Prometheus  may  be  called  the  first  canto  of  the 
Works  and  Days.  The  second  consists  of  the  vision  of  the  four 
ages  of  man.  Hesiod,  in  common  with  all  early  poets,  imagined 
a  state  of  primeval  bliss,  which  he  called  the  Age  of  Gold.  Then 
Kronos  reigned  upon  the  earth,  and  men  lived  without  care  or 
pain  or  old  age.  Their  death  was  like  the  coming  on  of  sleep, 
and  the  soil  bore  them  fruits  untilled.  "When  this  race  came  to 
an  end,  Zeus  made  them  genii  of  good-will,  haunting  the  world 
and  protecting  mortals.  Theirs  it  is  to  watch  the  decrees  of  jus- 
tice, and  to  mark  wrong-doing,  wrapped  around  with  mist,  going 
up  and  down  upon  the  earth,  the  givers  of  wealth;  such  is  the 
royal  honor  which  is  theirs.  The  next  age  he  calls  the  Silver,  for 
it  was- inferior  to  the  first ;  and  Zeus  speedily  swept  it  away,  see- 
ing that  the  men  of  this  generation  waxed  insolent,  and  paid  no 
honor  to  the  ffods.  The  third  a^e  is  the  Brazen.  A  terrible  and 
mighty  brood  of  men  possessed  the  land,  who  delighted  in  naught 
but  violence  and  warfare.  They  first  ate  flesh.  Their  houses 
and  their  armor  and  their  mattocks  were  of  brass.  In  strife  they 
slew  themselves,  and  perished  without  a  name.  After  them  came 
the  heroes  of  romance,  whom  Zeus  made  most  just  and  worthy. 
They  fell  fighting  before  seven-gated  Thebes  and  Troy ;  but  after 
death  Father  Zeus  transferred  them  to  the  utmost  limits  of  the 
Avovld,  where  they  live  without  care  in  islands  of  the  blest,  by  ocean 
waves,  blest  heroes,  for  whom  thrice  yearly  the  soil  bears  bloom- 
ing fruitage  honey-sweet.  Then  cries  Hesiod,  and  the  cry  is 
wrenched  from  hira  with  agony,  AVould  that  I  had  never  been 
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born  in  the  fifth  generation  of  men,  but  rather  that  I  had  died 
before  or  had  lived  afterwards  ;  for  now  the  asre  is  of  iron  !  On 
the  face  of  the  world  there  is  nauoiit  but  violence  and  wron<r: 
division  is  set  between  father  and  son,  brother  and  brother,  friend 
and  friend  ;  there  is  no  fear  of  God,  no  sense  of  justice,  no  fidel- 
ity, no  truth;  the  better  man  is  subject  to  the  worse,  and  jealousy- 
corrupts  the  world.  Soon,  very  soon,  will  wing  their  way  to 
heaven  again — leaving  the  earth  with  her  broad  ways,  robed  in 
white  raiment,  joining  the  immortal  choir,  deserting  men — both 
modest  shame  and  righteous  indignation.  But  dismal  w^oes  will 
stay  and  harbor  here,  and  against  evil  there  shall  be  no  aid.  This 
ends  the  second  canto  of  the  Works  and  Bays,  and  brings  us 
down  to  the  two  hundredth  line  of  the  poem.  The  remainder 
consists  for  the  most  part  of  precepts  adapted  to  the  doleful  state 
in  which  mortals  of  the  present  have  to  suffer. 

What  may  be  called  the  third  canto  is  occupied  with  justice, 
the  advantages  of  which,  from  a  purely  utilitaiian  point  of  view, 
as  well  as  sesthetically  conceived,  are  urged  in  verse.  It  begins 
with  the  apologue  of  the  hawk  and  nightingale  already  quoted. 
Then  the  condition  of  a  city  where  justice  is  honored,  where  the 
people  multiply  in  peace,  and  there  is  fulness  and  prosperity, 
where  pestilence  and  calamity  keep  far  away,  is  contrasted  with 
the  plagues,  wars,  famines,  wasting  away  of  population,  and  per- 
petual discomforts  that  beset  the  nnjust  nation.  For  the  inno- 
cent and  righteous  folk,  says  the  poet,  the  earth  bears  plenty,  and 
in  the  mountains  the  oak-tree  at  the  top  yields  acorns,  and  in  the 
middle  bees,  and  the  woolly  sheep  are  weighed  down  with  their 
fleeces.  The  women  give  birth  to  children  like  their  fathers. 
With  blessings  do  men  always  flourish,  nor  need  they  tempt  the 
sea  in  ships,  but  earth  abundantly  supplies  their  wants. 

It  is  Avorth  while  to  pause  for  a  moment  and  contemplate  the 
pastoral  ideal   of  perfect  happiness  and  pure  simplicity  which. 
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first  set  forth  by  Hesiod  in  these  passages,  found  afterwards  an 
echo  in  Plato,  in  Enipedocles,  in  Lucretius,, in  Virgil,  in  Poliziano, 
and  in  Tasso ;  all  of  whom  have  lingered  lovingly  upon  the  bclV 
eta  delV  oro.  The  Hesiodic  conception  of  felicity  is  neither  stir- 
ring nor  heroic.  Like  the  early  Christian  notion  of  heaven,  ex- 
pressed by  the  pathetic  iteration  of  in  pace  on  the  sepulchral 
tablets  of  the  catacombs,  it  owes  its  beauty  to  a  sense  of  contrast 
between  tranquillity  imagined  and  woe  and  warfare  actually  ex- 
perienced. We  comprehend  why  the  Spartan  king  called  Hesiod 
the  poet  of  the  Helots,  Avhen,  in  the  age  that  idealized  Achilles 
and  Odysseus,  the  all-daring,  all-affronting  heroes  of  a  radiant  ro- 
mance, we  find  that  his  sole  aspiration  was  to  live  in  peace,  dec- 
orously fulfilling  social  duties,  and  growing  old  in  the  routine  of 
moderate  labor.  It  is  a  commonplace,  and  Avhat  the  French 
would  call  a  bourgeois^  aspiration.  Just  this  lot  in  life  Achilles 
rejected  with  disdain,  in  exchange  for  the  dazzling  prospect  of 
victory  and  death,  that  fascinated  the  noblest  of  the  Greeks,  and 
produced  their  Alexander.  Still  we  must  remember  that  Hesiod 
was  not,  like  Homer,  singing  in  the  halls  of  fiery  and  high-fed 
chieftains,  who  stood  above  the  laws.  His  plaintive  note  was  ut- 
tered to  the  watchers  of  the  seasons  and  the  tillers  of  the  soil, 
whose  very  livelihood  depended  on  the  will  and  pleasure  of  cwpo- 
(payoi  (3aai\e~ic.  In  the  semi-barbarous  state  of  society  which  Ho- 
mer and  Hesiod  represent  from  different  points  of  view,  when 
violence  prevails,  and  when  life  and  property  alike  are  insecure, 
justice  may  well  be  selected  as  the  prime  of  virtues,  and  peace  be 
idealized  as  heaven  on  earth.  In  one  sense,  as  the  Greek  philoso- 
phers argued,  justice  does  include  all  the  excellences  of  a  social 
being.  The  man  who  is  perfectly  just  will  be  unimpeachable  in 
all  his  conduct;  and  the  simpler  the  state  of  society,  the  more 
outrageous  the  wrongs  inflicted  by  one  man  on  another,  the  more 
apparent  will  this  be. 
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Putting  aside,  however,  for  further  consideration,  the  ethical 
aspect  of  Hesiod's  ideal,  we  iind  in  it  an  exquisite  and  perma- 
nently attractive  aesthetic  beauty.  Compared  with  the  fierce 
heroism  of  Achilles,  the  calm  happiness  of  Hesiod's  pastoral  folk 
soothes  our  fancy,  like  the  rising  of  the  moon  in  twilight  above 
harvest  sheaves  at  the  end  of  a  long  intolerable  day.  Therefore 
great  poets  and  artists,  through  all  the  resonant  and  gorgeous 
ages  of  the  world,  have  turned  their  eyes  with  sympathy  and 
yearning  to  these  lines  ;  and  the  best  that  either  Virgil  or  Poli- 
ziano  could  achieve  was  to  catch  an  echo  of  Hesiod's  melody,  to 
reproduce  a  portion  of  his  charm.  Perhaps  the  most  complete 
homage  to  the  poetry  of  Hesiod  on  this  point  has  been  rendered 
by  Flaxman.  Nature,  so  prodigal  to  the  English  race  in  men  of 
genius  untutored,  singular,  and  solitary,  has  given  us  but  few  seers 
who,  in  the  quality  of  prolific  invention,  can  be  compared  with 
Flaxman.  For  pure  conceptive  faculty,  controlled  by  unerring 
sense  of  beauty,  we  have  to  think  of  Pheidias  or  Raphael  before 
we  find  his  equal.  His  powers  were  often  employed  on  uncon- 
genial subjects ;  nor  had  he,  perhaps,  a  true  notion  of  the  limita- 
tions of  his  art,  else  he  would  not  have  attempted  to  give  sculpt- 
uresque form,  even  in  outline,  to  many  scenes  from  the  Divine 
Comedy.  The  conditions,  again,  of  modern  life  were  adverse  to 
his  working  out  his  thought  in  marble,  and  precluded  him  from 
gaining  a  complete  mastery  over  the  material  of  sculpture.  It 
may  also  be  conceded  that,  to  a  large  extent,  his  imagination, 
like  a  parasite  flower,  was  obliged  to  bloom  upon  the  branches 
of  Greek  art.  What  Flaxman  would  have  been  without  the  bass- 
reliefs,  the  vases,  and  the  hand-mirrors  of  the  ancients,  it  is  difii- 
cult  to  conceive.  Herein,  however,  he  did  no  more  than  obey 
the  law  which  has  constrained  the  greatest  modern  minds  by  in- 
dissoluble bondage  to  the  service  of  the  Greek  spirit.  Allowing 
for  all  this,  the  fact  remains  that  within  a  certain  circle,  the  radius 
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of  wliicli  exceeds  tlie  fartliest  reacli  of  many  far  more  frequently 
belauded  artists,  Flaxman  was  supreme.      Whatever  could  be  ex- 
pressed according  to  tbe  laws  of  bass-relief,  embossed  in  metal,  or 
hewn  out  of  stone,  or  indicated  in  pure  outline,  he  conveyed  with 
a  truth  to  nature,  a  grace  of  feeling,  and  an  originality  of  concep- 
tion absolutely  incomparable.     Moreover,  iti  this  hind  his  genius 
was  inexhaustible.     Nowhere  are  the  fruits  of  his  creative  skill 
so  charming  as  in  the  illustrations  of  the  Works  and  Days.     The 
ninth  plate,  in  which  the  Age  of  Gold  is  symbolized  by  a  mother 
stretching  out  her  infant  to  receive  his  father's  kiss,  might  be 
selected  as  a  perfect  idyl,  conveyed  within  the  strictest  and  se- 
verest bounds  of  sculptural  relief.     The  man  and  his  girl-wife  are 
beautiful  and  young.     Age,  we  feel,  will  never  touch  them,  by 
whitpning  her  forehead  or  spoiling  his  smooth  chin  with  hair. 
Both  are  naked,  seated  on  the  ground ;  their  outstretched  arms 
enfold,  as  in  a  living  cradle,  the  robust  and  laughing  boy.     On 
one  side  shoots  a  heavy  sheaf  of  barley ;  on  the  other  stands  an 
altar,  smoking  with  bloodless  offerings  to  heaven  ;    above,  the 
strong  vine  hangs   its   clusters   and   its   wealth   of  lusty  leaves. 
More  elaborate,  but  scarcely  more  beautiful — like  a  double  rose 
beside  a  wilding  blossom  from  the  hedge  of  June — is  the  seven- 
teenth plate,  which  sets  forth  the  felicity  of  god-fearing  folk  who 
honor  justice.     These,  too,  are  seated  on  the  ground,  young  men 
and  girls,  with  comely  children,  pledges  of  their  joy.     One  child 
is  suckled  at  her  mother  s  breast ;  another  lies  folded  in  his  fa- 
ther's arms ;  a  girl  and  boy  are  kissing  on  their  parents'  knees ; 
while  a  beardless  youth  pipes  ditties  on  the  double  reed.     Above 
the  group  vine-branches  flourish,  and  the  veiled  Hours,  givers  of 
all  goodly  things,  weave  choric  dance  with  song,  scattering  from 
their  immortal  fingers  flowers  upon  the  men  beneath.     In  order 
to  comprehend  the  purity  of  Flaxman's  inspiration,  the  deep  and 
inborn   sympathy  that   made  him  in  this  nineteenth  century  a 
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Greek,  we  onglit  to  compare  these  illustrations  with  the  picture 
of  the  Golden  Age  by  Ingres.  For  perfection  of  scientific  draw- 
ing from  the  nude,  this  masterpiece  of  the  great  French  painter 
has  never  been  excelled.  It  is  a  treasure-house  of  varied  attitude 
and  rhythmically  studied  line.  Yet  the  whole  resembles  a  theat- 
rical tableau  vivant,  which  an  enlightened  choreograph,  in  combi- 
nation with  an  enterprising  manager,  might  design  to  represent 
the  Garden  of  Eden  on  a  grand  scale.  The  power  displayed  by 
Flaxman  is  of  a  very  different  order.  There  is  no  effort,  no  mise 
en  scene,  no  parade  of  science,  no  suggestion  of  voluptuousness. 
His  outlines  are  as  simple  and  as  pure  as  Hesiod's  verse.  We 
feel  that,  whereas  Ino-res  is  using  the  old  vision  as  a  schema  for 
the  exhibition  of  his  skill,  Flaxman  has  felt  its  poetry  and  given 
form  to  its  imagination.  This  is  not  the  occasion  to  linger  over 
these  illustrations ;  yet,  before  closing  the  volume  that  contains 
them,  I  cannot  forbear  from  turning  a  page,  and  pointing  to  the 
pictures  of  the  Pleiads.  Seven  beautiful  interwoven  female  shapes 
are  rising,  in  the  one  plate,  like  a  wreath  of  light  or  vapor  mould- 
ed into  human  form,  above  the  reapers  ;  in  the  other  are  descend- 
ing, with  equal  grace  of  now  inverted  movement,  over  the  plough- 
man at  his  toil.  By  no  other  artist's  hand  have  the  constellations 
elsewhere  been  converted,  with  so  much  feeling  for  their  form, 
into  the  melodies  of  rhythmically  moving  human  shapes.  Flax- 
man's  outlines  of  the  Pleiads  might  be  described  as  a  new  celes- 
tial imagery,  a  hitherto  unapprehended  astronomical  mythology. 

Continuing  what  I  have  called  the  third  canto  of  the  Works 
and  Daijs,  Hesiod  addresses  himself  in  the  next  place  to  the 
Basileis,  or  judges  of  the  people :  "  Kings  in  judgment,  do  ye 
also  ponder  this  divine  justice ;  for  the  immortals,  dwelling  near 
and  among  men,  behold  who  waste  their  fellows  by  wrong  judg- 
ment, scorning  the  wrath  of  God.  Verily,  upon  earth  are  thrice 
ten  thousand  immortals  of  the  host  of  Zeus,  guardians  of  mortal 
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man.  They  watch  both  justice  and  injustice,  roLod  in  mist,  roam- 
ing abroad  upon  the  earth."  Again  he  reminds  them  that  Jus- 
tice, virgin  child  of  Zeus,  is  ever  ready  with  ear  open  to  observe 
the  injury  to  right  and  fair  dealing  done  against  her  honor.  She 
complains  of  the  wrongful  judge ;  but  it  is  the  people  who  suffer 
for  his  sin.  Thei-efore  let  the  princes  so  greedy  of  bribes  take 
heed,  forego  their  crooked  sentences,  and  bear  in  mind  that  the 
man  who  works  evil  for  another,  works  it  for  himself,  that  bad 
intentions  harm  those  who  have  conceived  them,  and  that  Zeus 
sees  all  and  knows  all.  This  period  is  concluded  with  a  bitterly 
ironical  repudiation  of  the  poet's  own  precepts  :  May  neither  I  nor 
my  son  be  just ;  for  now  the  wrongful  man  has  by  far  the  best  of 
it  upon  the  earth !  It  will  be  observed  that  Zeus  throughout  this 
tirade  on  justice  is  a  different  being  from  the  Zeus  in  the  mythus 
of  Prometheus.  The  dramatic  personage  of  the  legend,  whose 
guile  inflicts  so  much  misery  on  men,  has  been  supplanted  by  a 
moral  idea  personified.  It  is  not  that  a  new  mythology  has  been 
superinduced  upon  the  old  one,  or  that  we  are  now  in  the  track 
of  esoteric  religious  teaching :  the  poet  is  only  expressing  his  in- 
ternal certainty  that  though  fraud  and  violence  prevail  on  earth, 
yet  somewhere  in  the  eternal  and  ideal  world  justice  still  abides. 
It  is  not  a  little  singular,  considering  his  querulous  and  hopeless 
tone  in  other  passages,  that  Hesiod  should  here  assert  the  cog- 
nizance which  Zeus  takes  of  unfair  dealing,  and  the  continued 
action  of  protective  and  retributive  daemons.  We  could  scarcely 
find  stronger  faith  in  the  superiority  of  justice  among  the  mor- 
al writings  of  the  Jews.  Furthermore,  Hesiod  reminds  Perses 
that  justice  is  human,  violence  bestial,  and  that  in  the  long  run 
honesty  will  be  found  to  be  the  best  policy.  Then  follows  the 
sublimest  passage  of  the  whole  poem  —  one  of  great  celebrity 
among  the  Greeks,  who  quoted  it,  and  worked  it  up  in  poems, 
parables,  and  essays :  "  Behold,  thou  mayest  choose  badness  easi- 
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ly,  even  in  heaps  ;  for  the  path  is  plain,  and  she  dwells  very  near. 
But  before  excellence  the  immortal  gods  have  placed  toil  and  la- 
bor :  afar  and  steep  is  the  road  that  leads  to  her,  and  rough  it  is 
at  first ;  but  when  you  reach  the  height,  then  truly  is  it  easy, 
though  so  hard  before."  * 

The  subject  of  Justice  being  now  exhausted,  Hesiod  passes,  in 
the  fourth  canto  of  the  Works  and  Days,  to  the  eulogy  of  labor, 
regarded  as  the  source  of  all  good.  The  unheroic  nature  of  his 
life-philosophy  is  very  apparent  in  this  section.  He  thinks  and 
speaks  like  a  peasant,  whose  one  idea  it  is  to  add  pence  to  pence, 
and  to  cut  a  good  figure  in  his  parish.  A  man  must  work  in  or- 
der to  avoid  hunger  and  grow  rich :  gods  and  men  hate  the  idle, 
who  are  like  drones  in  the  hive :  if  you  work,  you  will  get  flocks 
and  herds,  and  folk  will  envy  you :  to  grow  rich  from  dishonest 
gains  brings  no  profit,  for  they  are  unlucky :  the  great  aim  for 
a  good  man  is  to  live  a  respectable  life,  to  work  soberly,  to  fulfil 
righteousness,  to  be  punctual  in  paying  homage  to  the  gods — to 
go  to  church,  in  fact — with  this  end  in  view,  that  he  may  buy  the 
estates  of  his  neighbor,  instead  of  having  to  sell  his  own.  Such 
is  the  bathos  of  Hesiod's  ethical  ideal :  Do  right  and  abstain 
from  wrong,  in  order  that  you  may  be  richer  than  the  tenant  of 
the  adjacent  farm.  Many  other  precepts  of  like  tenor  might  be 
quoted  :  Call  your  friend  to  your  banquet,  and  leave  your  enemy 
alone :  invite  him  most  who  lives  nearest,  for  he  will  be  most  use- 
ful in  time  of  need:  love  him  who  loves  you,  and  cleave  to  him 
who  cleaves  to  you :  give  to  him  who  gives,  and  give  not  to  him 
Avho  gives  not,  for  to  a  giver  gifts  are  given,  but  to  him  who  gives 
not  no  man  hath  given.  Of  such  sort  are  the  Hesiodic  rules  of 
conduct.  They  reveal  the  spirit  of  a  prudent  clown,  the  practical 
and  calculating  selfishness  ■which  the  doleful  conditions  of  the 
early  age  of  Hellenic  civilization  intensified.     The  social  life  of 

*  WorA-s  and  Days,  286. 
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great  political  centres  and  the  patriotism  of  tlie  Persian  war  help- 
ed at  a  later  period  to  raise  the  Greeks  above  these  low  and  sor- 
did aims  in  life.  It  was  only  in  a  century  when  justice  could  be 
bought  and  penury  meant  starving,  unheeded  or  derided,  by  the 
roadside,  that  a  poet  of  Ilesiod's  temper  could  write,*  Money  is  a 
man's  soul — 

Xpr]fiaTa  yap  i|/ux4  TreXerai  SeiXoicti  ^porowi. 

In  criticising  the  Solonian  reforms  at  Athens,  we  should  never 
forget  the  dismal  picture  of  Hellenic  misery  revealed  to  us  by 
Hesiod. 

Thus  ends  the  first  part  of  the  Works  and  Days.  The  second 
half  of  the  poem  consists  of  rules  for  husbandry.  Ilesiod  goes 
through  the  seasons  of  the  year,  detailing  the  operations  of  the 
several  months,  and  adorning  his  homely  subject  with  sober  but 
graceful  poetry.  It  is  an  elegant  farmer's  calendar,  upon  which 
Virgil  founded  his  Georgics,  translating  into  Augustan  Latin  the 
rude  phrases  of  the  bard  of  Ascra,  and  turning  all  he  touched  to 
gold.  Scattered  among  precepts  relating  to  the  proper  seasons 
and  successions  of  agricultural  labor  are  descriptive  passages  and 
moral  reflections.  One  picture  of  winter  is  so  long  and  elaborate 
as  to  justify  the  notion  that  it  is  a  separate  interpolated  poem. 
The  episode  upon  procrastination  (line  408)  and  the  rules  for  the 
choice  of  a  wife  (line  693)  might  be  selected  as  offering  special 
topics  for  comment.  The  latter  passage  deserves  particular  at- 
tention ;  since,  if  the  condition  of  the  working-man  was  wretched 
in  this  early  age  of  Greece,  far  more  miserable,  may  we  argue,  was 
that  of  his  helpmate.  A  man,  according  to  Hesiod,  ought  to  be 
about  thirty  when  he  marries,  and  his  wife  about  nineteen.     He 

*  Works  and  Bays,  686.  It  must  here  again  be  repeated  that  though  it  is 
convenient  to  talk  of  Hesiod  as  a  poet  and  a  person,  the  miscellaneous  ethical 
precepts  of  the  Works  and  Days  are  derived  from  a  variety  of  sources. 
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should  be  very  careful  in  choosing  her,  to  insure  that  she  will  not 
bring  him  into  contempt  among  his  neighbors  ;  and  he  must  re- 
member that  if  a  good  wife  be  a  prize,  it  is  not  possible  to  get  a 
worse  plague  than  a  bad  one.  What  his  general  notion  about 
women  was,  we  gather  from  the  long  invective  against  the  female 
sex  in  the  Theogony.^  Pandora  was  the  greatest  curse  imagina- 
ble to  the  human  race,  for  from  her  sprang  women  ;  and  now,  if  a 
man  refrains  from  marriage,  he  must  endure  a  wretched  old  age, 
and  leave  his  money  to  indifferent  kindred ;  or  if  he  marries  and 
gets  a  good  Avife,  curses  and  blessings  are  mingled  in  his  lot ;  if 
his  wife  be  of  the  bad  sort,  his  whole  life  is  ruined.  So  utterly 
impossible  is  it  to  avoid  the  misery  devised  for  the  human  race 
by  Zeus. 

The  whole  argument  of  Hesiod  in  this  passage,  taken  in  con- 
nection with  his  few  lines  on  the  choice  of  a  wife  in  the  Works 
and  Days^  and  with  his  grim  silence  upon  the  subject  of  women 
as  the  companions  of  men,  proves  that  he  regarded  them  as  a 
necessary  deduction  from  the  happiness  of  life — the  rift  within 
the  lute  that  spoils  its  music — the  plague  invented  by  the  malice 
of  an  all-wise  god  in  vengeance  for  a  man's  deceit.  This  appre- 
ciation of  women  is  substantially  consistent  with  the  curious 
poem  by  Simonides  of  Amorgos ;  with  the  treatment  of  the  fe- 
male sex  at  Athens  ;  with  the  opinion  of  Pindar  and  Plato  that 
to  be  a  woman-lover  as  compared  with  a  boy-lover  was  sensual 
and  vile  ;  with  the  disdainful  silence  of  Thucydides ;  with  the 
caricatures  of  society  presented  by  the  comic  poets ;  with  the  fa- 
mous epigram  of  Pericles ;  with  the  portrait  of  Xanthippe  ;  and 
with  the  remarkable  description  of  female  habits  in  Lucian's 
Amores.  Thus,  running  through  the  whole  literature  of  the 
Greeks,  we  can  trace  a  vein  of  contempt  for  women,  which  may 
fairly  be  indicated  as  the  greatest  social  blot  upon  their  brilliant 

*  Lines  58V-612. 
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but  imperfect  civilization.  Exceptions  can,  of  course,  be  found. 
In  the  age  of  the  despots  women  rose  into  far  more  importance 
than  tliey  afterwards  enjoyed  in  democratic  Athens.  At  Sparta 
their  right  to  engross  property  (severely  criticised  by  Aristotle) 
gave  them  a  social  status  which  they  had  in  no  other  Greek  state. 
At  Lesbos,  during  the  brief  blooming  period  of  yEolian  culture, 
in  freedom  of  action  and  in  mental  training  they  were  at  least  the 
equals  of  the  male  sex.  The  fact,  however,  remains  that  in  Athens, 
the  real  centre  of  Hellenic  life,  women  occupied  a  distinctly  in- 
ferior rank.  It  is  significant  that  in  the  Lives  of  Plutarch,  where- 
as we  read  of  many  noble  Lacedaemonian  ladies,  comparatively 
little  account  is  taken  of  the  wives  or  mothers  of  Athenian  Avor- 
thies. 

Some  scattered  proverbs  about  the  conduct  of  the  tongue  and 
the  choice  of  friends,  followed  by  an  enumeration  of  lucky  and 
ynlucky  days,  and  by  a  list  of  truly  rustic  rules  of  personal  behav- 
ior, conclude  the  poem  of  the  Works  and  Days.  How  far  these 
saws  and  maxims  belong  to  the  original  work  of  Hesiod  it  is  quite 
impossible  to  say.  The  book  became  popular  in  education,  and 
consequently  suffered,  like  the  gnomes  of  Theognis  and  Phocyli- 
des,  from  frequent  interpolations  at  a  later  period.  As  it  stands, 
the  whole  is  chiefly  valuable  for  the  concrete  picture  which  it  of- 
fers of  early  peasant  life  in  Hellas.  As  the  epics  of  Homer  pre- 
sent us  with  the  ideal  towards  which  the  princes  and  great  nobles 
raised  their  souls  amid  the  plenty  and  the  splendor  of  their  pal- 
aces, so  in  the  lines  of  Hesiod  we  learn  how  the  Thetes,  whom 
Achilles  envied  in  Elysium,  toiled  and  suffered  in  their  struggle 
for  their  only  source  of  comfort,  gold. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

PARMENIDES. 

Greek  Philosophical  Poetry. — The  Emergence  of  Philosophy  from  Mythology. 
— The  Ionian  Sages. — The  Pythagoreans. — Anaxagoras. — Democritus. — 
The  Eleatics. — Heraclitus. — Xenophanes  of  Colophon. — His  Critique  of 
the  Myths. — Assertion  of  Monotheism. — Fragments  of  his  Poem  on  Nat- 
ure.— Parmenides  of  Elea. — His  Political  Importance. — Parmenides  in 
the  Dialogues  of  Plato. — His  Metaphysic  of  Being. — His  Natural  Philos- 
ophy.— The  Logic  Deduced  from  him  by  Zeno  and  Melissus. — Translation 
of  the  Fragments  of  his  Poem. — The  Dualism  of  Truth  and  Opinion. — 
Impossibility  of  Obtaining  Absolute  Knowledge. 

It  might  well  be  questioned  whether  the  founders  of  the  Ele- 
atic  School  deserve  to  rank  among  Greek  poets ;  for  though  they 
wrote  hexameters,  composing  what  the  Greeks  call  eVjj,  yet  it  is 
clear  that  they  did  this  with  no  artistic  impulse,  but  only  because 
in  the  dawn  of  thought  it  was  easier  to  use  verse  than  prose  for 
fixed  and  meditated  exposition.  The  moment  in  the  development 
of  human  thought  when  abstractions  were  being  wrung  for  the 
first  time  with  toil  from  language,  and  when  as  yet  the  vehicle  of 
rhythmic  utterance  seemed  indispensable,  is  so  interesting  that  a 
point  in  favor  of  Xenophanes  and  Parmenides  may  be  fairly 
stretched,  and  a  place  may  be  given  them  between  Hesiod,  the 
creator  of  didactic  poetry,  and  Empedocles,  the  inspired  prede- 
cessor of  Lucretius. 

The  problem  which  lay  before  the  earliest  philosophers  of 
Greece  was  how  to  emerge  from  mythological  conceptions  con- 
cerning the  origin  and  nature  of  the  world  into  a  region  of  more 


186  1'HE  GREEK  POETS. 

exact  and  abstract  tliouglit.  Tliey  had  their  hst  of  demiurgic 
agencies,  Titans  and  deities,  some  of  them  dramatically  personified 
in  the  poems  of  Homer  and  the  legends  of  Olympus,  others  but 
vaguely  indicated  by  the  names  of  Earth  and  Ocean,  Heaven  and 
Time.  The  polytheistic  and  mythologizing  instincts  of  the  race 
at  large  tended  to  individualize  these  primal  powers  with  more 
and  more  distinctness,  collecting  legends  around  the  more  popu- 
lar among  them,  and  attributing  moral  sympathies  and  passions  to 
those  who  were  supposed  to  have  relations  with  humanity.  But 
there  remained  a  backgTound  of  dimly  descried  and  cloudy  forces 
upon  which  the  mythopoeic  imagination  had  taken  little  hold; 
and  these  supplied  a  starting-point  for  scientific  speculation.  It 
was  in  this  field  that  the  logical  faculty  of  the  Greek  mind,  no 
less  powerful  and  active  than  its  poetic  fancy,  came  first  into  play. 
Thus  we  find  Thales  brooding  in  thought  upon  the  mythus  of 
Oceanus,  and  arriving  at  the  conception  of  water  as  the  element- 
ary principle  of  the  universe ;  while  Gaia,  or  Earth,  in  like  manner 
is  said  to  have  stimulated  Pherecydes.  Anaximenes  is  reported 
to  have  chosen  air  as  the  groundwork  of  his  cosmogony,  and 
Heraclitus  developed  the  material  world  from  fire. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  any  of  these  early  speculators  in- 
vented a  complete  hypothesis  for  deducing  phenomena  from  earth, 
air,  fire,  or  water  as  apprehended  by  the  senses.  Their  elements, 
or  (ipx^h  'ii'G  rather  to  be  regarded  in  the  light  of  symbols — meta- 
phors adopted  from  experience  for  shadowing  forth  an  extremely 
subtle  and  pervasive  substance,  a  material  of  supersensible  fluid- 
ity and  elasticity,  capable  of  infinite  modification  by  rarefaction 
and  condensation.  At  the  same  time  they  were  seeking  after 
intellectual  abstractions ;  but  the  problems  of  philosophy  as  yet 
presented  themselves  in  crude  and  concrete  form  to  their  intel- 
lects. 

A  further  step  in  the  direction  of  the  abstract  was  taken  by 
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Anaximandcr,  the  Milesian  astronomer,  who  is  reported  to  have 
made  a  sundial,  to  have  calculated  the  recurrence  of  the  equinoxes 
and  the  solstices,  and  to  have  projected  geographical  charts  for 
the  first  time  in  Greece,  This  practical  mathematician  derived 
the  universe  from  the  unlimited,  tu  ixwupov,  hurling  thought  thus 
at  a  venture,  as  it  were,  into  the  realm  of  metaphysical  concep- 
tions. It  would  appear  from  the  dim  and  hazy  tradition  which 
we  have  received  about  Anaximandcr,  that  he  instituted  a  polemic 
against  the  so-called  physicists,  arguing  that  to  the  elements  of 
fire  or  water  there  can  be  attributed  a  beginning  and  an  ending, 
but  that  the  abstract  indefinite,  as  uncreate  and  indestructible, 
takes  precedence  of  all  else.  His  thought,  however,  though  fruit- 
ful of  future  consequences,  was  in  itself  barren  ;  nor  have  we  any 
reason  to  conclude  that  by  the  aTvupov  he  meant  more  than  a  pri- 
mordial substance,  or  Grund,  without  quality  and  without  limita- 
tion— a  void  and  hollow  form  containing  in  itself  potentialities  of 
all  things.  It  is  characteristic  of  this  early  age  of  Greek  specula- 
tion that  Simplicius  found  it  necessary  to  criticise  even  Anaxi- 
mandcr for  using  poetic  phraseology,  TroiririKwrepoic  ovofiaaii'.  In 
his  polemic,  however,  he  started  one  of  the  great  puzzles,  the  con- 
trast between  birth  and  death,  and  the  difficulty  of  discovering  an 
element  subject  to  neither,  which  agitated  the  schools  of  Greece 
throughout  their  long  activity. 

While  the  thinkers  of  Ionia  were  endeavoring  to  discover  terms 
of  infinite  subtlety,  through  wliich  to  symbolize  the  uniform  and 
unchangeable  substance  underlying  the  multiplicity  of  phenom- 
ena, the  Pythagoreans  in  Italy  turned  their  attention  to  the  ab- 
stract relations  of  which  numbers  are  the  simplest  expression. 
Numbers,  they  saw,  are  both  thoughts  and  also  at  the  same  time 
universally  applicable  to  things  of  sense.  There  is  nothing  tan- 
gible which  can  escape  the  formulae  of  arithmetic.  Mistaking  a 
power  of  the  mind  for  a  power  inherent  in  the  universe,  they  im- 
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agined  that  the  figures  of  the  multiplication-table  were  the  essen- 
tial realities  of  things,  the  authentic  inner  essence  of  the  sensible 
world ;  and  to  number  they  attributed  a  mystic  potency.  Specu- 
lation was  still  so  immat/ure  that  they  failed  to  observe  the  steril- 
ity of  the  conception.  This  much,  however,  they  effected  :  by 
resting  upon  the  essentially  mental  conception  of  quantity,  and 
by  apprehending  the  whole  universe  as  number,  they  took  the  first 
important  step  in  the  direction  of  pure  metaphysic. 

Anaxagoras  of  Clazomense,  following  another  path,  pronounced 
that  the  really  efficient  agency  in  the  universe  is  Mind.  For  this 
utterance  he  has  been  justly  eulogized  by  the  metaphysicians  of 
all  succeeding  centuries.  It  was,  in  fact,  the  starting-point  of 
what  in  German  phraseology  is  called  BegnJ^sphilosophie.  Anax- 
agoras insisted  on  a  point  which  had  been  neglected  by  his  con- 
temporaries— the  form-giving  activity  of  mind,  as  known  to  us 
immediately  in  the  human  reason — and  asserted  the  impossibility 
of  leaving  this  out  of  the  account  of  the  universe.  But,  as  Socra- 
tes complained,  he  stopped  here,  and  diverged  into  material  ex- 
planations, talking  about  attraction  and  repulsion  and  homogene- 
ous particles,  without  attempting  to  connect  them  with  the  action 
of  his  NoDc. 

Democritus  of  Abdera,  a  little  later  in  time  than  the  thinkers 
who  have  hitherto  been  mentioned,  was  so  attracted  by  the  indefi- 
nite divisibility  of  matter  that  he  explained  the  universe  by  the 
theory  of  a  void  in  which  an  infinity  of  atoms  moved  and  met  in 
varied  combination.  It  is  well  known  that  this  liypothesis,  the 
parent  of  the  Epicurean  and  the  Lucretian  systems,  has  been  the 
main-stay  of  materialism  in  all  ages,  and  that  it  has  lately  been  re- 
ceived into  favor  by  some  of  the  most  advanced  physicists.  Yet 
it  must  not  be  imagined  that  the  Atomism  of  Democritus  was  in 
any  true  sense  scientific  according  to  our  acceptation  of  the  term. 
Like  the  Infinite  of  Anaximander,  the  Mind  of  Anaxagoras,  the 
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Numbers  of  Pythagoras,  the  Fire  of  Ilcraclitus,  his  Plenum  and 
Vacuum  was  a  conjectural  hypothesis  founded  upon  no  experiment 
or  observation  properly  so  called.  All  these  early  systems  were 
freaks  of  fancy,  shrewd  guesses,  poetic  thoughts,  in  which  abstrac- 
tions from  language,  elementary  refinements  upon  mythology,  to- 
gether with  crude  speculations  about  natural  objects,  were  made 
the  groundwork  of  dogmatism.  At  the  same  time  thought  at 
this  period  was  both  active  and  creative  ;  nearly  all  the  permanent 
problems  which  occur  to  human  ignorance — the  antitheses  of  a 
beginning  and  an  ending,  of  being  and  not  being,  of  rest  and  mo- 
tion, of  the  continuous  and  the  discrete,  of  the  one  and  the  many 
— the  criterion  of  knowledge  and  opinion,  the  antagonism  of  the 
senses  and  the  reason,  the  relation  of  the  vital  principle  to  inani- 
mate existence — were  posed  in  the  course  of  animated  controversy. 
Logic  had  not  been  formulated  as  a  method.  Philosophical  ter- 
minology had  not  as  yet  been  settled.  But  the  logical  faculty  was 
working  in  full  vigor,  and  language  was  being  made  to  yield  ab- 
stractions hitherto  unapprehended. 

This  brief  survey  of  the  origin  of  Greek  philosophy  will  enable 
us  to  understand  the  position  of  the  Eleatics.  Regarded  collect- 
ively, and  as  a  school  developing  a  body  of  doctrine,  they  ad- 
vanced in  abstraction  beyond  any  of  their  predecessors  or  contem- 
poraries. Whereas  other  philosophers  had  sought  for  the  abstract 
in  phenomenal  elements,  the  Eleatics  went  straight  through  lan- 
guage to  the  notion  of  pure  being :  even  the  numbers  of  Pythag- 
oras were  not  sufficient  for  the  exiajencies  of  their  loffic.  The 
unity  of  being,  as  the  one  reality,  and  the  absolute  impossibility 
of  not-being,  revealed  by  the  consciousness  and  demonstrated  by 
language  in  the  copula  tari,  forms  the  groundwork  of  their  dog- 
matism. How  important  was  the  principle  thus  introduced  into 
the  fabric  of  European  thought,  is  evident  to  every  student  of  the 
history  of  philosophy.     It  is  enough  in  this  place  to  point  out  to 
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what  extent  it  lias  influenced  our  language  througli  such  words  as 
entity,  existence,  essence.  The  Eleatics  may  claim  as  their  own 
coinage  the  title  of  all  metaphysics — Ontology,  or  the  Science  of 
Being. 

In  order  to  make  the  attitude  of  these  earliest  Greek  thinkers 
still  more  clear,  we  must  return  for  a  moment  to  Heraclitus,  who 
instituted  a  polemic  against  the  Eleatic  doctrine  of  Being.  He  as- 
serted that  Being  is  no  more  than  not-Being.  Regarded  in  itself 
as  an  abstraction.  Being  turns  out  to  be  identical  with  nothing. 
The  relation  of  Being  to  not-Being  in  Becoming  formed  the  cen- 
tral point  of  his  metaphysic,  and  was  enunciated  in  the  axiom, 
All  is  flowing,  Trarra  pfi.  Though  the  Heraclitean  polemic  was 
directed  against  the  school  at  large,  it  would  be  in  the  last  degree 
inaccurate  to  treat  the  Eleatic  doctrine,  as  maintained  by  Xenoph- 
anes,  Parmenides,  Zeno,  and  Melissus,  from  the  point  of  view  of 
one  consistent  system.  By  so  doing  not  only  would  the  truth  of 
history  be  violated,  but  one  of  the  most  valuable  examples  of  the 
growth  of  thought  in  Greece  would  be  lost. 

Xenophanes,  who  is  regarded  as  the  founder  of  the  school,  was 
a  native  of  Colophon.  He  left  his  fatherland,  and  spent  the 
greater  portion  of  his  life  in  Sicily  and  Magna  Grajcia.  We  hear 
of  him  first  at  Messana,  then  at  Catana ;  and  there  is  good  reason 
to  believe  that  he  visited  the  Phocaean  colony  of  Elca  (afterwards 
Velia)  on  the  western  coast  of  Calabria,  a  little  to  the  south  of 
Paestum.  At  all  events,  antiquity  spoke  of  him  as  the  father  of 
philosophy  at  Elea,  and  Diogenes  Laertius  mentions  a  poem  of 
two  thousand  hexameters  which  he  composed  in  joint  j)raise  of 
this  city  and  Colophon.  Xenophanes  lived  to  a  great  age.  In  a 
couplet  preserved  from  one  of  his  elegies  he  speaks  of  having 
wandered,  absorbed  in  thought  and  contemplation,  for  sixty-seven 
years  through  Hellas,  and  fixes  twenty-five  years  as  the  age  at 
which  he  began  his  travels.     He  was  celebrated,  like  his  fellow- 
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countryman,  Mimnermus,  for  liis  elegiac  poetry,  some  fragments 
of  which  are  among  the  most  valuable  relics  we  possess  of  that 
species  of  composition.  About  538  B.C.  is  the  date  usually  as- 
signed to  him. 

The  starting-point  of  philosophy  for  Xenophanes  was  found  in 
theology.  "  Looking  up  to  universal  heaven,"  says  Aristotle, "  he 
proclaimed  that  unity  is  God."  The  largest  fragment  of  his  met- 
aphysical poem  consists  of  a  polemic  against  polytheism,  both  as  re- 
gards the  anthropomorphic  conception  of  deity  prevalent  in  Greece, 
and  also  as  regards  the  immorality  attributed  by  Homer  and  He- 
siod  to  the  gods.  His  own  god  is  a  high  abstraction  of  mind,  one 
and  indivisible,  without  motion,  without  beginning  or  ending,  in 
no  way  like  to  man.  To  the  divine  unity  he  attributed  thought 
and  volition ;  but  he  does  not  appear  to  have  attempted  to  con- 
nect God  with  the  universe.  Like  the  other  speculators  of  his 
age  and  nation,  he  theoretically  deduced  the  world  from  simple 
elements,  choosing  earth  and  water,  as  we  gather  from  some  frag- 
ments of  his  poem,  for  the  primordial  constituents.  At  the  same 
time  he  held  a  doctrine  which  afterwards  became  the  central  point 
of  Eleatic  science.  This  was  a  disbelief  in  the  evidence  of  the 
senses,  a  despair  of  empirical  knowledge,  which  contrasts  singu- 
larly with  his  own  vehement  dogmatism  upon  the  nature  of  the 
Divine  Being.  Thus  the  originality  of  Xenophanes  consisted  in 
his  pronouncing,  without  proof,  that  the  universe  must  be  regard- 
ed as  a  unity,  and  that  this  unity  is  the  Divine  Existence,  all  hu- 
man mythology  being  but  dreams  and  delusions.  Of  his  philo- 
sophical poem  only  inconsiderable  portions  have  been  preserved. 
These,  however,  are  sufficient  to  make  clear  the  line  he  took,  both 
in  his  assertion  of  monotheism  and  his  polemic  against  the  an- 
thropomorphic theology  of  the  Greeks.  Such  as  they  are,  I  have 
translated  them  as  follows  :* 

*  In  my  translations  of  the  fragments  of  Xenophanes  and  Parmenides,  I 
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"  One  god  there  is,  among  gods  and  men  the  greatest,  neither  in  body  like 
to  mortals,  nor  in  mind. 

"  With  the  whole  of  him  he  sees,  with  the  whole  of  him  he  thinks,  with  the 
whole  of  him  he  hears. 

"  Without  exertion,  by  energy  of  mind  he  sways  the  universe  of  things. 

"  That  he  abides  forever  in  the  same  state,  without  movement,  or  change 
from  place  to  place,  is  evident. 

"  But  mortals  fancy  that  gods  come  into  being  like  themselves,  and  have 
their  senses,  voice,  and  body.  But,  of  a  truth,  if  oxen  or  lions  had  hands,  and 
could  draw  with  their  hands,  and  make  what  men  make,  then  horses  like  unto 
horses,  and  oxen  like  unto  oxen,  would  both  paint  the  images  of  gods,  and 
shape  their  bodies  also  after  the  similitude  of  their  own  limbs. 

"  Homer  and  Besiod  attributed  to  gods  everything  that  is  disgraceful  and 
blameworthy  among  men,  and  very  many  lawless  deeds  of  gods  they  recorded 
— theft,  adultery,  and  mutual  deceit." 

Another  set  of  scattered  fragments,  small  in  number  and  mea- 
gre in  their  information,  from  the  poem  by  Xenophanes  on  (pvaic, 
show  that  he  held  the  views  afterwards  developed  by  Parmenides 
concerning  the  uncertainty  of  human  opinion,  and  that  the  ele- 
mental substances  which  he  favored  in  his  cosmogonical  theory 
were  earth  and  water.     These  also  I  have  translated: 

"For  all  of  us  from  earth  and  water  sprang. 

"  Earth  and  water  are  all  things  that  come  into  being  and  have  birth. 

"  The  spring  of  water  is  the  sea. 

"  This  upper  surface  of  the  earth  beneath  our  feet  is  open  to  the  sight,  and 
borders  on  the  air ;  but  the  lower  parts  reach  down  into  infinity. 

"  What  we  call  Iris,  that  also  is  a  cloud,  purple-dark,  scarlet-bright,  yellow- 
pale  to  look  upon. 

"  The  very  truth  itself  no  man  who  hath  been  or  will  be  can  know  concern- 


have  followed  the  text  of  their  most  recent  editor,  W.  A.  Mullach,  not  without 
reference,  however,  to  that  of  Karsten,  some  of  whose  emendations  seem  al- 
most necessary  to  the  sense.  The  meaning  of  many  Parmenidcan  sentences 
may,  however,  be  fairly  said  to  be  now  irrecoverable,  owing  to  the  uncertainty 
of  readinjrs  and  the  lack  of  context. 
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ing  gods  and  all  whereof  I  speak ;  for  thoiigli  he  publish  the  most  absolute, 
yet  even  so  he  does  not  know :  opinion  is  supreme  o'er  all  things. 

"  These  things  are  matters  of  opinion,  shadows  of  the  truth. 

"  Not  from  the  beginning  did  gods  reveal  all  things  to  mortals ;  but  in 
course  of  time  by  seeking  they  make  progress  in  discovery." 

Tlie  essential  weakness  of  the  Eleatic  way  of  thinking  was  not 
glaringly  apparent,  though  implicit,  in  the  utterance  of  Xenoph- 
ancs.  This  consisted  in  the  unreconciled  antithesis  between  the 
world  of  unity,  of  true  being,  of  rational  thought,  and  the  world 
of  multiplicity,  of  phenomenal  appearance,  of  opinion.  By  push- 
ing the  tenets  of  his  master  to  their  logical  conclusions,  and  by 
exchanging  theological  for  metaphysical  phraseology,  Parmen- 
ides,  the  greatest  teacher  of  the  school,  exposed  the  fatal  insuffi- 
ciency of  Eleatic  dualism.  At  the  same  time  he  achieved  an  ever- 
memorable  triumph  in  philosophy  by  forcing  the  problem  of  es- 
sential reality  upon  the  earliest  Greek  speculators,  and  by  defining 
the  battle-ground  of  future  ontological  controversy. 

Parmenides,  a  native  of  Elea,  who  flourished  about  the  year 
503  B.C.,  enjoyed  a  reputation  in  his  native  city  scarcely  inferior 
to  that  of  Pythagoras  at  Crotona,  of  Empedocles  at  Acragas,  or 
of  Solon  at  Athens.  Speusippus,  quoted  by  Diogenes  Laertius,  as- 
serts that  the  magistrates  of  Elea  were  yearl}'  sworn  to  observe 
the  laws  enacted  by  Parmenides.  Cebes  talks  about  a  "  Pytha- 
gorean or  Parmenidean  mode  of  life,"  as  if  the  austere  ascesis  of 
the  Saniian  philosopher  had  been  adopted  or  imitated  by  the 
Eleatic.  Indeed,  there  is  good  reason  to  suppose  that  Parmeni- 
des held  intercourse  with  members  of  the  Pythagorean  sect,  his 
neighbors  in  the  south  of  Italy.  Diogenes  Laertius  relates  that 
he  was  united  in  the  bonds  of  closest  friendship  to  Ameinias  and 
Diochaites,  two  Pythagoreans.  Of  these  the  latter  was  a  poor 
man,  but  excellent  in  breeding  and  in  character ;  Parmenides  so 
loved  him  and  respected  him  that,  when  he  died,  he  dedicated  a 
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hero's  chapel  to  his  memory.  The  philosophers  of  this  period  in 
Greece,  as  might  be  proved  abundantly,  were  no  mere  students, 
but  men  of  action  and  political  importance.  Their  reputation 
for  superior  wisdom  caused  them  to  be  consulted  in  affairs  of 
state,  and  to  be  deferred  to  in  matters  of  constitutional  leg-isla- 
tion.  Some  of  them,  like  Thales,  Anaximander,  and  Empedocles, 
were  employed  on  works  of  public  utility.  Others,  like  Pythag- 
oras, remodelled  the  society  of  cities,  or,  like  Anaxagoras,  through 
their  influence  with  public  men  like  Pericles,  raised  the  tone  of 
politics  around  them.  All  of  them  devoted  a  large  portion  of 
their  time  and  attention  to  the  study  of  public  questions.  It  was 
this  kind  of  prestige,  we  may  conjecture,  which,  in  the  next  phase 
of  Greek  thought,  threw  so  much  power  into  the  hands  of  soph- 
ists, and  which  finally  encouraged  Plato  in  his  theory  that  those 
states  would  be  best  governed  where  the  sages  were  the  rulers. 

Of  Parmenides  himself  some  precious  notices  have  been  pre- 
served by  Plato.  It  appears  that  the  great  Eleatic  teacher  visit- 
ed Athens  in  his  old  age.  Socrates  was  a  young  man  at  the  pe- 
riod of  this  visit ;  and  Plato,  Avhether  inventing  an  occasion  for 
their  meeting  or  relying  on  actual  tradition,  brings  them  into  con- 
versation.    In  the  prelude  to  the  dialogue  Pai'menides,  we  read  :* 

"  He  told  us  that  Pythodorus  had  described  to  him  the  appearance  of  Par- 
menides and  Zeno ;  they  came  to  Athens,  he  said,  at  the  great  Panatheuaea ; 
the  former  was,  at  the  time  of  his  visit,  about  sixty-five  years  old,  very  white 
with  age,  but  well-favored.  Zeno  was  nearly  forty  years  of  age,  of  a  noble 
figure  and  fair  aspect ;  and  in  the  days  of  his  youth  he  was  reported  to  have 
been  beloved  of  Parmenides.  He  said  that  they  lodged  with  Pythodorus  in 
the  Ceramicus,  outside  the  wall,  whither  Socrates  and  others  came  to  see 
them ;  they  wanted  to  hear  some  writings  of  Zeno,  which  had  been  brought 
to  Athens  by  them  for  the  first  time.  He  said  that  Socrates  was  then  very 
young,  and  that  Zeno  read  them  to  him  in  the  absence  of  Parmenides,  and 


*  This  and  the  two  following  translations  from  Plato  are  Professor  Jewett's. 
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had  nearly  finished  when  Pythodorus  entered,  and  with  him  Parmenides  and 
Aristoteles,  who  was  afterwards  one  of  the  Thirty ;  there  was  not  much  more 
to  hear,  and  Pythodorus  had  heard  Zeno  repeat  them  before." 

The  Thecetetus  contains  another  alktsion  to  Parmenides,  wliich 
proves  in  what  reverence  the  old  philosopher  was  held  by  Soc- 
rates : 

"  My  reason  is  that  I  have  a  Ivind  of  reverence,  not  so  much  for  Melissus 
and  the  others,  who  say  that  '  all  is  one  and  at  rest,'  as  for  the  great  leader 
himself,  Parmenides,  venerable  and  awful,  as  in  Homeric  language  he  may  be 
called — him  I  should  be  ashamed  to  approach  in  a  spirit  unworthy  of  him.  I 
met  him  when  he  was  an  old  man  and  I  was  a  mere  youth,  and  he  appeared 
to  me  to  have  a  glorious  depth  of  mind.  And  I  am  afraid  that  we  may  not 
understand  his  language,  and  may  fall  short  even  more  of  his  meaning." 

Finally,  in  the  Sojihistes  a  passing  allusion  to  the  same  event  is 
put  into  the  mouth  of  Socrates :  "  I  remember  hearing  Parmeni- 
des use  the  latter  of  the  two  methods,  when  I  was  a  young  man 
and  he  was  far  advanced  in  years,  in  a  very  noble  discussion." 
These  notices  of  the  Eleatic  sage,  we  feel,  are  not  in  any  sense 
accidental.  Plato  has  introduced  them  in  important  moments  of 
his  three  most  studied  dialogues  upon  those  very  points  which  oc- 
cupied the  mind  of  Parmenides,  and  by  the  elaboration  of  which 
he  made  his  greatest  contribution  to  philosophy.  The  problems 
of  knowledge  and  of  the  relation  of  the  phenomenal  universe  to 
real  existence  were  for  the  first  time  methodically  treated  in  the 
school  of  Elea.  Their  solution  in  the  theory  of  Ideas  was  the 
main  object  of  Plato's  philosophical  activity. 

The  unity  asserted  by  Xenophanes  gave  its  motto  to  the  Ele- 
atic school ;  ey  ra  ircipra  became  their  watchword.  Parmenides, 
however,  abstracted  from  this  unity  all  theological  attributes. 
Plain  existence,  obtained  apparently  by  divesting  thought  of  all 
qualifications  derived  from  sensation  and  imagination,  and  regard- 
ing it  in  primitive  and  abstract  nakedness  or  nothingness,  was  the 
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onlv  positive  condition  whicli  he  left  to  the  principle  of  Being; 
and  tliongli  he  seems  to  have  identified  this  Being  with  Thought, 
we  must  be  careful  not  to  be  misled  by  modern  analogies  into 
fancying  that  his  upxl]  involved  a  purely  intellectual  idealism. 
Nor,  again,  can  we  regard  it  as  the  totality  of  things  presented  to 
the  senses ;  the  most  earnest  polemic  of  the  philosopher  is  direct- 
ed against  this  view.  The  Unity,  the  Being,  of  Parmenides,  was 
in  truth  the  barest  metaphysical  abstraction,  deduced,  we  are 
tempted  to  believe,  in  the  first  instance  from  a  simple  observa- 
tion of  language,  and  yet,  when  formed,  not  wholly  purged  from 
corporeity.  Being  is  proved  by  the  word  tur/.  The  singular 
number  indicates  the  unity  of  the  subject ;  the  present  tense 
proves  its  eternity,  for  it  neither  asserts  a  has  been  nor  a  will  he, 
but  an  everlasting  is.  Its  antithesis  not-Being  is  impossible  and 
inconceivable ;  ovk  Icr-i.  Completing  his  conception  of  Being  as 
the  sole  reality,  and  carrying  out  the  arguments  attributed  by  Ar- 
istotle to  his  master,*  Parmenides  shows  that  the  eternal  One  is 
indivisible,  immovable,  continuous,  homogeneous,  absolutely  self- 
identical,  beyond  the  reach  of  birth,  or  change,  or  dissolution. 
Furthermore,  it  is  finite  and  spheroid.  In  rounding  and  com- 
pleting his  notion  of  the  Unity  of  Being,  Parmenides  seems  at 
this  point  to  have  passed  into  the  region  of  geometrical  abstrac- 
tions. The  sphere  of  mathematics  requires  to  be  circumscribed 
by  a  superficies  equidistant  at  all  points  from  the  centre.  These 
conditions  of  perfection  Parmenides  attributed  to  Being,  forget- 
ting that  the  finite  sphere  thus  conceived  by  liim  implied,  by  a 
necessity  of  human  thought,  a  beyond  against  which  it  should  be 
defined.  At  the  same  time,  this  geometrical  analogy  prevents 
us  from  assuming  that  the  further  identification  of  Being  Avith 
Thought  excluded  a  concrete  and  almost  material  conception  of 
the  Ens. 

*  See  the  treatise  Dc  Xenophane,  Zenone,  ct  Gorgia. 
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As  opposed  to  this  unique  «PX*''  ^^^e  sole  and  universal  reality, 
wliicli  can  only  be  apprehended  by  the  reason,  and  which  is  eter- 
nally and  continuously  One,  Parmenides  places  the  totality  of 
phenomena,  multiplex,  diverse,  subject  to  birth,  change,  division, 
dissolution,  motion.  These,  he  asserts,  are  non-existent,  the  illu- 
sions of  the  senses,  mere  names,  the  vague  and  unreal  dream- 
world of  impotent  mortals.  Not  having  advanced  in  his  analysis 
of  thought  beyond  the  first  category  of  Being,  he  felt  obliged  to 
abandon  the  multiplicity  of  things  as  hopeless  and  unthinkable. 
Yet  he  cannot  deny  their  phenomenal  existence ;  there  they  are, 
deceiving  the  sage  and  the  simple  man  alike :  experience  asserts 
them  ;  language  and  the  opinion  of  humanity  take  them  for  grant- 
ed as  realities.  Parmenides  feels  bound  to  offer  an  explanation 
of  this  cosmos  of  illusion,  this  many-formed  and  many-colored 
mirage.  His  teaching  consequently  contains  a  paradox  deeply 
embedded  in  its  very  substance.  Having  first  expounded  the  law 
of  absolute  truth,  he  proceeds  to  render  a  grave  and  meditated 
account  of  error.  Having  demonstrated  the  sole  existence  of  ab- 
stract Being,  he  turns  a  page  and  begins  to  discourse,  like  any 
physicist  of  his  age  in  Greece,  concerning  Light  and  Night,  Hot 
and  Cold,  Fire  and  Earth,  Active  and  Passive,  Male  and  Female, 
Rare  and  Dense.  By  a  singular  irony  of  fate  it  was  precisely  for 
this  portion  of  his  teaching  that  he  received  the  praise  of  Bacon 
in  the  Novum  Organum.  To  connect  the  doctrine  of  Being,  ra 
irpoQ  aX»/9f(ar,  and  the  doctrine  of  Appearance,  ra  Trpoc  o<i^a»',  was 
beyond  his  power.  It  was  what  Plato  afterwards  attempted  in 
his  theory  of  ideas,  and  Aristotle  in  the  theory  of  forms  and 
matter,  t'ilr}  and  v\r}.  Parmenides  himself  seems  to  have  regard- 
ed man  as  a  part  of  the  cosmos,  subject  to  its  phantasmagoric 
changes  and  illusions,  yet  capable  of  comprehending  that,  Avhile 
the  substratum  of  Being  is  alone  immutable,  real,  and  one,  all  else 
is  shifting,  non-existent,  and  many.     Neglect,  he  says,  the  object 
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of  sense,  the  plurality  of  tilings  obedient  to  change,  and  you  will 
arrive  at  the  object  of  reason,  the  unity  that  alters  not  and  can  be 
only  apprehended  by  thought.  Yet,  while  on  the  one  hand  he 
did  not  disdain  to  theorize  the  universe  of  sense,  so,  on  the  other 
hand,  as  already  hinted,  he  had  not  arrived  at  the  point  of  ab- 
stracting corporeity  from  Being.  To  do  this  from  his  point  of 
view  was  indeed  impossible.  Having  posited  pure  Being  as  the 
sole  reality,  he  was  obliged  to  form  a  figurative  presentation  of  it 
to  his  own  mind.  A  new  stage  had  to  be  accomplished  by  hu- 
man thought  before  the  intellect  could  fairly  grapple  with  the 
problems  nakedly  and  paradoxically  propounded  by  the  sage  of 
Elea. 

From  the  immense  importance  attached  by  Parmenides  to  the 
verb  tor/,  and  from  his  assertion  that  men  deal  with  names  and 
not  with  realities,  it  followed  that  to  his  metaphysical  teaching  a 
logical  set  of  corollaries  had  to  be  appended.  To  construct  these 
was  the  task  of  Zeno,  his  beloved  pupil  and  authorized  successor. 
Zeno  undertook  to  maintain  the  Parmenidean  Unity,  both  against 
the  vulgar  evidence  of  the  senses  and  also  against  philosophers 
who,  like  Ileraclitus,  directed  their  attention  to  the  flux  and  mul- 
tiplicity of  things.  His  method  was,  not  to  prove  the  necessity 
of  unity  at  rest,  but  to  demonstrate  the  contradictions  involved 
in  the  ideas  of  plurality  and  motion.  The  intellectual  difficulties 
implied  in  the  divisibility  of  time  and  space  and  matter  were  de- 
veloped by  Zeno  with  a  force  and  subtlety  that  justified  Aristotle 
in  calling  him  the  founder  of  dialectic.  His  logic,  however,  was 
but  the  expansion  of  positions  implicit  in  Xenophanes  and  clearly 
indicated  by  Parmenides.  How  the  Eleatic  arguments,  as  further 
handled  by  Melissus,  helped  the  Sophists,  and  influenced  the  school 
of  Megara,  who  went  so  far  as  to  refuse  any  but  identical  propo- 
sitions, are  matters  that  belong  to  another  chapter  of  Greek  histo- 
ry.    So,  too,  is  Plato's  attempt  to  resolve  the  antinomies  revealed 
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in  human  tliought  by  the  polemic  of  his  predecessors.  Enough 
has  now  been  said  to  serve  as  preface  to  the  following  version  of 
the  fragments  of  Parmenides. 

His  poem — for,  strange  as  it  must  always  seem,  Parmenides 
committed  the  exposition  of  his  austerely  abstract  and  argumen- 
tative doctrine  to  hexameters — begins  with  an  epical  allegory. 
He  feigns  to  have  been  drawn  by  horses  on  a  chariot  to  the 
house  of  Truth  :  the  horses  may,  perhaps,  be  taken,  as  in  Plato's 
vision  of  the  Fhcedrus,  to  symbolize  faculties  of  the  soul ;  and  the 
gates  of  Truth  open  upon  two  roads — one  called  the  way  of  night, 
or  error ;  the  other,  of  light,  or  real  knowledge.  The  goddess 
who  dwells  here,  divine  Sophia,  instructs  him  equally  in  the  lore 
of  truth  and  of  opinion,  and  makes  no  attempt,  as  will  be  seen 
from  her  own  words,  to  conceal  the  futility  of  the  second  part  of 
her  discourse.  From  a  literary  point  of  view  the  poem  has  no 
merit.     Even  the  exordium  is  stiff  and  tame.     It  begins  thus : 

"  The  steeds  which  bear  me,  and  have  brought  me  to  the  bomids  of  my 
desire,  since  they  drew  and  carried  me  into  the  way  renowned  of  her  who 
leads  the  wise  man  to  all  knowledge — on  that  road  I  journeyed,  on  that  road 
they  bore  me,  those  steeds  of  thought  that  whirl  the  car  along.  But  maidens 
showed  the  way,  sun-born  maids,  who  left  the  halls  of  gloom  and  brought  U9 
to  the  light,  withdrawing  with  their  fingers  from  their  brows  the  veils.  And 
the  axle  in  the  socket  made  a  whistling  sound,  glowing  as  by  two  round 
wheels  on  either  side  it  ran,  while  the  steeds  drove  the  car  swiftly  on.  There 
are  the  gates  which  open  on  the  paths  of  Night  and  Day.  A  lintel  shuts 
them  in  above,  and  a  floor  of  stone  beneath ;  but  the  airy  space  they  close  is 
fastened  with  huge  doors,  which  Justice  the  avenger  locks  or  unlocks  by  the 
key  she  holds.  Her  did  the  maidens  sue  with  gentle  words,  and  wisely  won 
her  to  draw  for  them  the  bolted  barrier  from  the  gates.  The  gates  flew 
open,  and  the  doors  yawned  wide,  back  rolling  in  the  sockets  their  brazen 
hinges  wrought  with  clasps  and  nails.  Straight  through  the  portal  drove  the 
maidens  car  and  horses  on  the  broad  highway.  And  me  the  goddess  gra- 
ciously received ;  she  took  my  right  hand  in  her  hand,  and  spoke  these  words, 
addressing  me : '  Child  of  man,  companion  of  immortal  charioteers,  that  coraest 
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drawn  by  horses  to  our  home,  welcome !  for  thee  no  evil  fate  sent  forth  to  trav- 
el on  this  path — far  from  the  track  of  men  indeed  it  lies — but  Right  and  Jus- 
tice were  thy  guides.  Thy  lot  it  is  all  things  to  learn ;  both  the  sui-e  heart 
of  truth  that  wins  assent,  and  the  vain  fancies  of  mortals  which  have  no  real 
ground  of  faith.  Yet  these,  too,  shalt  thou  learn,  since  it  behooves  thee  to 
know  all  opinions,  testing  them,  and  travelling  every  field  of  thought.'  " 

Here  the  exordium,  as  we  possess  it,  ends,  and  we  start  upon  the 
fragments  of  the  lecture  addressed  by  divine  Sophia  to  the  mor- 
tal sage.  The  order  and  tlie  connection  of  these  fragments  are 
more  than  doubtful.  So  much,  however,  is  clear,  that  they  fall 
into  two  sections — the  first  treating  of  scientific  truth,  the  second 
of  popular  opinion.  The  instrument  of  knowledge  in  the  one 
case  is  the  reason  ;  in  the  other  the  senses  bear  confused  and  un- 
trustworthy witness  to  phenomena. 

"  Come  now,  for  I  will  tell,  and  do  thou  hear  and  keep  my  words,  what  are 
the  only  ways  of  inquiry  that  lead  to  knowledge.  The  one  Avhich  certifies 
that  being  is,  and  that  not-being  is  not,  is  the  pathway  of  persuasion,  for 
truth  follows  it.  The  other,  which  declares  that  being  is  not,  and  that  not- 
being  must  be,  that  I  afiirm  is  wholly  unpersuasive ;  for  neither  couldst  thou 
know  not-being,  since  it  cannot  be  got  at,  nor  couldst  thou  utter  it  in  words, 
seeing  that  thought  and  being  are  the  same. 

"  To  me  it  is  indifferent  where  I  begin,  for  again  to  the  same  point  I 
shall  return.  It  must  be  that  speech  and  thought  are  being,  for  being  is, 
and  that  not-being  is  nothing :  which  things  I  bid  thee  ponder.  First,  keep 
thy  mind  from  that  path  of  inquiry,  then,  too,  from  that  on  which  mortals 
who  know  nothing  wander  in  doubt ;  helplessness  sways  in  their  breasts  the 
erring  mind ;  hither  and  thither  are  tliey  borne,  deaf,  yea,  and  blind,  in  Avon- 
derment,  confused  crowds  who  fancy  being  and  not-being  are  the  same  and 
not  the  same ;  the  way  of  all  of  them  leads  backwards." 

Some  light  is  thrown  upon  these  fragments  by  a  passage  in  the 
Sophistcs  of  Plato,  where  the  Eleatic  stranger  is  made  to  say :  "  In 
the  days  when  I  was  a  boy,  the  great  Parmenides  protested  against 
this  {i.e.,  against  asserting  the  existence  of  not-being),  and  to  the 
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end  of  his  life  lie  continued  to  inculcate  the  same  lesson — always 
repeating,  both  in  verse  and  out  of  verse,  Keep  your  mind  from 
this  way  of  inquiry,  for  never  will  you  show  that  not-heing  is.'''' 
The  fragment  which  immediately  follows,  if  we  are  right  in  as- 
suming the  continuity  and  order  of  its  verses,  forms  the  longest 
portion  of  the  poem  extant. 

"  Xever  do  thou  learn  to  fancy  that  things  that  are  not,  are ;  but  keep  thy 
mhid  from  this  path  of  inquiry ;  nor  let  custom  force  thee  to  pursue  that 
beaten  way,  to  use  blind  eyes  and  sounding  ear  and  tongue,  but  judge  by  rea- 
son the  knotty  argument  which  I  declare.  One  only  way  of  reasoning  is  left 
— that  being  is.  Wherein  are  many  signs  that  it  is  uncreate  and  indestruc- 
tible, whole  in  itself,  unique  in  kind,  immovable  and  everlasting.  It  never 
was,  nor  will  be,  since  it  exists  as  a  simultaneous  present,  a  continuous  unity. 
What  origin  shall  we  seek  of  it  ?  Where  and  how  did  it  grow  ?  That  it 
arose  from  not-being  I  will  not  sufPer  thee  to  say  or  think,  for  it  cannot  be 
thought  or  said  that  being  is  not.  Then,  too,  what  necessity  could  have 
forced  it  to  the  birth  at  an  earlier  or  later  moment?  for  neither  birth  nor 
beginning  belongs  to  being.  Wherefore  either  to  be  or  not  to  be  is  the  un- 
conditioned alternative.  Xor  will  the  might  of  proof  allow  us  to  believe  that 
anything  can  spring  from  being  but  itself.  Therefore  the  law  of  truth  per- 
mits no  birth  or  dissolution  in  it,  no  remission  of  its  chains,  but  holds  it  firm. 
This,  then,  is  the  point  for  decision :  it  is,  or  it  is  not.  Xow  we  have  settled, 
as  necessity  obliged,  to  leave  the  one  path,  inconceivable,  unnamed,  for  it  is 
not  the  true  way  ;  but  to  affirm,  as  sure,  that  being  is.  How  then  could  being 
have  a  future  or  a  past  ?  If  it  began  to  be,  or  if  it  is  going  to  be,  then  it  is 
not :  wherefore  birth  and  death  are  alike  put  aside  as  inconceivable.  Nor  is 
it  divisible,  since  it  is  all  homogeneous,  in  no  part  more  itself  than  in  anoth- 
er, which  would  prevent  its  coherence,  nor  in  any  part  less  ;  but  all  is  full  of 
being.  Wherefore  it  is  one  continuous  whole,  for  being  draws  to  being.  Im- 
movable within  the  bounds  of  its  great  chains  it  is,  without  beginning,  with- 
out end,  since  birth  and  dissolution  have  moved  far  away,  whom  certainty  re- 
pelled. Eternally  the  same,  in  the  same  state,  for  and  by  itself,  it  abides ; 
thus  fixed  and  firm  it  stays,  for  strong  necessity  holds  it  in  the  chains  of  limit 
and  clinches  it  around.  AVherefore  being  cannot  be  infinite,  seeing  it  lacks 
nothing ;  and  if  it  were,  it  would  lack  all. 

'•  Look  now  at  things  which,  though  absent,  are  present  to  the  mind.     For 
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never  shall  being  from  being  be  sundered  so  as  to  lose  its  continuity  by  dis- 
persion or  recombination. 

"  Thought  and  the  object  of  thought  are  the  same,  for  without  being,  in 
which  is  affirmation,  thou  wilt  not  find  thought.  For  nothing  is  or  will  be 
besides  being,  since  fate  hath  bound  it  to  remain  alone  and  unmoved,  which 
is  named  the  universe — all  things  that  mortal  men  held  fixed,  believing  in  their 
truth — birth  and  death,  to  be  and  not  to  be,  change  of  place,  and  variety  of 
color. 

"  Now  since  the  extreme  limit  of  being  is  defined,  the  whole  is  like  a  well- 
rounded  sphere,  of  equal  radius  in  all  directions,  for  it  may  not  be  less  or 
greater  in  one  part  or  another.  For  neither  is  there  not-being  to  prevent  its 
attaining  to  equality,  nor  is  it  possible  that  being  should  in  one  place  be  more 
and  in  another  less  than  being,  since  all  is  inviolably  one.  For  this  is  certain, 
that  it  abides,  an  equal  whole  all  round,  within  its  limits. 

"  Here,  then,  I  conclude  my  true  discourse  and  meditation  upon  Truth. 
Turn  now  and  learn  the  opinions  of  men  listening  to  the  deceptive  order  of 
my  words." 

The  divine  Sophia  calls  the  speech  which  she  is  about  to  utter 
deceptive  (a7ra-?;Xoi'),  because  it  has  to  do  no  longer  witli  the 
immutable  and  imperturbable  laws  of  entity,  but  only  with  the 
delusions  to  which  the  human  mind  is  exposed  by  the  evidence 
of  the  senses.  If  Parmenides  had  been  in  any  true  sense  of  the 
word  a  poet,  he  would  not  have  subjected  Sophia  to  the  ridicule 
of  condemning  her  own  observations,  when  he  might  have  invent- 
ed some  other  machinery  for  the  conveyance  of  his  physical  hy- 
pothesis. Nothing,  in  fact,  can  be  more  artistically  monstrous 
than  to  put  lies  into  the  mouth  of  Truth  personified.  The  frag- 
ments of  this  portion  of  his  poem  may,  in  spite  of  their  scientific 
Avorthlessness,  be  translated,  if  only  for  the  sake  of  completeness. 
We  must  suppose,  thei'efore,  that  Wisdom  has  resumed  her  par- 
able, and  is  speaking  as  follows  : 

"  Two  forms  have  they  determined  by  their  minds  to  name,  for  those  are 
wrong  who  take  but  one  of  these.  Corporeally  and  by  signs  they  have  dis- 
tinguished them,  setting  on  the  one  side  fire,  ethereal,  gentle,  very  subtle, 
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everywhere  identical,  but  different  from  the  other  element.  That,  too,  is  self- 
identical,  diverse  from  fire,  dark  night,  a  thick  and  weighty  body.  Of  these  I 
will  reveal  to  you  the  whole  disposition,  as  it  appears,  so  that  no  thought  of 
mortals  may  ever  elude  you. 

"  Now,  seeing  that  all  things  are  called  by  the  name  of  light  and  night,  and 
the  qualities  that  severally  pertain  to  them,  the  universe  is  full  of  light  and 
murky  night,  rivals  equally  balanced,  since  neither  partakes  of  the  other. 

"  For  the  narrower  spheres  have  been  fashioned  of  impure  fire ;  those  next 
of  night,  interpenetrated  by  a  portion  of  flame  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all  is  the 
goddess  who  controls  the  whole.  For  everywhere  she  is  the  cause  of  dire 
parturition  and  pi'ocreation,  making  female  mix  with  male,  and  male  with  fe- 
male." 

At  this  point  in  the  murky  exposition  there  shines  forth  a  sin- 
gle line,  which,  seized  upon  by  poets  and  poetic  souls  in  after- 
years,  traverses  the  dismal  waste  of  false  physics  and  imperfect 
metaphysics  like  a  streak  of  inspiration — "  fair  as  a  star  when 
only  one  is  shining  in  the  sky." 

"  Love,  first  of  all  the  gods,  she  formed." 

"  Thou,  too,  shalt  know  the  nature  of  ether,  and  in  ether  all  the  signs,  and 
the  hidden  acts  of  the  bright  sun's  pure  lamp,  and  whence  they  sprang;  and 
thou  shalt  learn  the  revolutions  of  the  round-eyed  moon,  and  whence  she  is  ; 
and  thou  shalt  understand  the  all-surrounding  heaven,  whence  it  arose,  and 
how  fate  ruling  it  bound  it  to  keep  the  limits  of  the  stars. 

"  How  earth  and  sun  and  moon  and  ether  shared  by  all,  and  the  galaxy  and 
farthest  Olympus,  and  the  hot  might  of  stars  sprang  into  being. 

"  Another  light  that  shines  in  revolution  round  the  earth  by  night. 

"  Forever  gazing  at  the  radiant  sun. 

"  For  as  the  elements  are  mixed  in  the  jointed  framework  of  our  limbs,  so 
are  the  minds  of  men  made  up.  For  the  nature  of  the  members  is  the  same 
as  that  which  thinks  in  the  case  of  all  and  each  ;  it  is  mind  that  rules. 

"  From  the  right  side  boys,  from  the  left  girls. 

*'  Thus,  according  to  opinion,  were  born  and  now  are  these  things  ;  and 
afterwards,  when  they  have  grown  to  the  full,  will  perish  :  whereto  men  have 
affixed  unto  each  a  name." 

It  is  only  by  a  complete  translation  of  the  extant  fragments  of 
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Parmenides  that  any  notion  can  be  formed  of  tlie  liiatus  between 
Avhat  he  chose  to  call  truth  and  what  he  termed  opinion.  As  a 
thinker,  he  revealed  both  the  weakness  of  his  metaphysical  sys- 
tem and  the  sincerity  of  his  intention  by  proclaiming  this  abrupt 
division  between  the  realm  of  the  pure  reason  and  the  field  of  the 
senses,  without  attempting  a  synthesis.  No  other  speculator  has 
betrayed  the  vanity  of  dogmatism  about  the  absolute  more  con- 
clusively by  the  simultaneous  presentation  of  lame  guesses  in  the 
region  of  the  relative.  The  impartial  student  of  his  verse  is 
forced  to  the  conclusion  that  the  titles  -a  ivpvg  uXi'ideiay  and  ro 
TTjOtie  coEay,  which  have  been  given  to  the  two  departments  of  his 
exposition,  are  both  arbitrary ;  for  what  warrant  have  we  that  his 
intuitions  into  the  nature  of  pure  being  are  more  certain  than  his 
guesses  about  the  conditions  of  phenomenal  existence  ?  Parmen- 
ides might,  indeed,  be  selected  as  a  parable  of  the  human  mind 
pretending  to  a  knowledge  of  the  unconditioned  truth,  and,  after 
all,  arriving  at  nothing  more  cogent  than  opinion.  The  innumer- 
able ontological  assertions  which  in  the  pride  of  the  speculative 
reason  have  been  made  by  men  are  ^6t,ai ;  and  the  epigram  point- 
ed by  Parmenides  against  the  common  folk  is  equally  applicable 
to  his  own  sect — 

Kdxpoi  ofiCJQ  TvcpXoi  re,  TtOijiroreg,  uKpira  ipiiKa. 

As  soon  as  men  begin  to  dogmatize,  whether  the  supposed  truth 
to  which  they  pin  their  faith  be  the  barest  metaphysical  abstrac- 
tion or  some  assumed  intuition  into  the  divine  nature,  they  create 
a  schism  between  the  multiplicity  of  the  universe  and  the  unity 
which  they  proclaim.  In  other  words,  they  distinguish,  like  I'ar- 
menides,  between  what  they  arbitrarily  denote  as  truth  and  w  hat 
they  cannot  account  for  as  phenomena.  To  quit  the  sphere  of 
our  own  mind  is  impossible ;  and,  therefore,  nothing  can  be  dis- 
covered Avhich  is  not  some  mode  of  the  mind.     The  utmost  the 


rARMENlDES.  205 

metaphysician  can  do  is  to  describe  the  operations  of  the  human 
intellect  without  explaining  its  existence,  and  all  systematized 
knowledge  is  but  a  classification  of  the  categories  of  conscious- 
ness.  Thus  the  sophistic  position  that  man  is  for  man  the  meas- 
ure of  all  things  is  irrefutable.  But  when  he  attempts  to  hypos- 
tasize  his  own  thoughts  as  realities,  to  argue  outward  from  his 
conceptions  to  the  universe,  this  is  the  same  as  taking  a  leap 
in  the  dark  across  an  undefined  abyss  from  the  only  ascertained 
standing-ground  to  a  hypothetical  beyond. 

During  the  two-and-twenty  centuries  which  have  elapsed  since 
the  days  of  Parmenides,  the  philosophers  have  learned  wisdom. 
They  are  now  too  wary  to  parade  the  distinction  between  two 
kinds  of  opinion,  and  to  construct  one  system  of  truth,  another 
of  illusion.  They  either  content  themselves  with  omitting  what 
they  regard  as  the  insoluble,  or  they  endeavor  to  invent  an  all- 
embracing  schema,  which  shall  supersede  the  cruder  distinctions 
between  subject  and  object,  mind  and  nature,  ego  and  non-ego. 
Yet  nothing  in  the  realm  of  absolute  knowledge  has  been  gained 
in  all  this  space  of  time. 

The  owl  of  Minerva,  to  quote  one  of  Hegel's  most  luminous 
epigrams,  still  starts  upon  its  flight  when  the  evening  twilight, 
succeeding  the  day  of  work,  has  fallen.  Metaphysic  goes  on 
shaping  from  the  human  consciousness  a  fabric  which  it  calls 
reality.  Science  has  magnified  and  multiplied  phenomena  until, 
instead  of  one,  we  have  in  every  case  a  million  problems  to  em- 
ploy intelligence.  Social  conditions  grow  more  complex,  and  more 
and  more  is  ascertained  about  the  inner  life  of  man.  But  the 
fact  remains  that,  while  theologian,  logician,  physicist,  and  moral- 
ist, each  from  his  own  standing-point,  may  cry  "  Eureka !"  we  can 
know  nothing  in  itself.  The  most  complicated  system,  created 
by  the  Aristotle  of  the  modern  world,  involves  at  the  outset  an 
assumption.     From  reflection  on  the  laws  of  human  thought,  on 
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the  varied  acquisitions  of  the  human  mind,  and  on  the  successive 
phases  of  human  liistoiy,  it  carries  over  the  synthetic  statement 
of  its  conclusions  to  the  account  of  the  universe.  In  other  words, 
it  postulates  the  identity  of  the  human  and  the  divine  mind,  and 
ends  by  assertino-  that  thought  is  the  only  reality.  Does  not  a 
fallacy  lie  in  this,  that  while  the  mind  possesses  the  faculty  of 
reflecting  upon  itself,  everything  which  it  knows  is  of  necessity 
expressed  in  terms  of  itself,  and  therefore  in  pretending  to  give 
an  account  of  the  universe  it  is  only  giving  an  account  of  its  own 
operations?  The  philosophy  of  the  Idee  is  thus  a  way  of  look- 
ing at  things ;  to  explain  them  or  deduce  them  is  beyond  its 
reach.  How,  for  example,  except  by  exercise  of  faith,  by  dogma- 
tism and  initial  begging  of  the  question,  can  we  be  assured  that 
an  intelligence  differently  constituted  from  the  human  mind 
should  not  cognize  a  different  k6(tiioq  vo-qroq,  or  intelligible  world, 
and  be  equally  justified  in  claiming  to  have  arrived  at  truth  ?  It 
is  comparatively  easy  to  acquire  encyclopaedic  knowledge,  to  con- 
struct a  system,  to  call  the  keystone  of  the  system  the  Idee,  and 
to  assert  that  the  Idee  is  God,  But  is  all  this  of  any  value  except 
as  a  machine  for  arranging  and  formulating  thoughts  and  opin- 
ions ?     At  the  end  of  philosophies  one  feels  tempted  to  exclaim  : 

I  heard  what  was  said  of  the  universe, 

Heard  it  and  heard  it  of  several  thousand  years : 

It  is  middhng  well  as  far  as  it  goes, — But  is  that  all  ? 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

EMPEDOCLES. 

The  Grandeur  of  his  Fame. — His  Vei'satility  of  Genius. — His  Mysticism. — His 
Supposed  Miracles. — Legends  about  his  Death. — His  Political  Action. — 
His  Poems. — Estimation  in  which  the  Ancients  held  them. — Their  Pro- 
phetic Fervor. — Belief  in  Metempsychosis. — Purifying  Rites. — Contempt 
for  the  Knowledge  of  the  Senses. — Physical  Theories. — The  Poem  on 
Nature. — The  Four  Elements. — The  Sphserus. — Love  and  Discord. — The 
Eclecticism  of  Empedocles. 

The  figure  of  Empedocles  of  Agrigentum,  when  seen  across  tlie 
twcnty-tliree  centuries  which  separate  us  from  him,  presents  per- 
haps a  more  romantic  appearance  than  that  of  any  other  Greek 
philosopher.  This  is  OAving,  in  a  great  measure,  to  the  fables 
which  invest  his  life  and  death  with  mystery,  to  his  reputation 
for  magical  power,  and  to  the  wild  sublimity  of  some  of  his  poetic 
utterances.  Yet,  even  in  his  lifetime,  and  among  contemporary 
Greeks,  he  swept  the  stage  of  life  like  a  great  tragic  actor,  and 
left  to  posterity  the  fame  of  genius  as  a  poet,  a  physician,  a  pa- 
triot, and  a  philosopher.  The  well-known  verses  of  Lucretius  are 
enough  to  prove  that  the  glory  of  Empedocles  increased  with  age, 
and  bore  the  test  of  time.  Reading  them,  we  cannot  but  regret 
that  poems  which  so  stirred  the  reverent  enthusiasm  of  Rome's 
greatest  singer  have  been  scattered  to  the  winds,  and  that  what 
we  now  possess  of  their  remains  affords  but  a  poor  sample  of 
their  unimpaired  magnificence. 

Nothing  is  more  remarkable  about  Empedocles  than  his  ver- 
satility and  comprehensiveness.     Other  men  of  his  age  were  as 
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nobly  born,  as  great  in  pliilosopbic  power,  as  distinguisbed  for 
the  part  they  bore  in  poHtics,  as  celebrated  for  poetic  genius,  as 
versed  in  mystic  lore,  in  medicine,  and  in  magic  arts.  But  Par- 
menides,  Pythagoras,  Pausanias,  and  Epimcnides  could  claim  hon- 
or in  but  one,  or  two  at  most,  of  these  departments.  Empedocles 
united  all,  and  that  too,  if  we  may  judge  by  the  temper  of  his 
genius  and  the  few  legends  handed  down  to  us  about  his  life,  in 
no  ordinary  degree.  He  seems  to  have  possessed  a  warmth  and 
richness  of  nature  which  inclined  him  to  mysticism  and  poetry, 
and  gave  a  tone  of  peculiar  solemnity  to  everything  he  did  or 
thought  or  said.  At  the  same  time,  he  was  attracted  by  the 
acuteness  of  his  intellect  to  the  metaphysical  inquiries  which  were 
agitating  the  western  colonies  of  Greece,  while  his  rare  powers  of 
observation  enabled  him  to  make  discoveries  in  the  then  almost 
unexplored  region  of  natural  science.  The  age  in  which  he  lived 
had  not  yet  thrown  off  the  foi'm  of  poetry  in  philosophical  com- 
position. Even  Parmenides  had  committed  his  austere  theories 
to  hexameter  verse.  Therefore,  the  sage  of  Agrigentum  was  easily 
led  to  concentrate  his  splendid  powers  on  the  production  of  one 
great  work,  and  made  himself  a  poet  among  philosophers,  and  a 
philosopher  among  poets,  without  thereby  impairing  his  claims  to 
rank  highly  both  as  a  poet  and  also  as  a  thinker  among  the  most 
distinguished  men  of  Greece.  But  Empedocles  had  not  only 
deeply  studied  metaphysics,  nature,  and  the  arts  of  verse  ;  what- 
ever was  mysterious  in  the  world  around  him,  in  the  guesses  of 
past  ages,  and  in  the  forebodings  of  his  own  heart,  possessed  a 
powerful  attraction  for  the  man  who  thought  himself  inspired  of 
God.  Having  embraced  the  Pythagorean  theories,  he  maintain- 
ed the  fallen  state  of  men,  and  implored  his  fellow-creatures  to 
purge  away  the  guilt  by  which  they  had  been  disinherited  and 
exiled  from  the  joys  of  heaven.  Thus  he  appeared  before  his 
countrymen  not   only  as  a  poet  and  philosopher,  but  also  as  a 
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priest  and  purifier.  Born  of  a  wealthy  and  illustrious  house,  he 
did  not  expend  his  substance  merely  on  horse-racing  and  chariots, 
by  which  means  of  display  his  ancestors  had  gained  a  princely 
fame  in  Sicily  ;  but,  not  less  proud  than  they  had  been,  he  shod 
himself  with  golden  sandals,  set  the  laurel  crown  upon  his  head, 
and,  trailing  robes  of  Tyrian  purple  through  the  streets  of  Agri- 
gentum,  went  attended  by  a  crowd  of  serving-men  and  reverent 
admirers.  He  claimed  to  be  a  favorite  of  Phoebus,  and  rose  at 
length  to  the  pretension  of  divinity.  His  own  words  show  this, 
gravely  spoken,  with  no  vain  assumption,  but  with  a  certainty  of 
honor  well  deserved : 

"  Friends  who  dwell  in  the  great  city  hard  by  the  yellow  stream  of  Acragas, 
who  live  on  the  Acropolis,  intent  on  honorable  cares,  harbors  i-evered  of  stran- 
gers, ignorant  of  what  is  vile,  welcome  ;  but  I  appear  before  you  an  immortal 
god,  having  overpassed  the  limits  of  mortality,  and  walk  with  honor  among 
all,  as  is  my  due,  crowned  with  long  fillets  and  luxuriant  garlands.  No  sooner 
do  I  enter  their  proud  prosperous  cities  than  men  and  women  pay  me  rever- 
ence, who  follow  me  in  thousands,  asking  the  way  to  profit,  some  desiring 
oracles,  and  others  racked  by  long  and  cruel  torments,  hanging  on  my  lips  to 
hear  the  spells  that  pacify  disease  of  every  kind." 

We  can  hardly  wonder  that  some  of  the  fellow-citizens  of  Em- 
pedocles  Avere  jealous  of  his  pretensions,  and  regarded  him  with 
suspicious  envy  and  dislike,  when  we  read  such  lines  of  lofty  self- 
exaltation.  Indeed,  it  is  difficult  for  men  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury to  understand  how  a  great  and  wise  philosopher  could  lay 
claim  to  divine  honors  in  his  own  lifetime.  This  arrogance  we 
have  been  accustomed  to  associate  with  the  names  of  a  Calio-ula 
and  a  Claudius.  Yet  when  we  consider  the  circumstances  in 
which  Empedocles  was  placed,  and  the  nature  of  his  theories,  our 
astonishment  diminishes.  The  line  of  demarcation  between  this 
world  and  the  supernatural  was  then  but  vague  and  undetermined. 
Popular  theology  abounded  in  legends  of  gods  who  had  held  fa- 
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miliar  intercourse  with  men,  and  of  men  who  bad  been  raised  by- 
prowess  or  wisdom  to  divinity.  The  pedigrees  of  all  distinguish- 
ed families  ended  in  a  god  at  no  great  distance.  Nor  was  it  then 
a  mere  figure  of  speech  when  bards  and  priests  claimed  special 
revelations  from  Apollo,  or  physicians  styled  themselves  the  chil- 
dren of  Asclepius.  Heaven  lay  around  the  first  Greeks  in  their 
infancy  of  art  and  science  ;  it  was  long  before  the  vision  died 
away  and  faded  into  the  sober  daylight  of  Aristotelian  philoso- 
phy. Thus  when  Empedocles  proclaimed  himself  a  god,  he  only 
stretched  beyond  the  usual  limit  a  most  common  pretension  of 
all  men  learned  in  arts  and  sciences.  His  own  speculations  gave 
him  further  warrant  for  the  assumption  of  the  style  of  deity ;  for 
he  held  the  belief  that  all  living  souls  had  once  been  daemons  or 
divine  spirits,  who  had  lost  their  heavenly  birthright  for  some 
crime  of  impurity  or  violence,  and  yet  were  able  to  restore  them- 
selves to  pristine  splendor  by  the  rigorous  exercise  of  abstinence 
and  expiatory  rites.  These  rites  he  thought  he  had  discovered. 
He  had  prayed  and  fasted ;  he  had  held  communion  with  Phoe- 
bus the  purifier,  and  received  the  special  favor  of  that  god,  by 
being  made  a  master  in  the  arts  of  song  and  magic  and  healing 
and  priestcraft.  Was  he  not,  therefore,  justified  in  saying  that 
he  had  won  again  his  rights  divine,  and  transformed  himself 
into  a  god  on  earth  ?     His  own  words  tell  the  history  of  his  fall : 

"  Woe  to  me  that  I  did  not  fall  a  prey  to  death  before  I  took  the  cursed 
food  within  my  lips !  .  .  .  From  what  glory,  from  wliat  immeasurable  bhss, 
have  I  now  sunk  to  roam  with  mortals  on  this  earth  ?" 

Again,  he  says : 

"  For  I  have  been  in  by-gone  times  a  youth,  a  maiden,  and  a  flowering  shrub, 
a  bird,  yea,  and  a  fish  that  swims  in  silence  the  deep  sea." 

From  this  degraded  state  the  spirit  gradually  emerges.  Of  the 
noblest  souls  he  says : 
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"  Among  beasts  they  become  lions  dwelling  in  caverns  of  tlie  earth  upon 
the  hills,  and  laurels  among  leafy  trees,  .  .  .  and  at  last  prophets  and  bards 
and  physicians  and  chiefs  among  the  men  of  earth,  from  whence  they  rise  to 
be  gods  supreme  in  honor,  .  .  .  sitting  at  banquets  with  immortal  comrades, 
in  their  feasts  unvisitcd  by  human  cares,  beyond  the  reach  of  fate  and  wear- 
ing age." 

Empedocles,  by  dint  of  pondering  on  nature,  by  long  penance, 
by  tlie  illumination  of  his  intellect  and  the  coercion  of  his  senses, 
had  been  raised  before  the  natural  term  of  life  to  that  high  honor, 
and  been  made  the  fellow  of  immortal  gods.  His  language  upon 
this  topic  is  one  of  the  points  in  Avhich  we  can  trace  an  indistinct 
resemblance  between  him  and  some  of  the  Indian  mystics.  There 
is,  however,  no  reason  to  suppose  that  Asiatic  thought  had  any 
marked  or  direct  influence  on  Greek  philosophy.  It  is  better  to 
refer  such  similarities  to  the  working  of  the  same  tendencies  in 
the  Greek  and  Hindoo  minds. 

To  those  who  disbelieved  his  words  he  showed  the  mighty 
works  which  he  had  Avrought.  Empedocles,  during  his  lifetime, 
was  known  to  have  achieved  marvels,  such  as  only  supernatural 
powers  could  compass.  More  than  common  sagacity  and  inge- 
nuity in  the  treatment  of  natural  diseases,  or  in  the  removal  of 
obstacles  to  national  prosperity,  were  easily  regarded  by  the  sim- 
ple people  of  those  times  as  the  evidence  of  divine  authority. 
Empedocles  had  devised  means  for  protecting  the  citizens  of 
Agrigentum  from  the  fury  of  destructive  winds.  What  these 
means  were,  we  do  not  know  ;  but  he  received  in  consequence  the 
title  of  KwXvfjavifxac,  or  warder-off  of  winds.  Again,  he  resusci- 
tated, from  the  very  jaws  of  death,  a  woman  who  lay  senseless 
and  unable  to  breathe,  long  after  all  physicians  had  despaired  of 
curing  her.  This  entitled  him  to  be  regarded  as  a  master  of  the 
keys  of  life  and  death ;  nor  did  he  fail  to  attribute  his  own  pow- 
er to  the  virtue  of  supernatural  spells.     But  the  greatest  of  his 
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achievements  was  the  deliverance  whicli  lie  Avrouglit  for  the  peo- 
ple of  Selinus  from  a  grievous  pestilence.  It  seems  that,  some 
exhalations  from  a  marsh  having  caused  this  plague,  Empcdocles, 
at  his  own  cost,  cut  a  channel  for  two  rivers  through  the  fen,  and 
purged  away  the  fetid  vapors.  A  short  time  after  the  cessation 
of  the  sickness,  Empedocles,  attired  in  tragic  state,  appeared  be- 
fore the  Selinuntians  at  a  banquet.  His  tall  and  stately  figure 
wore  the  priestly  robe ;  his  brazen  sandals  rang  upon  the  marble 
as  he  slowly  moved  with  front  benign  and  solemn  eyes ;  beneath 
the  sacrificial  chaplet  flowed  his  long  Phoebean  locks,  and  in  his 
hand  he  bore  a  branch  of  bay.  The  nobles  of  Selinus  rose ;  the 
banquet  ceased ;  all  did  him  reverence,  and  hailed  him  as  a  god, 
deliverer  of  their  city,  friend  of  Phcebus,  intercessor  between  an- 
gry heaven  and  suffering  men. 

Closely  connected  with  his  claim  to  divinity  was  the  position 
which  Empedocles  assumed  as  an  enchanter.  Gorgias,  his  pupil, 
asserts  that  he  often  saw  him  at  the  magic  rites.  Nor  are  we  to 
suppose  that  this  wizardry  was  a  popular  misinterpretation  of  his 
real  power  as  a  physician  and  philosopher.  It  is  far  more  proba- 
ble that  Empedocles  himself  believed  in  the  potency  of  incanta- 
tions, and  delighted  in  the  ceremonies  and  mysterious  songs  by 
which  the  dead  were  recalled  from  Hades,  and  secrets  of  the  oth- 
er world  wrung  from  unwilling  fate.  We  can  form  to  ourselves 
a  picture  of  this  stately  and  magnificent  enchanter,  convinced  of 
his  own  supernatural  ascendency,  and  animated  by  the  wild  en- 
thusiasm of  his  ardent  nature,  alone  among  the  mountains  of  Gir- 
genti,  or  by  the  sea-shore,  invoking  the  elemental  deities  to  aid 
his  incantations,  and  ascribing  the  forebodings  of  his  own  poetic 
spirit  to  external  inspiration  or  the  voice  of  gods.  In  solitary 
meditations  he  had  wrought  out  a  theory  of  the  world,  and  had 
conceived  the  notion  of  a  spiritual  God,  one  and  unseen,  pure  in- 
tellect, an  everlasting  omnipresent  power,  to  whom  might  be  re- 
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fcrred  those  natural  remedies  that  stopped  the  plague,  or  cured 
the  sick,  or  found  new  channels  for  the  streams.  The  early  Greek 
philosophers  were  fond  of  attributing  to  some  "  common  Avis- 
dom"  of  the  world,  some  animating  soul  or  universal  intellect, 
the  arts  and  intuitions  to  which  they  had  themselves  attained. 
Therefore,  with  this  belief  predominating  in  his  mind,  it  is  not 
strange  that  he  should  have  trusted  to  the  divine  efficacy  of  his 
own  spells,  and  have  regarded  the  results  of  observation  as  a  kind 
of  supernatural  wisdom.  To  his  friend  Pausanias  the  physician 
he  makes  these  lofty  promises,  "  Thou  shalt  learn  every  kind  of 
medicines  that  avert  diseases  and  the  evils  of  old  age.  Thou  too 
shalt  curb  the  fury  of  untiring  winds,  and  when  it  pleases  thee 
thou  shalt  reverse  thy  charms  and  loose  avenging  storms.  Thou 
shalt  replace  black  rain-clouds  with  the  timely  drought  that  men 
desire,  and  when  the  summer's  arid  heat  prevails,  thou  shalt  re- 
fresh the  trees  with  showers  that  rustle  in  the  thirsty  corn.  And 
thou  shalt  bring  again  from  Hades  the  life  of  a  departed  man." 
Like  the  Pythagoreans  whom  he  followed,  he  seems  to  have  em- 
ployed the  fascination  of  music  in  effecting  cures :  it  is  recorded 
of  him  that  he  once  arrested  the  hand  of  a  young  man  about  to 
slay  his  father,  by  chanting  to  the  lyre  a  solemn  soul-subduing 
strain.  The  strong  belief  in  himself  Avhich  Empedocles  possessed 
inspired  him  with  immense  personal  influence,  so  that  his  looks 
and  words  and  tones  went  further  than  the  force  of  other  men. 
He  compelled  them  to  follow  and  confide  in  him,  like  Orpheus, 
or  like  those  lofty  natures  which  in  every  age  have  had  the  power 
of  leading  and  controlling  others  by  innate  supremacy.  That 
Empedocles  tried  to  exhibit  this  superiority,  and  to  heighten  its 
effect  by  gorgeous  raiment  and  profuse  expenditure,  by  public 
ceremonies  and  mysterious  modes  of  life,  we  need  not  doubt. 
There  was  much  of  the  spirit  of  Paracelsus  in  Empedocles,  and 
vanity  impaired  the  simple  grandeur  of  his  genius.     In  every  age 
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of  the  world's  history  there  have  been  some  such  men — men  in 
whom  the  highest  intellectual  gifts  are  blended  with  weakness  in- 
clining them  to  superstitious  juggleries.  Not  content  with  their 
philosophical  pretensions,  or  with  poetical  renown,  they  seek  a 
Biore  mysterious  fame,  and  mix  the  pure  gold  of  their  reason  with 
the  dross  of  idle  fancy.  Their  very  weakness  adds  a  glow  of 
color,  which  we  miss  in  the  whiter  light  of  more  purely  scientific 
intellects.  They  arc  men  in  whom  two  natures  cross — the  poet 
and  the  philosopher,  the  mountebank  and  the  seer,  the  divine  and 
the  fortune-teller,  the  rigorous  analyst  and  the  retailer  of  old  wives' 
tales.  But  none  have  equalled  Empedocles,  in  whose  capacious 
idiosyncrasy  the  most  opposite  qualities  found  ample  room  for  co- 
existence, who  sincerely  claimed  the  supernatural  faculties  ■which 
Paracelsus  must  have  only  half  believed,  and  who  lived  at  a  time 
when  poetry  and  fact  were  indistinguishably  mingled,  and  when 
the  world  was  still  absorbed  in  dreams  of  a  past  golden  age,  and 
in  rich  foreshadowings  of  a  boundless  future. 

We  are  not,  therefore,  surprised  to  read  the  fantastic  legends 
which  involve  his  death  in  a  mystery.  Whatever  ground  of  fact 
they  may  possess,  they  are  wholly  consistent  Avith  the  picture  we 
have  formed  to  ourselves  of  the  philosopher,  and  prove  at  least 
the  superstition  which  had  gathered  round  his  name.  One  of 
these  legends  has  served  all  ages  as  a  moral  for  the  futility  of  hu- 
man designs,  and  for  the  just  reward  of  inordinate  vanity.  Every 
one  who  knows  the  name  of  Empedocles  has  heard  that,  having 
jumped  into  Etna  in  order  to  conceal  the  time  and  manner  of  his 
death,  and  thus  to  establish  his  divinity,  fate  frustrated  his  schemes 
by  casting  up  his  brazen  slippers  on  the  crater's  edge.  According 
to  another  legend,  which  resembles  that  of  the  death  of  Romulus, 
of  Oedipus,  and  other  divinized  heroes,  Empedocles  is  related  to 
have  formed  one  of  a  party  of  eighty  men  who  assembled  to 
celebrate  by  sacrifice  his  restoration  of  the  dying  woman.     After 
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their  banquet  they  retired  to  sleep.  But  Empedocles  remained 
in  his  seat  at  table.  When  morning  broke,  Empedocles  was  no- 
where to  be  found.  In  reply  to  the  question  of  his  friends,  some 
one  asserted  that  he  had  heard  a  loud  voice  calling  on  Empedocles 
at  midnight,  and  that,  starting  up,  he  saw  a  light  from  heaven  and 
burning  torches.  Pausanias,  who  was  present  at  the  sacrificial 
feast,  sent  far  and  wide  to  inquire  for  his  friend,  wishing  to  test 
the  truth  of  this  report.  But  piety  restrained  his  search,  and  he 
was  secretly  informed  by  heavenly  messengers  that  Empedocles 
had  won  what  he  had  sought,  and  that  divine  honors  should  be 
paid  to  him.  This  story  rests  on  the  authority  of  Heraclides 
Ponticus,  who  professed  to  have  obtained  it  from  Pausanias.  The 
one  legend  we  may  regard  as  the  coinage  of  his  foes,  the  other  as 
a  myth  created  by  the  superstitious  admiration  of  his  friends. 

We  have  hitherto  regarded  Empedocles  more  in  his  private  and 
priestly  character  than  as  a  citizen.  Yet  it  was  not  to  be  expect- 
ed that  a  man  so  nobly  born,  and  so  remarkable  for  intellectual 
power,  should  play  no  public  part  in  his  native  state.  A  Greek 
could  hardly  avoid  meddling  with  politics,  even  if  he  wished  to  do 
so,  and  Empedocles  was  not  one  to  hide  his  genius  in  the  com- 
parative obscurity  of  private  life.  While  he  was  still  a  young 
man,  Theron,  the  wise  tyrant  of  Agrigentum,  died,  and  a  powerful 
aristocracy  endeavored  to  enslave  the  state.  Empedocles  manfully 
resisted  them,  supporting  the  liberal  cause  with  vehemence,  and 
winning  so  much  popular  applause  that  he  is  even  reported  to 
have  received  and  refused  the  offer  of  the  kingly  power.  By 
these  means  he  made  himself  many  foes  among  the  nobility  of 
Agrigentum ;  it  is  also  probable  that  suspicion  attached  to  him 
for  trying  to  establish  in  his  native  city  the  Pythagorean  com- 
monwealth, which  had  been  extirpated  in  South  Italy.  That  he 
loved  spiritual  dominion  we  have  seen ;  and  this  he  might  have 
hoped  to   acquire   more   easily   by   taking   the    intellectual  lead 
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among  citizens  of  equal  rights  than  by  throwing  in  his  lot  with 
the  aristocratic  party,  or  by  exposing  himself  to  the  dangers  and 
absorbing  cares  of  a  Greek  tyrant.  At  any  rate,  it  is  recorded 
that  he  impeached  and  procured  the  execution  of  the  leaders  of 
the  aristocracy ;  thus  rescuing  the  liberty  of  his  nation  at  the  ex- 
pense of  his  own  security.  After  a  visit  to  Peloponnesus,  Emped- 
ocles  returned  to  Agrigentum,  but  was  soon  obliged  to  quit  his 
home  again  by  the  animosity  of  his  political  enemies.  Where  he 
spent  the  last  years  of  his  life,  and  died,  remains  uncertain. 

It  remains  to  estimate  the  poetical  and  philosophical  renown 
of  Empedocles.  That  his  genius  was  highly  valued  among  the 
ancients  appears  manifest  from  the  panegyric  of  Lucretius.  Nor 
did  he  fail  to  exhibit  the  versatility  of  his  powers  in  every  branch 
of  poetical  composition.  Diogenes  Laertius  affirms  that  forty- 
three  tragedies  bearing  his  name  were  known  to  Ilieronymus, 
from  whom  he  drew  materials  for  the  life  of  Empedocles.  Wheth- 
er these  tragedies  were  really  written  by  the  philosopher  or  by 
another  Sicilian  of  the  same  name  admits  of  doubt.  But  there 
is  no  reason  why  an  author  possessed  of  such  varied  and  distin- 
guished talents  as  Empedocles  should  not  have  tried  this  species 
of  composition,  Xenophanes  is  said  to  have  composed  tragedies  ; 
and  Plato's  youthful  efforts  would,  we  fondly  imagine,  have  af- 
forded the  world  fresh  proofs  of  his  commanding  genius,  had  they 
escaped  the  flames  to  which  they  Avere  condemned  by  his  maturer 
judgment.  No  fragments  of  the  tragedies  of  Empedocles  survive ; 
they  probably  belonged  to  the  class  of  semi-dithyrambic  composi- 
tions which  prevailed  at  Athens  before  the  days  of  ^schylus, 
and  which  continued  to  be  cultivated  in  Sicily.  Some  of  the  lyri- 
cal plays  of  the  Italians — such,  for  instance,  as  the  Orfeo  of  Po- 
liziano — may  enable  us  to  form  an  idea  of  these  simple  dramas. 
After  the  tragedies,  Diogenes  makes  mention  of  political  poems. 
These  may  be  referred  to  the  period  of  the  early  manhood  of  Em- 
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pedocles,  when  he  was  engaged  in  combat  with  the  domineering 
aristocracy,  and  wlien  he  might  liave  souglit  to  spread  his  liberal 
principles  through  the  medium  of  gnomic  elegies,  like  those  of 
Solon  or  Thcognis.  The  fragments  of  the  Kadapi^wl,  or  poem  on 
lustral  rites,  sufficiently  display  his  style  of  earnest  and  imperious 
exhortation  to  make  us  believe  that  at  a  time  of  political  conten- 
tion he  would  not  spare  this  powerful  instrument  of  persuasion 
and  attack.  In  the  next  place,  we  hear  of  an  epic  poem  on  the 
invasion  of  Greece  by  Xerxes,  Avhich  Empedocles  is  said  to  have 
left  unfinished,  and  which  his  sister  or  his  daughter  burned  with 
other  papers  at  his  death.  The  great  defeat  of  the  Medes  took 
place  while  Empedocles  was  still  a  youth.  All  Hellas  had  hung 
with  bi-eathless  expectation  on  the  event  of  Marathon  and  Salamis. 
The  fall  of  Xerxes  brought  freedom  and  relief  from  terrible  anxi- 
ety, not  only  to  the  towns  of  Attica  and  the  Peloponnesus,  but 
also  to  the  shores  of  Sicily  and  Italy.  It  is  not,  therefore,  un- 
likely that  the  triumph  which  excited  Simonides  and  ^schylus 
to  the  production  of  masterpieces  may  have  stirred  the  spirit  of 
the  youthful  patriot  of  Agrigentum.  Another  composition  of 
Empedocles  which  perished  under  his  sister's  hands  was  a  Proe- 
mium  to  Apollo.  The  loss  of  this  poem  is  deeply  to  be  regretted. 
Empedocles  regarded  himself  as  specially  protected  by  the  god 
of  song  and  medicine  and  prophetic  insight.  His  genius  would 
therefore  naturally  take  its  highest  flight  in  singing  praises  to  this 
mighty  patron.  The  hymn  to  Zeus,  which  has  been  ascribed  to 
Cleanthes,  and  some  of  the  pseudo-Orphic  declamations,  may  give 
us  an  idea  of  the  gravity  and  enthusiasm  which  Empedocles  would 
have  displayed  in  treating  so  stirring  a  theme.  Of  his  remaining 
works  we  possess  fragments.  The  great  poem  on  Nature,  the 
Lustral  Precepts,  and  the  Discourse  on  Medicine  were  all  cele- 
brated among  the  ancients.  Fortunately,  the  inductions  to  the 
first  and  second  of  these  have  been  preserved,  and  some  lines  ad- 
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dressed  to  Pausanias  may  be  regarded  as  forming  the  commence- 
ment of  the  third.  It  is  from  these  fragments,  amounting  in  all 
to  about  470  lines,  that  we  must  form  our  judgment  of  Empedo- 
cles,  the  poet  and  the  sage. 

That  Erapedocles  was  a  poet  of  the  didactic  order  is  clear  from 
the  nature  of  his  subjects.  Even  as  early  as  the  time  of  Aristotle, 
critics  disputed  as  to  whether  poems  written  for  the  purpose  of 
scientific  instruction  deserved  the  name  of  poetry.  In  the  Poetics, 
Aristotle  says,  ohZtr  'Ce  Koivor  iaTiv  'Ofiy'ipu)  mi  'EyitTrEOo/v'Att  ttXj/j/ 
TO  airpov  '  cio  tuv  fitv  7roiT]ri]y  ciKaiov  KoXiiv,  tuv  ce  tpvaioXoyov 
fidXXoy  J/  TTon;-// »'.'"'  The  title  ^vcn6\oyoQ.  or  philosopher  of  nat- 
ure, was  of  course  generic,  and  might  have  been  claimed  by  Her- 
aclitus,  on  the  strength  of  his  prose  writings,  no  less  than  by  Em- 
pedocles.  Lucretius,  in  the  exordium  to  his  poem,  argues  for  the 
utility  of  disguising  scientific  precepts  under  the  more  attractive 
form  of  art ;  as  we  sweeten  the  lips  of  the  vessel  that  contains 
bitter  medicine,  in  order  to  induce  the  child  to  take  it  readily. 
And  not  only  had  Empedocles  this  reason  in  his  favor  for  the  use 
of  verse,  but  also,  at  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  it  was  still  a  nov- 
elty to  write  prose  at  all ;  nor  would  it  have  been  consistent  with 
his  theories  of  inspiration,  and  with  the  mysticism  he  professed, 
to  abandon  the  poetic  form  of  utterance.  He  therefore  thought 
and  wrote  hexameters  as  naturally  as  the  scientific  men  of  the 
present  day  think  and  write  their  sentences  and  paragraphs,  until 
the  discourse  is  formed  into  a  perfect  whole.  Allowing,  then, 
for  the  subject  of  his  poem,  Empedocles  Avas  regarded  by  antiqui- 
ty as  first  among  the  Greek  didactic  singers,  though  he  competed 
with  Parmenides  for  this  distinction,  and  was  placed  upon  a  level 
with  Lucretius.     Lactantius  mentions  them  both  together,  in  his 

*  Between  Homer  and  Empedocles  there  is  nothing  in  common  except 
their  metre :  therefore  it  Is  right  to  call  the  former  a  poet,  the  latter  a  natu- 
ral philosopher  rather  than  a  poet. 
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definition  of  this  kind  of  poetry.  And  Aristotle,  in  another  trea- 
tise, now  lost,  but  quoted  by  Diogenes,  praises  the  artistic  genius 
of  the  philosopher  in  these  words :  Kal  'O/dTjptKog  6  'EfnreSoKXrjg 
Kcu  CEii'dg  TTspl  Tt)y  ^pufTiv  yiyovz  /iera^o/n/cde  rt  wv  koI  toiq  aXXoig 
TTfpt  T>iv  iroir]Tit:i)v  iirirevyfjam  ypujiievoc.*  The  epithet  'Ofii]piKUQ 
is  very  just ;  for  not  only  is  it  clear  that  Empedocles  had  studied 
the  poems  of  Homer  with  care,  and  had  imbibed  their  phraseolo- 
gy, but  he  also  possessed  a  genius  akin  to  that  of  Homer  in  love 
of  simplicity,  in  fidelity  to  nature,  in  unimpeded  onward  flow  of 
energetic  verse. 

The  simile  of  the  girl  playing  with  a  water-clock,  whereby  Em- 
pedocles illustrates  his  theory  of  respiration,  and  that  of  the  lan- 
tern, which  serves  to  explain  his  notion  of  the  structure  of  the 
eye,  are  both  of  them  Homeric  in  their  unadorned  simplicity  and 
vigor.  Again,  such  epithets  as  these,  TroXua/^a-oi'  (full-blooded) 
for  the  liver,  iXaeipa  (gentle)  for  the  moon,  oi;«^/3fX//e  (quick-dart- 
ing) for  the  sun,  TroXvaricpavoQ  (crowned)  for  majesty,  defiepwrng 
(grave-visaged)  for  harmony,  and  the  constant  repetition  of  deal 
coXixaiioieg  Ti^ijai  (pepiaroi  (the  long-aged  gods  in  honor  fore- 
most), have  the  true  Homeric  ring.  Like  Homer,  he  often  chooses 
an  epithet  specific  of  the  object  which  he  wishes  to  describe,  but 
not  especially  suited  to  the  matter  of  his  argument.  Thus  ttoXv- 
KXavTOjy  yvvaiKuv  (women  given  to  tears)  occurs  where  there  is 
no  particular  reason  to  fix  the  mind  upon  the  tearfulness  of  wom- 
en. But  the  poetic  value  of  the  passage  is  increased  by  the  mind 
being  thus  carried  away  from  the  logical  order  of  ideas  to  a  gen- 
erality on  which  it  can  repose.  At  other  times,  when  this  is  nec- 
essary, the  epithets  are  as  accurately  descriptive  as  those  of  a 
botanist  or  zoologist :  Lv  Koyxaim  QaXancrovo^oig  (japvr^TOig  (in 

*  Empedocles  again  was  Homeric  in  style,  and  clever  in  his  use  of  phrase, 
for  he  inclined  to  metaphor,  and  employed  the  other  admirable  instruments 
of  the  poetic  art. 
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whelks  that  inliaLit  the  sea  with  heavy  backs)  .  .  .  Xidopph'wy  re 
XfXwrwj'  (stony-coated  tortoises),  for  example.  Again,  Euipedo- 
cles  gives  rein  to  his  imagination  by  creating  bold  metaphors ;  he 
calls  the  flesh  aapKu))'  x''"<^*'  {^  rohc  of  flesh),  and  birds  Tr-epofia- 
fiovag  Kvfiftag  (boats  that  move  with  wings).  Referring  to  his 
four  elements,  he  thus  personifies  their  attributes :  "  Fiery  Zeus, 
and  Here,  source  of  vital  breath,  and  Aidoneus,  and  Nestis,  with 
her  tears."  At  another  time  he  speaks  of  "  earth,  and  ocean  with 
his  countless  waves,  and  liquid  air,  the  sun-god  and  ether  girdling 
round  the  universe  in  its  embrace." 

The  passage,  too,  in  which  he  describes  the  misery  of  earth 
rises  to  a  sublime  height.  It  may  well  have  served  as  the  original 
of  Virgil's  celebrated  lines  in  the  sixth  yEneid : 

"  I  lifted  up  my  voice,  I  wept  and  wailed,  when  I  beheld  the  unfamiliar 
shore.  A  hideous  shore,  on  which  dwell  murder,  envy,  and  the  troop  of  bale- 
ful destinies,  wasting  corruption,  and  disease.  Through  Ate's  meadow  they 
go  wandering  up  and  down  in  gloom.  There  was  the  queen  of  darkness,  and 
Heliope  with  her  far-searching  eyes,  and  bloody  strife,  and  mild-eyed  peace, 
beauty  and  ugliness,  swiftness  and  sloth,  and  lovely  truth,  and  insincerity 
with  darkling  brows.  Birth  too  and  death,  slumber  and  wakefulness,  motion 
and  immobility,  crowned  majesty  and  squalid  filth,  discordant  clamor  and  the 
voice  of  gods." 

We  can  understand  by  these  passages  how  Empedoclcs  not  only 
was  compared  with  Homer  by  Aristotle,  but  also  with  Thucydides 
and  ^schylus  by  Dionysius  of  Halicarnassus,  who  speaks  of  his 
"austere  harmony"  {avcrrTjpay  up^oviar).  The  conciseness  of  his 
argumentative  passages,  the  breadth  of  his  treatment,  and  the  dry- 
ness of  his  coloring,  to  quote  the  terms  of  painting,  resemble  the 
style  of  Thucydides,  while  his  bold  figures  and  gloomy  grandeur 
are  like  those  of  ^Eschylus.  Plutarch,  in  the  treatise  on  the  gen- 
ius of  Socrates,  speaks  of  the  style  of  Empedocles  at  large,  both 
as  regards  his  poems  and  his  theories,  as  "  inspired  with  dithy- 
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rambic  ecstasy"  {fxuXa  f^epa^xsv/xirj]).  This  seems  a  contradic- 
tion to  the  "  austere  harmony  "  of  Dionysius.  But  there  are  pas- 
sages which  justify  the  title.  This  exordium,  for  instance,  savors 
of  prophetic  fury : 

"It  stands  decreed  by  fate,  an  ancient  ordinance  of  the  immortal  gods,  es- 
tablished from  everlasting,  ratified  by  ample  oaths,  that,  when  a  spirit  of  that 
race,  which  has  inherited  the  length  of  years  divine,  sinfully  stains  his  limbs 
with  blood,  he  must  go  forth  to  wander  thrice  ten  thousand  years  from  heaven, 
passing  from  birth  to  birth  through  every  form  of  mortal  mutability,  chang- 
ing the  toilsome  paths  of  life  without  repose,  even  as  I  now  roam,  exiled  fcom 
God,  an  outcast  on  this  world,  the  bondman  of  insensate  strife. 

"Alas,  ill-fated  race  of  mortals,  thrice  accursed!  from  what  dire  struggles 
and  what  groans  have  ye  been  born !  The  air  in  its  anger  drives  them  to  the 
sea,  and  ocean  spues  them  forth  upon  the  solid  land,  earth  tosses  them  into 
the  flames  of  the  untiring  sun,  he  flings  them  back  again  into  the  whirlwinds 
of  the  air;  from  one  to  the  other  are  they  cast,  and  all  abhor  them." 

And  the  following  adjuration  has  a  frantic  energy,  to  modern 
readers  almost  laughable  but  for  its  indubitable  gravity  : 

Wretches,  thrice  wretches,  keep  your  hands  from  beans  ! 

or,  again,  Avith  reference  to  the  abomination  of  animal  food : 

"  The  father  drags  along  his  dear  son  changed  in  form,  and  slays  him, 
pouring  prayers  upon  his  head.  But  the  son  goes  begging  mercy  from  his 
maniac  sire.  The  father  heeds  him  not,  but  goads  him  on,  and,  having 
slaughtered  him,  prepares  a  cursed  meal.  In  like  manner  sons  take  their 
fathers,  and  children  their  mothers,  and  tearing  out  the  life  devour  the  kin- 
dred flesh.  Will  ye  not  put  an  end  to  this  accursed  slaughter  ?  Will  ye  not 
see  that  ye  consume  each  other  in  blind  ignorance  of  soul  ?" 

It  is  not  strange  that  the  poems  of  Empedocles  were  pilfered  by 
oracle-mongers  in  after-ages. 

Besides  these  passages,  there  are  some  of  a  milder  beauty 
which  deserve  high  praise  for  their  admirable  power  of  suggest- 
ing the  picture  that  the  poet  wishes  to  convey.     The  following 
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lines  describe  the  golden  age  of  old,  to  wliicb  Empedocles  looked 
back  with  melancholy  longing  : 

"  There  every  animal  was  tame  and  familiar  with  men,  both  beasts  and 
birds,  and  mutual  love  prevailed.  Trees  flourished  with  perpetual  leaves  and 
fruits,  and  ample  crops  adorned  their  boughs  through  all  the  year.  Nor  had 
these  happy  people  any  Ares  or  mad  Uproar  for  their  god ;  nor  was  their 
monarch  Zeus,  or  Kronos,  or  Poseidon,  but  Queen  Cypris.  Her  favor  they  be- 
sought with  pious  symbols  and  with  images,  and  fragrant  essences,  and  cen- 
sers of  pure  myrrh,  and  frankincense,  and  with  brown  honey  poured  upon 
the  ground.     The  altars  did  not  reek  with  bullocks'  gore." 

It  may  sound  ridiculous  to  say  so,  yet  Empedocles  resembles 
Shelley  in  the  quality  of  his  imagination  and  in  many  of  his  ut- 
terances. The  lines  just  quoted,  the  belief  in  a  beneficent  uni- 
versal soul  of  nature,  the  hatred  of  animal  food,  the  love  of  all 
things  moving  or  growing  on  the  face  of  earth,  the  sense  of  an- 
cient misery  and  present  evil,  are  all,  allowing  for  the  difference 
of  centuries  and  race  and  education,  points  by  which  the  Greek 
and  the  English  poets  meet  in  a  community  of  nature.  Two 
more  passages  illustrative  of  the  poetical  genius  of  Empedocles 
may  be  quoted.  In  the  first  he  describes  the  nature  of  God,  in- 
visible and  omnipresent.  In  the  second  he  asserts  the  existence 
of  a  universal  law.  They  are  both  remarkable  for  simplicity  and 
force,  and  elevation  of  style  : 

"  Blessed  is  the  man  who  hath  obtained  the  riches  of  the  wisdom  of  God ; 
wretched  is  he  who  hath  a  false  opinion  about  things  divine. 

"He  (God)  may  not  be  approached,  nor  can  we  reach  him  with  our  eyes  or 
touch  him  with  our  hands.  No  human  head  is  placed  upon  his  limbs,  nor 
branching  arms  ;  he  has  no  feet  to  carry  him  apace,  nor  other  parts  of  man ; 
but  he  is  all  pure  mind,  holy,  and  infinite,  darting  with  swift  thought  through 
the  universe  from  end  to  end." 

"  This  law  binds  all  alike,  and  none  are  free  from  it :  the  common  ordi- 
nance which  all  obey  prevails  through  the  vast  spaces  of  wide-ruling  air  and 
the  illimitable  fields  of  lisht  in  endless  continuitv." 
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The  quotations  wliicli  have  served  to  iUustrate  the  poetical 
genius  of  Empedocles  have  also  exhibited  one  aspect  of  his  phi- 
losophy— that  wherein  he  was  connected  with  the  Pythagoreans. 
It  is  quite  consistent  with  the  whole  temper  of  his  intellect  that 
he  should  have  been  attracted  to  the  semi-Oriental  mysticism 
which  then  was  Avidely  spread  through  Grecian  Italy  and  Sicily. 
After  the  dissolution  of  the  monastic  commonwealth  founded  by 
Pythagoras,  it  is  probable  that  refugees  imbued  with  his  social 
and  political  theories  scattered  themselves  over  the  adjacent  cit- 
ies, and  from  some  of  these  men  Empedocles  may  have  imbibed 
in  early  youth  the  dream-like  doctrines  of  an  antenatal  life,  of 
future  immortality,  of  past  transgression  and  the  need  of  expia- 
tion, of  abstinence,  and  of  the  bond  of  fellowship  which  bound 
man  to  his  kindred  sufferers  upon  the  earth.     It  Is  even  asserted 
in  one  legend  that  the  philosopher  of  Agrigentum  belonged  to 
the  Pythagorean  Society,  and  was  expelled  from  it  for  having 
been  the  first  to  divulge  its  secrets.     In  later  life  these  theories 
were  developed  by  Empedocles  after  his  own  fashion,  and  received 
a  peculiar  glow  of  poetic  coloring  from  his  genius.     There  is  no 
need  to  suppose  that  he  visited  the  East  and  learned  the  secrets 
of  Gymnosophists.     A  few  Pythagorean  seeds  sown  in  his  fruit- 
ful soil  sprang  up  and  bore  a  hundred-fold.     Referring  to  the 
exordium  of  his  poem  on  Nature,  and  to  the  lines  in  which  he 
describes  the  unapproachable  Deity,  we  find  that  Empedocles  be- 
lieved in  a  pristine  state  of  happiness,  when  the  "Da3mons,"  or 
"  gods,  long  of  life,  supreme  in  honor,"  dwelt  together,  enjoying 
a  society  of  bliss.     Yet  this  state  was  not  perfect,  for  some  of 
these  immortals  stained  their  hands  with  blood,  and  some  spoke 
perjury,  and  so  sin  entered  in  and  tainted  heaven.     After  such 
offence  the  erring  spirit,  by  the  fateful,  irrevocable,  and  perennial 
law  of  the  divine  commonwealth,  had  to  relinquish  his  heavenly 
throne  and  wander  "thirty  thousand   seasons"  apart   from  his 
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comrades.  In  this  period  of  exile  lie  passed  tlirougli  all  tlie 
changes  of  metempsychosis.  According  to  the  rigorous  and 
gloomy  conception  of  Empedocles,  this  change  was  caused  by  the 
hatred  of  the  elements :  earth,  air,  fire,  and  water  refusing  to  re- 
-tain  the  criminal,  and  tossing  him  about  from  one  to  the  other 
without  intermission.  Thus,  he  might  be  a  plant,  a  bird,  a  fish, 
a  beast,  or  a  human  being  in  succession.  But  the  transmigration 
did  not  depend  upon  mere  chance.  If  the  tortured  spirit,  envi- 
roned, as  he  was,  by  the  conflicting  shapes  and  contradictory 
■  principles  and  baleful  destinies  which  crowded  earth — "  the  over- 
vaulted  cave,"  the  "  glooiny  meadow  of  discord,"  as  Empedocles 
in  his  despair  described  our  globe — could  yet  discover  some  faint 
glimmering  of  the  truth,  seize  and  hold  fast  some  portion  of  the 
heavenly  clue,  then  he  might  hope  to  reascend  to  bliss.  Instead 
of  abiding  among  birds  and  unclean  beasts  and  common  plants, 
his  soul  passed  into  the  bodies  of  noble  lions  and  mystic  bay- 
trees,  or  became  a  bard,  a  prophet,  a  ruler  among  men,  and  lastly 
rose  again  to  the  enjoyment  of  undying  bliss.  Throughout  these 
wanderings  death  was  impossible.  Empedocles  laughed  at  the 
notion  of  birth  and  death ;  he  seems  to  have  believed  in  a  fixed 
number  of  immortal  souls,  capable  of  any  transformation,  but  in- 
capable of  perishing.  Therefore,  when  his  spirits,  falling  earth- 
ward, howled  at  the  doleful  aspect  of  the  hideous  land,  the  very 
poignancy  of  their  grief  consisted  in  that  bitter  thought  of  Dan- 
te's, "questi  non  hanno  speranza  di  morte" — in  that  thought 
which  makes  the  Buddhist  welcome  annihilation.  It  has  been 
already  hinted,  that  although  the  soul  by  its  forced  exile  lost  not 
only  happiness  but  also  knowledge,  yet  the  one  might  be  in  part 
retrieved,  and  the  other  toilsomely  built  up  again  in  some  degree 
by  patient  obsei'vation,  prayer,  and  magic  rites.  On  this  point 
hinges  the  philosophy  of  Empedocles.  It  is  here  that  his  mysti- 
cism and  his  science  arc  united  into  one  system.    In  like  manner, 


i 


EMPEDOCLES.  225 

Plato's  pliilosopliy  rests  upon  the  doctrine  of  Anamnesis,  and  is 
connected  with  the  vision  of  a  past  beatitude,  the  tradition  of  a 
miserable  fall,  and  the  prospect  of  a  possible  restoration.  Eni- 
pedocles,  like  Parmenides  and  Xenophanes  in  their  disquisitions 
on  the  eternal  Being,  like  Plato  in  his  references  to  the  Supreme;^ 
Idea,  seems  to  have  imagined  that  the  final  Essence  of  the  uni- 
verse was  unapproachable,  and  to  have  drawn  a  broad  distinction 
between  the  rational  and  sensual  orders,  between  the  world  as 
cognizable  by  pure  intellect,  and  the  world  as  known  through  the 
medium  of  human  sense.  The  lines  of  Empedocles  upon  God, 
■which  have  been  already  quoted,  are  sFrailar  to  those  of  Xe- 
nophanes :  both  philosophers  assert  the  existence  of  an  unknown 
Deity  pavilioned  in  dense  inscrutability,  yet  not  the  less  to  be  re- 
garded as  supreme  and  omnipresent  and  omnipotent — as  God  of 
gods,  as  life  of  life.  IIow  to  connect  this  intuition  with  the 
physical  speculations  of  Empedocles  is  difficult.  The  best  way 
seems  to  be  to  refrain  from  identifying  his  eloquent  description 
of  the  unknown  God  with  the  Spha?rus  of  his  scientific  theories, 
and  to  believe  that  he  regarded  the  same  universe  from  different 
points  of  view  at  different  times,  as  if  in  moments  of  high  exalta-, 
tion  he  obtained  a  glimpse  of  the  illimitable  Being  by  a  process 
of  ecstatic  illumination,  while  in  more  ordinary  hours  of  medita- 
tion his  understanding  and  his  senses  helped  him  to  obtain  a 
knowledge  of  the  actual  phenomena  of  this  terrestrial  globe. 
His  own  language  confirms  this  view  of  the  case : 

"  Weak  and  narrow,"  he  says,  "  are  the  powers  implanted  in  the  limbs  of 
men ;  many  the  woes  that  fall  on  them  and  blunt  the  edge  of  thought ;  short 
is  the  measure  of  the  life  in  death  through  which  they  toil ;  then  are  they 
borne  away,  like  smoke  they  vanish  into  air,  and  what  they  dream  they  know 
is  but  the  little  each  hath  stumbled  on  in  wandering  about  the  world ;  yet 
boast  they  all  that  they  have  learned  the  whole — vain  fools  !  for  what  that  is, 
no  eye  hath  seen,  no  ear  hath  heard,  nor  can  it  be  conceived  by  mind  of  man. 

15 
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Thou,  then,  since  thou  hast  fallen  to  this  place,  shalt  know  no  more  than  hu- 
man wisdom  may  attain. 

"  But,  0  ye  gods,  avert  the  madness  of  those  babblers  from  my  tongue, 
and  cause  the  stream  of  holy  words  to  issue  from  my  hallowed  lips.  And 
thou,  great  Muse  of  Memory,  maiden  with  the  milk-white  arms,  I  pray  to  thcc 
to  teach  me  things  that  creatures  of  a  day  may  hear.  Come  from  the  House 
of  Holiness,  and  bring  to  me  her  harnessed  car." 

Here  we  see  plainly  set  forth  the  impossibility  of  mortal,  fallen 
intellects  attaining  to  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  Universe,  the 
impiety  of  seeking  such  knowledge,  or  pretending  to  have  found 
it ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  the  limitations  under  which  true  sci- 
ence remains  within  the  reach  of  human  beings.  How  this  science 
may  be  reached,  he  tells  us  in  some  memorable  lines,  probably 
supposed  to  issue  from  the  lips  of  the  Muse  whom  he  invokes : 
"But  come,  search  diligently,  and  discover  what  is  clear  in  every 
realm  of  sense,  .  .  .  check  the  conviction  of  thy  senses,  and  judge 
by  reason  what  is  evident  in  every  case." 

Thus  the  senses,  although  feeble  and  erring  guides,  are,  after  all, 
the  gates  to  knowledge ;  and  their  reports,  when  tested  by  the 
light  of  reason,  form  the  data  for  human  speculation.  The  senses, 
resident  in  the  limbs,  are  composed  in  certain  proportions  of  the 
four  elements,  which  also  constitute  the  earth.  Therefore,  be- 
tween the  frame  of  man  and  the  world  outside  him,  there  is  a 
community  of  substance,  whereby  he  is  enabled  to  know\  "Onoia 
ofioioiQ  yiyyujcrKETm  (likes  are  known  by  likes)  is  the  foundation  of 
our  philosopher's  theory  of  knowledge.  The  rational  soul,  being 
that  immortal  part  of  man  whereon  depends  his  personal  identity, 
whether  he  take  the  shape  of  plant  or  animal,  receives  and  judges 
the  results  of  sensation.  This  theory,  it  will  be  observed,  has  a 
kind  of  general  similarity  to  that  of  Parmenides.  Empedocles 
draws  a  marked  difierence  between  the  province  of  the  senses  and 
of  the  reason,  and  inveighs  against  the  impotence  of  the  former. 
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Again,  he  speaks  of  the  real  being  of  the  world  as  pure  and  per- 
fect intellect ;  and  at  the  same  time  elaborately  describes  the  uni- 
verse as  it  appears  to  human  sense  and  understanding.  But  here 
the  likeness  ends.  Parmenides  has  no  mysticism,  and  indulges  in 
no  theology.  He  believes  in  the  actual  truth  of  his  rational  on- 
tology, and  sneers  at  the  senses.  "  Thy  fate  it  is,"  he  says,  "  all 
mysteries  to  learn,  both  the  unswerving  mind  of  truth  that  wins  a 
sure  assent,  and  the  vain  thoughts  of  men,  in  which  no  certainty 
abides.  But,  baseless  as  they  are,  these  also  shalt  thou  learn ; 
since  thou  must  traverse  every  field  of  knowledge,  and  discern  the 
fabric  of  the  dreams  of  men."  His  ontology  is  just  as  elaborate 
as  his  physics,  and  he  evidently  considers  its  barren  propositions 
of  more  value  than  any  observations  on  astronomy  or  physiology. 
Empedocles,  on  the  other  hand,  despaired  of  ontology,  and  gave 
all  his  mind  to  explanations  of  the  physical  universe — how  it  came 
to  be,  and  what  laws  governed  its  alternations — believing  all  along 
that  there  was  a  higher  region  of  pure  intellect  beyond  the  reach 
of  his  degraded  soul.  "  Here  we  see  in  a  glass  darkly,  but  then 
face  to  face."  In  this  respect  he  resembled  Xenophanes  more 
than  Parmenides.  Xenophanes  had  said,  "  No  man  hath  been, 
nor  will  ever  be,  who  knows  for  certain  all  about  the  gods,  and 
everything  of  which  I  speak ;  for  should  one  publish  the  most 
sure  and  settled  truth,  yet  even  he  cannot  be  said  to  know :  opin- 
ion is  supreme  in  all  things."  Empedocles  belonged  more  to  the 
age  behind  him  than  to  that  which  followed ;  and  his  extensive 
knowledge  of  nature  was  a  part  of  his  artistic  rather  than  his  sci- 
entific temperament. 

Yet,  allowing  for  the  march  of  human  progress  during  twenty- 
three  centuries,  we  are  bound  to  hold  much  the  same  language  as 
Empedocles  regarding  the  limitations  of  knowledge.  We  have, 
indeed,  infinitely  extended  our  observation  of  phenomena ;  we 
have  gained  fuller  conceptions  of  the  Deity  and  of  the  destinies 
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of  man.  But  the  plummet  wliicb  Le  threw  into  the  bottomless 
abyss  of  science  lias  as  yet  found  no  bottom,  and  the  circle  which 
it  made  by  striking  on  the  surface  of  the  illimitable  ocean  has 
gi'own  and  grown,  but  yet  has  touched  no  shore  on  any  side.  Like 
him,  we  still  speak  of  an  unapproachable  God,  utterly  beyond  the 
reach  of  human  sense  and  intellect ;  like  him,  we  still  content  our- 
selves with  receiving  the  reports  of  our  senses,  comparing  and 
combining  them  by  means  of  our  understanding,  and  thus  obtain- 
ing some  conception  of  the  universe  in  which  we  live.  If  we  re- 
ject the  light  of  Christianity,  the  guesses  which  we  form  about  a 
future  world  are  less  vague  than  those  of  Empedocles,  but  found- 
ed on  no  surer  scientific  basis ;  the  God  we  worship  still  remains 
enveloped  in  symbols ;  we  still  ascribe  to  him,  if  not  a  human 
form,  at  least  the  reason,  partialities,  and  passions  of  mankind. 
Indeed,  in  this  respect,  the  sage  of  Agrigentum  stood  unconscious- 
ly upon  the  platform  which  only  our  profoundest  thinkers  have 
attained.  He  felt  the  awe  of  the  Unseen — he  believed  in  the  in- 
finite Being ;  but  he  refused  to  dogmatize  about  his  attributes, 
confining  his  own  reason  to  the  phenomenal  universe  which  he 
strove  in  every  way  to  understand,  and  to  employ  for  the  good  of 
his  race.  Empedocles  was  greater  than  most  of  his  contempora- 
ries, for  he  neither  believed  it  possible  to  explain  the  whole  mys- 
tery of  the  world,  nor  did  he  yet  reject  the  notion  of  there  being 
a  profound  mystery.  He  steered  clear  between  the  Parmenides 
and  Democritus  of  his  own  day — between  the  Spinoza  and  the 
materialist  of  modern  speculation.  Herein  the  union  of  philoso- 
phy and  poetry,  of  thought  and  feeling,  in  his  nature,  gave  the 
tone  to  all  his  theories.  We  must  not,  however,  in  our  praise  for- 
get that  all  these  problems  appeared  in  a  far  more  simple  form  to 
the  Greeks  of  that  age  than  to  ourselves,  and  were  therefore  more 
hastily  and  lightly  answered.  Between  the  ontology  of  Parmen- 
ides and  that  of  Hegel  what  a  step  there  is  !     AMiat  meagre  asso- 
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ciations  gather  round  the  one  ;  what  many-sided  knowledge  gives 
substance  to  the  other  ! 

Remembering,  therefore,  in  what  light  Empedocles  regarded  his 
own  physical  speculations,  we  may  proceed  to  discuss  them  more 
in  detail.  We  shall  find  that  he  deserved  a  large  portion  of  that 
praise  which  Bacon  rather  whimsically  lavished  on  the  pre-So- 
cratic  philosophers,  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  mightier  names  of 
Plato  and  Aristotle. 

The  poem  on  Nature  is  addressed  to  Pausanias  the  physician, 
who  was  a  son  of  Anchitus  of  Agrigentum,  and  a  special  friend 
of  Empedocles.  To  Pausanias  the  philosopher  begins  his  instruc- 
tion with  these  words :  "  First  learn  what  are  the  four  chief  roots 
of  everything  that  is :  fiery  Zeus,  and  Here,  source  of  vital  breath, 
and  Aidoneus,  and  Nestis  with  her  tears,  who  is  the  fount  of 
moisture  in  the  world."  Thus  Empedocles,  after  the  fashion  of 
the  Pythagoreans,  allegorized  his  four  elements.  In  other  pas- 
sages he  calls  them  "  fire,  water,  earth,  and  air's  immeasurable 
height ;"  or,  "  earth,  and  ocean  with  his  countless  waves,  and  liquid 
air,  the  sun-god,  and  ether  girdling  the  universe  in  its  embrace  ;"  or 
again,  "  Hephaestus,  rain,  and  radiant  ether ;"  or  lastly,  "  light, 
earth,  heaven,  and  ocean."  It  will  be  seen  that  he  designated  his 
elements  sometimes  by  mythological  titles,  sometimes  by  abstract 
terms,  and  sometimes  by  selecting  one  or  other  natural  object — 
such  as  the  sun,  the  air,  the  ocean — in  which  they  were  most  man- 
ifest. It  is  well  known  that  Empedocles  Avas  the  first  philosopher 
to  adopt  the  four  elements,  which,  since  his  day,  continued  to  rule 
supreme  over  natural  science,  until  modern  analysis  revealed  far 
simpler  and  broader  bases.  Other  speculators  of  the  Ionian  sect 
had  maintained  each  of  these  four  elements — Thales  the  water, 
Anaximenes  the  air,  Heraclitus  the  fire,  and  perhaps  (but  this 
rests  on  no  sure  evidence),  Pherecydes  the  earth.  Xenophanes 
had  said,  "  Of  earth  and  water  are  all  things  that  come  into  exist- 
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ence."  Parmonicles  had  spoken  of  dark  and  liglit,  thick  and  sub- 
tile, substances.  Each  of  these  fundamental  principles  is  probably 
to  be  regarded  not  as  pure  fire,  or  pure  water,  or  pure  air,  but  as 
a  universal  element  differing  in  rarity,  and  typified  according  to 
the  analogical  necessities  of  language,  by  means  of  some  familiar 
object.  The  four  elements  of  Empedocles  appear  to  have  been 
suggested  to  him,  partly  by  his  familiarity  with  contemporary 
speculation,  and  partly  by  his  observation  of  Nature.  They  held 
their  ground  so  long  in  scientific  theory,  because  they  answered  so 
exactly  to  a  superficial  view  of  the  world.  Earth  with  everything 
of  a  solid  quality,  water  including  every  kind  of  fluid,  fire  that 
burns  or  emits  light,  air  that  can  be  breathed,  appear  to  constitute 
an  exhaustive  division  of  the  universe.  Of  the  eternity  of  these 
four  primal  substances,  according  to  the  Empedoclean  theory, 
there  is  no  doubt.  The  philosopher  frequently  reiterates  his  be- 
lief in  the  impossibility  of  an  absolute  beginning  or  ending,  though 
he  acquiesces  in  the  popular  use  of  these  terms  to  express  the  sci- 
entific conceptions  of  dissolution  and  recombination. 

These  elements,  then,  were  the  material  part  of  the  world  ac- 
cording to  Empedocles.  But  inherent  in  them,  as  a  tendency  is 
inherent  in  an  organism,  and  yet  separable  in  thought  from  them, 
as  the  soul  is  separable  from  the  body,  were  two  conflicting  prin- 
ciples of  equal  power,  love  and  discord.  Love  and  discord  by 
their  operation  wrought  infinite  changes  in  the  universe:  for  it 
was  the  purpose  of  love  to  bind  the  elements  together  into  a 
compact,  smooth,  motionless  globe ;  and  of  discord  to  separate 
them  one  from  another,  and  to  keep  them  distinct  in  a  state  of 
mutual  hostility.  AYhen,  therefore,  either  love  or  discord  got  the 
upper-hand,  the  phenomenal  universe  could  not  be  said  to  exist, 
but  in  the  intermediate  state  was  a  perpetual  order  of  growth 
and  decay,  composition  and  dissolution,  whereby  the  world,  as  we 
behold  it,  came  into  existence.     This  intermediate  state,  das  Wer- 
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dende,  ru  ycyro/jf ror  Kal  uxo\\v/.t(io}'  (the  Becoming,  that  which 
comes  into  existence  and  passes  out  of  it  again  by  dissolution), 
was  (j)v(nc,  or  Nature.  The  conflicting  energies  of  love  and  dis- 
cord formed  the  pulses  of  its  mighty  heart,  the  systole  and  dias- 
tole of  its  being,  the  one  power  tending  to  life,  the  other  power 
to  death,  the  one  pushing  all  the  elements  forward  to  a  perfect 
unity  of  composition,  the  other  rending  them  apart.  To  the  uni- 
verse when  governed  by  love  in  supremacy  Empedocles  gave  the 
name  of  ^(paipoQ  (perfect  globe),  which  he  also  called  a  god.  This 
acpalpoc  answered  to  the  Eleatic  tv,  while  the  disjointed  elements 
subservient  to  the  force  of  strife  corresponded  to  the  Eleatic 
irvXXa,  Thus  the  old  Greek  antagonism  of  Good  and  Evil,  One 
and  Many,  Love  and  Hatred,  Being  and  Not-being,  were  inter- 
preted by  Empedocles.  He  looked  on  all  that  is,  das  Werdcnde, 
as  transitory  between  two  opposite  and  contradictory  existences. 

Again,  according  to  his  system,  the  alternate  reigns  of  love  and 
discord  succeeded  one  another  at  fixed  intervals  of  time ;  so  that, 
from  one  point  of  view,  the  world  was  ceaselessly  shifting,  and 
from  another  point  of  view,  was  governed  by  eternal  and  unalter- 
able Law.  Thus  he  reconciled  the  Heraclitean  flux  and  the  Par- 
menidean  immobility  by  a  middle  term.  Each  of  the  elements- 
possessed  a  separate  province,  had  separate  functions,  and  was 
capable  of  standing  by  itself.  To  fire  it  would  seem  that  the 
philosopher  assigned  a  more  active  influence  than  to  any  of  the 
other  elements;  therefore  a  kind  of  dualism  may  be  recognized 
in  his  Universe  between  this  ruling  principle  and  the  more  passive 
ingredients  of  air,  earth,  and  water.  The  influence  of  love  and 
harmony  kept  them  joined  and  interpenetrated,  and  so  mingled 
as  to  bring  the  different  objects  which  we  see  around  us  into  be- 
ing. Empedocles  professed  to  understand  the  proportions  of 
these  mixtures,  and  measured  them  by  Pythagorean  rules  of 
arithmetic.     Thus  everything  subsists  by  means  of  transforma- 
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tion  and  mixture ;    absolute  beginning  and  ending  are  impos- 
sible. 

Such,  briefly  stated,  is  tlie  theory  of  Empedocles.  The  follow- 
ing passage  may  be  quoted  to  show  how  the  phenomenal  Universe 
comes  into  being  under  the  influence  of  love: 

"  When  strife  lias  I'cachcd  the  very  bottom  of  the  seething  mass,  and  love 
assumes  her  station  in  the  centre  of  the  ball,  then  everything  begins  to  come 
together,  and  to  form  one  whole — not  instantaneously,  but  different  sub- 
stances come  forth,  according  to  a  steady  process  of  development.  Now, 
when  these  elements  are  mingling,  countless  kinds  of  things  issue  from  their 
union.  Much,  however,  remains  unmixed,  in  opposition  to  the  mingling  ele- 
ments, and  these  malignant  strife  still  holds  within  his  grasp.  For  he  has 
not  yet  withdrawn  himself  altogether  to  the  extremities  of  the  globe;  but 
part  of  his  limbs  still  remain  within  its  bounds,  and  part  have  passed  beyond. 
As  strife,  however,  step  by  step,  retreats,  mild  and  innocent  love  pursues  him 
with  her  foi'ce  divine ;  things  which  had  been  immortal  instantly  assume 
mortality ;  the  simple  elements  become  confused  by  interchange  of  influence. 
When  these  are  mingled,  then  the  countless  kinds  of  mortal  beings  issue 
forth,  furnished  with  every  sort  of  form — a  sight  of  wonder." 

In  another  passage  this  development  is  compared  to  the  opera- 
tion of  a  painter  mixing  his  colors,  and  forming  with  them  a 
picture  of  various  objects.  Discord  is  said  to  have  made  the  ele- 
ments immortal,  because  he  kept  them  apart,  and  would  willingly 
have  preserved  their  separate  qualities ;  whereas  love  mixes  them 
together,  breaks  up  their  continuity,  and  confuses  their  kinds, 
"What  Empedocles  exactly  meant  by  Sphterus  is  hard  to  under- 
stand ;  nor  do  we  know  how  far  he  intended  Chance  to  operate 
in  the  formation  of  the  Universe.  He  often  uses  such  expres- 
sions as  these,  "  So  they  chanced  to  come  together,"  and  de- 
scribes the  amorphous  condition  of  the  first  organisms  in  a  way 
that  makes  one  think  he  fancied  a  perfectly  chaotic  origin.  Yet 
"  the  art  of  Aphrodite,"  "  so  Cypris  ordained  their  form,"  are  as- 
sertions of  designing  intelligence.     In  fact,  we  may  well  believe 
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that  Empedocles,  in  the  infancy  of  speculation,  was  led  astray  by 
his  double  nomenclature.  AVhcn  talking  of  Aphrodite,  he  natu- 
rally thought  of  a  person  ruling  creation ;  -when  using  the  term 
"  Love,"  he  naturally  conceived  an  innate  tendency,  which  might 
have  been  the  sport  of  chance  in  a  great  measure.  It  also  ap- 
pears probable  that,  when  Empedocles  spoke  of  "  Chance "  and 
"  Necessity,"  he  referred  to  some  inherent  quality  in  the  elements 
themselves,  whereby  they  grew  together  under  certain  laws,  and 
that  the  harmony  and  discord  which  ruled  them  in  turn  were  re- 
garded by  him  as  forces  aiding  and  preventing  their  union. 

To  understand  the  order  of  creation,  we  may  begin  by  imagin- 
ing the  sphere,  which,  in  the  words  of  Empedocles,  "  by  the  hid- 
den bond  of  harmony  is  stablished,  and  rejoices  in  unbroken 
rest  ...  in  perfect  equipoise,  of  infinite  extent,  it  stays  a  full- 
orbed  sphere  rejoicing  in  unbroken  rest."  Love  now  is  omnipo- 
tent ;  she  has  knit  all  the  elements  into  one  whole ;  Discord  has 
retreated,  and  abides  beyond  the  globe.  But  soon  his  turn  be- 
gins :  he  enters  the  sphere,  and  "  all  the  limbs  of  the  god  begin 
to  tremble."  Now  the  elements  are  divided  one  from  the  other 
— ether  first,  then  fire,  then  earth,  then  water  from  the  earth. 
Still  the  elements  are  chaotic  ;  but  wandering  about  the  spaces  of 
the  world,  and  "  permeating  each  the  other's  realm,"  they  form 
alliances  and  tend  to  union.  Love  is  busy  no  less  than  Discord. 
The  various  tribes  of  plants  and  animals  appear  at  first  in  a  rudi- 
mentary and  monstrous  condition :  "  many  heads  sprouted  up 
without  necks,  and  naked  arms  went  wandering  forlorn  of  shoul- 
ders, and  solitary  eyes  were  straying  destitute  of  foreheads." 
Still  the  process  of  seething  and  intermingling  continued ;  "  when 
element  with  element  more  fully  mixed,  these  members  fell  to- 
gether by  hap-hazard  .  .  .  many  came  forth  with  double  faces  and 
two  breasts,  some  shaped  like  oxen  with  a  human  front,  others, 
again,  of  human  race  with  a  bull's  head ;  and  some  were  mixed 
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of  male  and  female  parts."  Unfortunately,  the  lines  in  Avliicli  lie 
describes  the  further  progress  of  development  have  been  lost,  and 
we  do  not  know  how  the  interval  between  chaos  and  order  was 
bridged  over  in  his  system.  Only  with  reference  to  human  be- 
ings he  asserts  that  in  the  earliest  stage  they  were  produced  in 
amorphous  masses,  containing  the  essence,  as  it  were,  of  both 
male  and  female  ;  and  that  after  the  separation  of  these  masses 
into  two  parts,  each  part  yearned  to  join  its  tally.  And  there- 
from sprang  the  passion  of  desire  in  human  hearts.  This  theory 
has  been  worked  out  by  Plato  artistically  in  the  Spnjiosiuin. 
Also  with  reference  to  the  accretion  of  the  phenomenal  universe, 
he  says  that  earth  formed  the  basis  of  all  hard  and  solid  sub- 
stances preponderating  in  the  shells  of  fish,  and  so  on.  Bones 
were  wrought  of  earth  and  fire  and  water,  "  marvellously  jointed 
by  the  bonds  of  Harmony."  It  is  needless  to  follow  Empedocles 
through  all  his  scattered  fancies,  to  show  that  he  knew  that  the 
night  was  caused  by  the  earth  intercepting  the  sun's  rays,  or  that 
he  thought  the  sun  reflected  heaven's  fire  like  a  mirror,  or  that  he 
placed  the  intellect  in  the  blood,  and  explained  respiration  by  a 
theory  of  pores,  and  the  eyesight  by  imagining  a  fire  shut  up 
within  the  pupil.  The  fragments  we  possess  are  too  scanty  to 
allow  of  our  obtaining  a  perfect  view  of  his  physical  theory ;  all 
we  gather  from  them  is  that  Empedocles  possessed  more  acquired 
and  original  knowledge  than  any  of  his  contemporaries. 

It  may  appear  from  what  has  been  said  about  his  system  that 
Empedocles  was  at  best  a  great  eclectic.  But  this  is  not  entirely 
the  case.  If  he  deserves  the  name  of  eclectic,  he  deserves  it  in 
the  same  sense  as  Plato,  though  it  need  not  be  said  how  infinite- 
ly inferior,  as  an  original  thinker,  he  is  to  Plato.  Empedocles 
was  deeply  versed  in  all  the  theories,  metaphysical,  cosmogonical, 
mystioal,  and  physiological,  of  his  age.  He  viewed  from  a  high 
station   all  the   problems,  intellectual,  social,  and  moral,  which 
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then  vexed  Greece.  Bat  lie  did  not  pass  his  days  in  a  study 
or  a  lecture-room,  nor  did  he  content  himself  with  expounding 
or  developing  the  theories  of  any  one  master.  lie  went  abroad, 
examined  nature  for  himself,  cured  the  sick,  thought  his  own 
thoughts,  and  left  an  impress  on  the  constitution  of  his  native 
state.  In  his  comprehensive  mind  all  the  learning  he  had  ac- 
quired from  men,  from  books,  from  the  world,  and  from  reflec- 
tion, was  consolidated  into  one  system,  to  which  his  double  in- 
terest for  mysticism  and  physics  gave  a  double  aspect.  He  was 
the  first  in  Greece  to  reconcile  Eleatic  and  Heraclitean  specula- 
tions, the  puzzle  of  plurality  and  unity,  the  antagonism  of  good 
and  evil,  in  one  theory,  and  to  connect  it  with  another  which  re- 
vealed a  solemn  view  of  human  obligations  and  destinies,  and  re- 
quired  a  life  of  social  purity  and  self-restraint.  The  misfortune 
of  Empedocles  as  a  philosopher  consisted  in  this — that  he  suc- 
ceeded only  in  resuming  the  results  of  contemporary  speculation, 
and  of  individual  research,  in  a  philosophy  of  indisputable  origi- 
nality, without  anticipating  the  new  direction  which  was  about  to 
be  given  to  human  thought  by  Socrates  and  Plato.  He  closed 
one  period — the  period  of  poetry  and  physical  theories  and  mys- 
ticism. The  period  of  prose,  of  logic,  and  of  ethics  was  about  to 
begin.  He  was  the  last  of  the  great  colonial  sages  of  Greece. 
The  Hellenic  intellect  was  destined  henceforth  to  centre  itself  at 
Athens. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  GNOMIC  POETS. 

Definition  of  the  Term  Gnomic. — The  Elegiac  Metre. — The  Age  of  tlio  Des- 
pots in  Greece. — Three  Periods  in  Elegiac  Poetry :  the  Martial,  the  Erotic, 
tlie  Gnomic. — Callinus. — T3'rtfeus. — Mimuermus. — His  Epicurean  Philos- 
ophy of  Life. — Solon. — The  Salaminian  Verses. — Doctrine  of  Hereditary 
Guilt. — Greek  Melancholy. — Phocylides. — His  Bourgeois  Intellect. — Xe- 
nophanes.  —  Theognis.  —  The  Politics  of  Megara. — Cyrnus.  —  Precepts 
upon  Education  and  Conduct  in  Public  and  Private  Life. — The  Biography 
of  Theognis. — Dorian  Clubs. — Lamentations  over  the  Decay  of  Youth 
and  Beauty. 

The  term  Gnomic,  when  applied  to  a  certain  number  of  Greek 
poets,  is  arbitrary.  There  is  no  definite  principle  for  rejecting 
some  and  including  others  in  the  class.  It  has,  however,  been 
usual  to  apply  this  name  to  Solon,  Phocylides,  Theognis,  and  Si- 
monides  of  Ceos.  Yet  there  seems  no  reason  to  exclude  some 
portions  of  Callinus,  Tyrta^us,  Mimnermus,  and  Xenophanes. 
These  poets,  it  will  be  observed,  are  all  writers  of  the  elegy. 
Some  of  the  lyric  poets,  however,  and  iambographers,  such  as 
Simonides  of  Amorgos  and  Archilochus,  have  strong  claims  for 
admission  into  the  list.  For,  as  the  derivation  of  the  name  im- 
plies, gnomic  poets  are  simply  those  who  embody  yrwfiat,  or  sen- 
tentious maxims  on  life  and  morals,  in  their  verse  ;  and  though 
we  find  that  the  most  celebrated  masters  of  this  style  composed 
elegies,  we  yet  may  trace  the  thread  of  gnomic  thought  in  almost 
all  the  writers  of  their  time.  Conversely,  the  most  genuine  au- 
thors of  elegiac  gnomes  trespassed  upon  the  domain   of  lyric 
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poetiy,  and  sang  of  love  and  wine  and  personal  experience  no 
less  than  of  morality.  In  fact,  the  gnomic  poets  represent  a  pe- 
riod of  Greek  literature  during  which  the  old  and  simple  forms  of 
narrative  poetry  were  giving  way  to  lyrical  composition  on  the 
one  hand,  and  to  meditative  writing  on  the  other ;  when  the 
epical  impulse  had  become  extinct,  and  when  the  Greeks  were 
beginning  to  think  definitely.  The  elegy,  which  seems  to  have 
originated  in  Asia  Minor,  and  to  have  been  used  almost  exclusive- 
ly by  poets  of  the  Ionian  race  for  the  expression  of  emotional  and 
reflective  sentiments,  lent  itself  to  this  movement  in  the  develop- 
ment of  the  Greek  genius,  and  formed  a  sort  of  midway  stage 
between  the  impassioned  epic  of  the  Homeric  age  and  the  no  less 
impassioned  poetry  and  prose  of  the  Athenian  age  of  gold. 

Viewed  in  this  light,  the  gnomic  poets  mark  a  transition  from 
Homer  and  Hesiod  to  the  dramatists  and  moralists  of  Attica. 
The  ethical  precepts  inherent  in  the  epos  received  from  them  a 
more  direct  and  proverbial  treatment ;  while  they  in  turn  pre- 
pared for  the  sophists,  the  orators,  and  Socrates. 

This  transitional  period  in  the  history  of  Greek  literature,  cor- 
responding, as  it  docs,  to  similar  transitions  in  politics,  religion, 
and  morality,  offers  many  points  of  interest.  Before  Homer,  po- 
etry had  no  historical  past ;  but  after  the  age  of  the  epic,  a  long 
time  elapsed  before  the  vehicle  of  verse  was  exchanged  for  that 
of  prose.  Xenophanes,  Parmenides,  and  Empedocles  wrote  poems 
upon  nature  in  hexameters.  Solon  and  Theognis  committed  their 
state-craft  and  ethics  to  elegiac  couplets.  Yet  at  the  same  time 
Heraclitus  and  the  seven  sages  were  developing  the  germs  of 
prose,  and  preparing  the  way  for  Attic  historians  and  philoso- 
phers. 

Again,  whereas  Homer  introduces  us  to  a  Hellas  small  in  its 
extent,  and  scarcely  separated  from  surrounding  tribes,  we  find 
in  the  transitional  period  that  the  strength  and  splendor  of  the 
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Greek  race  arc  dissipated  over  distant  colonies,  Hellenic  civiliza- 
tion standing  out  in  definite  relief  against  adjacent  barbarism. 
The  first  lyrical  and  elegiac  poets  come  from  the  islands  of  the 
Archipelago,  or  from  the  shores  of  Asia  Minor.  The  first  dram- 
atists of  note  arc  Sicilian.  Italy  and  Sicily  afford  a  home  to  the 
motaphysical  poets,  while  the  philosophers  of  the  Ionian  sect 
flourish  at  Ephesus  and  Miletus. 

Corresponding  to  this  change  in  the  distribution  of  the  race,  a 
change  Avas  taking  place  in  the  governments  of  the  states.  The 
hereditary  monarchies  of  Homer's  age  have  disappeared,  and,  af- 
ter passing  through  a  period  of  oligarcliical  supremacy,  have  given 
place  to  tyrannies.  The  tyrants  of  Miletus  and  of  Agrigentum, 
rising  from  the  aristocracy  itself  ;  those  of  Corinth,  Athens,  and 
Megara,  owing  their  power  to  popular  favor ;  others,  like  Cylon, 
flourishing  awhile  by  force  of  mere  audacity  and  skill ;  others, 
again,  like  Pittacus  of  Mitylene,  using  the  rights  of  their  dictator- 
ship for  the  public  benefit,  had  this  one  point  in  common  —  it 
was  the  interest  of  all  of  them  to  destroy  the  traditional  preju- 
dices of  the  race,  to  gather  a  powerful  and  splendid  court  around 
them,  to  patronize  art,  to  cultivate  diplomacy,  and  to  attach  men 
of  ability  to  their  persons.  As  the  barons  of  feudalism  encour- 
aged the  romances  of  the  Niebelungen,  Carlovingian,  and  Arthuri- 
an cycles,  so  the  hereditary  monarchies  had  caused  the  cyclical 
epos  to  flourish.  It  was  not  for  the  interest  of  the  tyrants  to  re- 
vive Homeric  legends,  but  rather  to  banish  from  the  State  all  traces 
of  the  chivalrous  past.  With  this  view  Cleisthenes  of  Sicyon  put 
down  the  worship  of  Adrastus,  and  parodied  the  heroic  names  of 
the  three  tribes.  Poetry,  thus  separated  from  the  fabulous  past, 
sought  its  subjects  in  the  present — in  personal  experience,  in  pleas- 
ure, in  politics,  in  questions  of  diplomacy,  in  epigrammatic  mo- 
rality. 

Such,  then,  was  the   period   during  which   the   gnomic   poets 
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flourished — a  period  of  courts  and  tyrannies,  of  colonial  pros- 
perity, of  political  animation,  of  social  intrigue,  of  intellectual  de- 
velopment, of  religious  transformation,  of  change  and  uncertainty 
in  every  department.  Behind  them  lay  primitive  Homeric  Hel- 
las ;  before  them,  at  no  great  distance,  was  the  time  when  the 
Greek  genius  would  find  its  home  in  Athens.  Poetry  and  sci- 
ence were  then  to  be  distinguished  ;  the  philosophers,  historians, 
and  orators  were  to  make  a  subtle  and  splendid  instrument  of 
Greek  prose  ;  the  dramatists  were  to  develop  the  choric  and  dia- 
lectic beauty  of  the  Greek  language  to  its  highest  possible  perfec- 
tion ;  tyrannies  were  to  be  abolished,  and  the  political  energies  of 
Hellas  to  be  absorbed  in  the  one  great  struggle  between  the  Do- 
rian and  Ionian  families.  But  in  the  age  of  gnomic  poetry  these 
changes  were  still  future  ;  and  though  the  mutations  of  Greek 
history  were  accomplished  with  unparalleled  rapidit}',  we  yet  may 
draw  certain  lines  and  say.  Here  was  a  breathing-time  of  indeci- 
sion and  suspense ;  this  period  was  the  eve  before  a  mighty  revo- 
lution. I  propose,  therefore,  to  consider  the  gnomic  poets  as  the 
representatives,  to  some  extent,  of  such  an  age,  and  as  exponents 
of  the  rudimentary,  social,  and  political  philosophy  of  Greece  be- 
fore Socrates. 

Three  periods  may  be  marked  in  the  development  of  the  early 
Greek  elegiac  poetry — the  Martial,  the  Erotic,  and  the  Gnomic. 
Callinus  and  Tyrtajus  are  the  two  great  names  by  which  the  first 
is  distinguished.  Miranermus  gave  a  nev/  direction  to  this  style 
of  composition,  fitting  the  couplet,  which  had  formerly  been  used 
for  military  and  patriotic  purposes,  to  amatory  and  convivial 
strains,*     In  after-years  it  never  lost  the  impress  of  his  genius ; 

*  This  seems  to  have  been  recognized  by  the  ancients,  as  is  proved  by  the 
lines  quoted  from  Hermesianax  in  Athenoms^  xiii.  597,  where  the  epithet  \ia- 
Xaxof,  assigned  to  his  pentameter,  is  meant  to  be  emphatic.  Mimuermus 
gave  it  a  luxurious  and  tender  quality. 
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so  that  Ovid,  Tibullus,  and  Propertius  may  be  regarded  as  the 
lineal  descendants  of  the  Colophonian  bard.  Solon  at  a  later 
date  applied  the  elegiac  measure  to  severer  subjects.  He  was 
the  first,  perhaps,  to  use  it  for  purely  gnomic  purposes,  maintain- 
ing, however,  the  martial  spirit  in  his  Salaminian  verses,  and  imi- 
tating the  exainple  of  Mimnermus  in  his  lighter  compositions. 
Phocylides,  to  judge  by  the  scanty  fraginents  which  we  possess 
of  his  poems,  was  almost  wholly  gnomic  in  his  character.  But 
Theognis,  who  is  the  latest  and  most  important  of  the  elegiac 
writers  of  this  period,  combined  the  political,  didactic,  and  erotic 
qualities  to  a  remarkable  degree.  As  a  poet,  Simonides  was 
greater  than  any  of  those  whom  I  have  named ;  but  his  claims 
to  rank  among  the  sententious  philosophers  rest  more  upon  the 
fragments  of  his  lyrics  than  upon  the  elegiac  epitaphs  for  which 
he  was  so  justly  famed. 

These  are  the  poets  of  whom  I  intend  to  speak  in  detail. 
Taken  together  with  Homer  and  Hesiod,  their  works  formed 
the  body  of  a  Greek  youth's  education  at  the  time  when  Gor- 
gias  and  Hippias  were  lecturing  at  Athens.  From  them  the 
contemporaries  of  Pericles,  when  boys,  had  learned  the  rules  of 
good  society,  of  gentlemanly  breeding,  of  practical  morality,  of 
worldly  wisdom.  Their  saws  and  precepts  were  on  the  lips  of 
the  learned  and  the  vulgar ;  wise  men  used  them  as  the  theses 
for  subtle  arguments  or  the  texts  for  oratorical  discourses.  Pub- 
lic speakers  quoted  them  as  Scripture  might  be  quoted  in  a  syn- 
od of  the  clergy.  They  pointed  remarks  in  after-dinner  conver- 
sation or  upon  the  market-place.  Poleraarchus,  for  instance,  in 
Plato's  Republic,  starts  the  dialogue  on  Justice  by  a  maxim  of 
Simonides.  Isocrates,  the  Rhetor,  alludes  to  them  as  being  "  the 
best  counsellors  in  respect  of  human  affairs ;"  and  Xenophon 
terms  the  gnomes  of  Theognis  "a  comprehensive  treatise  con- 
cerning men."     Having  been  used  so  commonly  and  largely  by 
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the  instructors  of  youth,  and  by  men  of  all  conditions,  it  was  nat- 
ural that  these  elegies  should  be  collected  into  one  compendious 
form,  and  that  passages  of  a  gnomic  tendency  should  be  extract- 
ed from  larger  poems  on  different  subjects.  In  this  way  a  body 
of  sententious  poetry  grew  up  and  received  the  traditional  author- 
ity of  Solon,  Phocylides,  Simonides,  and  Theognis.  But  in  the 
process  of  compilation  confusion  and  mistakes  of  all  kinds  oc- 
curred, so  that  the  same  couplets  wei'e  often  attributed  to  several 
authors.  To  bear  this  in  mind  at  the  outset  is  a  matter  of  some 
moment ;  for  at  this  distance  of  time  it  is  no  longer  possible  to 
decide  the  canon  of  the  several  elegists  with  accuracy.  In  deal- 
ing with  them,  we  must,  therefore,  not  forget  that  we  are  hand- 
ling masses  of  heterogeneous  materials  roughly  assigned  to  a  few 
great  names. 

The  earliest  elegiac  poet  was  Callinus,  a  native  of  Ephesus,  be- 
tween the  years  730  and  678  B.C.  His  poems  consist  almost 
exclusively  of  exhortations  to  bravery  in  battle.  "  How  long  will 
ye  lie  idle  ?"  he  exclaims  ;  "  put  on  your  valor ;  up  to  the  fight, 
for  war  is  in  the  land !"  He  discourses  in  a  bold  and  manly 
strain  upon  the  certainty  of  death,  and  the  glory  of  facing  it  in 
defence  of  home  and  country,  winding  up  with  this  noble  senti- 
ment :  "  The  whole  people  mourns  and  sorrows  for  the  death  of 
a  brave-hearted  man  ;  and  while  he  lives  he  is  the  peer  of  demi- 
gods." The  lines  of  Tyrtseus,  whose  prominent  part  during  the 
second  Messenian  war  is  the  subject  of  a  well-known  legend,  em- 
body the  same  martial  and  patriotic  sentiments  in  even  i^ore 
masculine  verse. 

It  would  be  alien  from  my  purpose  to  dwell  long  upon  these 
military  poems,  since  the  only  gnomic  character  which  they  dis- 
play is  the  encouragement  of  a  heightened  honor,  unselfishness, 
indifference  to  gain,  devotion  to  the  State,  and  love  of  public 
fame.     Yet  the  moment  in  the  history  of  Hellas  represented  by 

16 
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Tyrtaeus,  tlie  leader  whose  voice  in  the  battle-field  was  like  a 
clarion  to  his  manly  Spartans,  and  in  the  council-chamber  was  a 
whisper  of  Athene  quelling  strife,  is  so  interesting  that  I  cannot 
omit  him  in  this  place.  "  Never,"  to  use  the  words  of  Miiller, 
"  was  the  duty  and  the  honor  of  bravery  impressed  on  the  youth 
of  a  nation  with  so  much  beauty  and  force  of  language,  by  such 
natural  and  touching  motives."  If  of  a  truth  it  be,  as  Milton 
says,  the  function  of  the  poet  "  to  inbreed  and  cherish  in  a  great 
people  the  seeds  of  virtue  and  public  civility,"  then  Tyrtajus,  less 
by  his  specific  maxims  than  by  the  spirit  that  his  verses  breathe, 
deserves  an  honored  place  among  the  bards  whom  Aristotle 
would  have  classed  as  7)0(/.u;ro7-o/,  most  serviceable  for  the  for- 
mation of  a  virile  and  powerful  temperament,  most  suited  for 
the  education  of  Greek  youth.  The  following  translation  stands 
as  Thomas  Campbell  made  it  from  a  martial  elegy  ascribed  to  the 
bard  of  LacedaBmon  :* 

How  glorious  fall  the  valiant,  sword  in  hand, 

In  front  of  battle  for  their  native  land ! 

But  oh !  what  ills  await  the  wretch  that  yields, 

A  recreant  outcast  from  his  country's  fields ! 

The  mother  whom  he  loves  shall  quit  her  home, 

An  aged  father  at  his  side  shall  roam ; 

His  little  ones  shall  weeping  with  him  go, 

And  a  young  wife  participate  his  woe  ; 

While  scorned  and  scowled  upon  by  every  face, 

They  pine  for  food,  and  beg  from  place  to  place. 

Stain  of  his  breed  !  dishonoring  manhood's  form, 
All  ills  shall  cleave  to  him :  affliction's  storm 


*  Without  attempting  to  discuss  the  vexed  question  whether  Tyrtfeus  was 
a  native  Spartan,  or,  according  to  the  ancient  tale,  an  Athenian  naturalized  in 
Sparta,  his  self-identification  with  the  people  he  inspired  justifies  the  phrase 
that  I  have  used  above. 
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Shall  blind  him  wandering  in  the  vale  of  years, 
Till,  lost  to  all  but  ignominious  fears. 
He  shall  not  blush  to  leave  a  recreant's  name, 
And  children,  like  himself,  inured  to  shame. 

But  we  will  combat  for  our  fathers'  land. 
And  we  will  drain  the  life-blood  where  we  stand, 
To  save  our  children : — fight  ye  side  by  side, 
And  serried  close,  ye  men  of  youthful  pride, 
Disdaining  fear,  and  deeming  light  the  cost 
Of  life  itself  in  glorious  battle  lost. 

Leave  not  our  sires  to  stem  the  unequal  fight, 

Whose  limbs  are  nerved  no  more  with  buoyant  might ; 

Nor,  lagging  backward,  let  the  younger  breast 

Permit  the  man  of  age  (a  sight  unblest) 

To  welter  in  the  combat's  foremost  thrust, 

His  hoary  head  dislievell'd  in  the  dust. 

And  venerable  bosom  bleeding  bare. 

But  youth's  fair  form,  though  fallen,  is  ever  fair. 

And  beautiful  in  death  the  boy  appears, 

The  hero  boy,  that  dies  in  blooming  years  : 

In  man's  regret  he  lives,  and  woman's  tears ; 

More  sacred  than  in  life,  and  lovelier  far, 

For  having  perished  in  the  front  of  war.* 


*  The  sentiment  of  these  last  lines  is  not  only  ethically  spirited,  but  it  is  also 
singularly,  exquisitely  Greek.  The  aesthetic  tact  of  the  Greek  race  felt  the 
plastic  charm  of  a  youth's  form  dead  upon  the  battle-field.  Like  a  statue 
marbled  by  the  frost  of  death  he  lies,  the  perfection  of  life-moulded  clay; 
and  his  red  wounds  are  the  lips  of  everlasting  praise.  Not  so  the  elder  man. 
Nakedness  and  mutilation  bring  no  honor  to  him ;  he  has  no  loveliness  of 
shape  to  be  revealed  and  heightened  by  the  injuries  of  war ;  for  him  the  flowing 
beard  and  the  robes  of  reverend  eld  are  a  majestic  covering,  to  be  withdrawn 
by  no  hand  seeking  to  unveil  secluded  beauties.  His  lot  is  cast  no  longer 
in  those  fields,  intense  and  passionate  of  art  and  love,  where  death,  cropping 
the  bloom  unset,  confers  a  crown  of  immortality.     Of.  Iliad,  xxii.  1\.     An 
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Strangely  different  are  tlie  elegies  of  Mimnermus,  the  poet  of 
Colophon,  who  flourished  towards  the  end  of  the  seventh  century 
B.C.  *  His  name  has  passed  into  a  proverb  for  luxurious  verse, 
saddened  by  reflections  on  the  fleeting  joys  of  youth,  and  on 
the  sure  and  steady  progress  of  old  age  and  death.  Tyrtajus, 
though  a  native  of  Attica,  wrote  for  Spartans  at  war  with  a 
strong  nation  ;  Mimnermus  was  born  and  lived  among  Ionian 
Greeks  emasculated  by  barbarian  control  and  by  contact  with 
the  soft  Lydiftns.  It  was  of  these  Colophonians  that  Xenophanes, 
a  native  poet,  said,  "  Instructed  in  vain  luxury  by  the  Lydians, 
they  tkailed  their  robes  of  purple  through  the  streets,  with  haugh- 
ty looks,  proud  of  their  flowing  locks  bedewed  with  curious  es- 
sences and  oils."  For  such  a  j)eople  the  exquisitely  soft  and 
musical  verses  of  Mimnermus,  pervaded  by  a  tone  of  lingering 
regret,  were  exactly  suited.  They  breathe  the  air  of  sunny  gar- 
dens and  cool  banquet-rooms,  in  which  we  picture  to  ourselves 
the  poet  lingering  out  a  pensive  life,  endeavoring  to  crowd  his 
hours  with  pleasures  of  all  kinds,  yet  ever  haunted  and  made 
fretful  among  his  roses  by  the  thought  of  wrinkles  and  death. 
"  When  your  youth  is  gone,"  he  says,  "  however  beautiful  you 
may  have  been,  you  lose  the  reverence  of  your  children  and 
the  regard  of  your  friends."  "  More  hideous  is  old  age  than 
death.  It  reduces  the  handsome  and  the  plain  man  to  one  level 
— cares  attend  it — the  senses  and  the  intellects  get  deadened — a 
man  is  forgotten  and  put  out  of  the  way."  The  Greek  sentiment 
of  hatred  for  old  age  is  well  expressed  in  one  epithet  which  Mim- 

echo  of  this  Greek  feeling  for  the  beautiful  young  dead  may  be  traced  in 
David's  picture  of  the  drummer-boy  at  Arignon,  in  Walt  Whitman,  and  in 
Lord  Albemarle's  "  Recollections  of  Waterloo." 

*  The  birthplace  of  Mimnermus  is  not  very  certain.  Fragment  9  in  Bergk's 
Collection  would  seem  to  justify  the  opinion  that  he  was  a  native  of  Smyrna 
colonized  from  Colophon. 
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nermus  employs  —  uiiofxpov.^  formless.  The  Greeks  detested  the 
ugliness  and  loss  of  grace  which  declining  years  bring  Avith  them 
almost  more  than  weakened  powers  or  the  approach  of  death. 
Nay,  "  when  the  flower  of  youth  is  past,"  says  Mimnermus,  "  it 
is  best  to  die  at  once."  Men  arc  like  herbs,  which  flourish  for  a 
while  in  sunshine — then  comes  the  winter  of  old  age,  with  pov- 
erty or  disease,  or  lack  of  children.  His  feeling  for  the  charm  of 
youth  was  intense ;  he  expressed  it  in  language  that  reminds  us 
of  the  fervency  of  Sappho  :  "  Down  my  flesh  the  sweat  runs  in 
rivers,  and  I  tremble  when  I  see  the  flower  of  my  equals  yn  age 
gladsome  and  beautiful." 

This  tender  and  regretful  strain  is  repeated  by  Minmermus 
with  a  monotonous,  almost  pathetic  persistency,  as  if  the  one 
thought  of  inevitable  age  oppressed  him  like  a  nightmare  day 
and  night.  Ilis  delight  in  the  goodliness  of  youth  and  manhood 
is  so  acute,  and  his  enjoyment  of  existence  is  so  exquisite,  that 
he  shrinks  with  loathing  from  the  doom  imposed  on  all  things 
mortal  to  decline  and  wither.  "  May  1  complete  my  life  without 
disease  or  cares,  and  may  death  strike  me  at  ray  sixtieth  year !" 
Such  is  the  prayer  he  utters,  feeling,  probably,  that  up  to  sixty 
the  senses  may  still  afford  him  some  enjoyment,  and  that,  after 
they  are  blunted,  there  is  nothing  left  for  man  worth  living  for. 
In  all  this,  Mimnermus  was  true  to  one  type  of  the  Greek  char- 
acter. I  shall  have  occasion  farther  on  to  revert  to  this  subject, 
and  to  dwell  again  upon  the  fascination  which  the  flower  of  youth 
possessed  for  the  Greeks,  and  the  horror  with  which  the  ugliness 
of  age  inspired  them.*  That  some  escaped  this  kind  of  despair, 
Avhich  to  us  appears  unmanly,  may  be  gathered  from  the  beau- 
tiful discourse  upon  old  age  with  which  the  Repuhlic  of  Plato 
opens.     Mimnermus,  however,  belonged  to  a  class  of  men  differ- 

*  Notice  particularly  the  couplets  of  Theognis  beginning  ii)\ioi  syojv  ijj3iie 
and  ciippovec  av9p(t)noi,  Bergk,  vol.  ii.  pp.  420,  550. 
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cut  from  Ceplialus :  nowhere  in  the  whole  range  of  literature  can 
be  found  a  more  perfect  specimen  of  unmitigated  ennui*  In  his 
verse  we  trace  the  prostrate  tone  of  the  Oriental,  combined  with 
Greek  delicacy  of  intellect  and  artistic  expression.  The  follow- 
ing passage  may  be  cited  as  at  once  illustrative  of  his  peculiar 
lamentation,  and  also  of  his  poetical  merits  : 

What's  life  or  pleasure  wanting  Aphrodite  ? 

When  to  the  gold-haired  goddess  cold  am  I, 
When  love  and  love's  soft  gifts  no  more  delight  me, 

Nor  stolen  dalliance,  then  I  fain  would  die ! 
Ah  !  fair  and  lovely  bloom  the  flowers  of  youth  ; 

On  men  and  maids  they  beautifully  smile : 
But  soon  conies  doleful  eld,  who,  void  of  ruth, 

Indifferently  afflicts  the  fair  and  vile : 
Then  cares  wear  out  the  heart ;  old  eyes  forlorn 

Scarce  reck  the  very  sunshine  to  behold — 
Unloved  by  youths,  of  every  maid  the  scorn — 

So  hard  a  lot  God  lays  upon  the  old.f 

We  are  not  surprised  to  hear  that  the  fragments  of  Mimner- 
mus  belonged  to  a  series  of  elegies  addressed  to  a  flute-player 
called  Nanno.J  They  are  worthy  of  such  a  subject.  Nanno,  ac- 
cording to  one  account,  did  not  return  the  passion  of  the  poet. 

In  Mimnermus,  however  luxurious  he  may  have  been,  we  yet 
observe  a  vein  of  meditation  upon  life  and  destiny  which  pre- 

*  Fragment  9  in  Bergk's  Collection  might  seem  to  express  a  manlier  spir- 
it, if  we  could  suppose  that  it  referred  to  personal  exploits  of  the  poet.  It 
forms,  however,  part  of  a  description  of  the  early  colonization  of  Smyrna 
from  Pylos ;  when  Mimnermus  alludes  to  martial  deeds,  he  does  so  with  a 
tone  of  regret,  as  one  who  has  no  share  in  them,  and  lives  his  own  life  in  po- 
litical stagnation. 

•j-  Miscellanies,  by  the  late  John  Addington  Symonds,  M.D.  (Macmillan  & 
Co.,  ISYl),  p.  410. 

X  Strabo  quotes  "  the  Nanno  "  as  Athena3us  quotes  "  the  Leontion  "  of  Her- 
mesianax,  another  Colophonian  amourist. 
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pares  us  for  the  more  distinctly  gnomic  poets.  Considered  in 
the  light  of  Greek  philosophy,  Mimnermus  anticipates  the  ethical 
teaching  of  the  Hedonists  and  Epicureans.  In  other  words,  he 
represents  a  genuine  view  of  life  adopted  by  the  Greeks.  Horace 
refers  to  him  as  an  authority  in  these  well-known  lines : 

Si,  Mimnermus  uti  censet,  sine  amore  jocisque 
Nil  est  jucundum,  vivas  in  amore  jocisque;* 

on  which  the  scholiast  observed  that  the  elegiac  poet  "  agreed 
with  the  sect  of  the  Epicureans." 

Next  to  Mimnermus  in  point  of  time  is  Solon.  Perhaps  the 
verses  of  this  great  man  were  among  his  least  important  produc- 
tions. Yet  their  value,  in  illustrating  the  history  of  Athens,  would 
have  been  inestimable,  had  they  been  preserved  to  us  in  a  more 
perfect  state.  "  There  is  hardly  anything,"  says  Grote,  "  more  to 
be  deplored,  amidst  the  lost  treasures  of  the  Grecian  mind,  than 
the  poems  of  Solon ;  for  we  see  by  the  remaining  fragments  that 
they  contained  notices  of  the  public  and  social  phenomena  before 
him,  which  he  was  compelled  attentively  to  study,  blended  with 
the  touching  expression  of  his  own  personal  feelings,  in  the  post, 
alike  honorable  and  difficult,  to  which  the  confidence  of  his  coun- 
trymen had  exalted  him."  The  interest  of  Solon  as  a  gnomic 
poet  is  derived  chiefly  from  the  fact  that  he  was  reckoned  one  of 
the  seven  wise  men  of  Greece,  that  he  was  one  of  the  two  most 
distinguished  NomothetsB  of  Hellas,  that  he  is  said  to  have  con- 
versed familiarly  with  the  great  Lydian  monarch,  and  that  he  en- 
deavored at  Athens  to  resist  the  growing  tyranny  of  Pisistratus. 
Thus  Solon  bore  a  prominent  part  in  all  the  most  important  af- 
fairs of  the  period  to  which  the  gnomic  poetry  belongs.  Its  pol- 
itics, diplomacy,  and  social  theories,  its  constitutional  systems  and 

*  Epistles,  bk.  i.  6.    Translated  thus  by  Conington :  "  If,  as  Mimnermus  tells 
you,  life  is  flat  with  naught  to  love,  devote  yourself  to  that." 
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philosophy,  were  perfectly  familiar  to  him,  and  received  a  strong 
impress  from  his  vigorous  mind.  It  is  thought  that  his  poems 
belong  to  an  early  period  of  his  life ;  yet  they  embody  the  same 
sentiments  as  those  which  Herodotus  refers  to  his  old  age,  and 
express  in  the  looser  form  of  elegiac  verse  the  gist  of  apothegms 
ascribed  to  him  as  one  of  the  seven  sases. 

Literature  and  politics  were  cultivated  together  at  this  period 
among  the  Greeks ;  philosophy  was  gained  in  actual  life  and  by 
commerce  with  men  of  all  descriptions.  Tlie  part  which  Tyrta)- 
us,  Alcajus,  Pythagoras,  Parmenides,  Empedocles,  and  Archilochus 
played  in  the  history  of  their  states  need  not  be  more  than  al- 
luded to.  Simonides  of  Amorgos  founded  a  colony ;  Theognis 
represented  a  large  and  important  party.  But  Solon,  in  a  truer 
sense  than  any  of  these  men,  combined  decisive  action  in  public 
life  with  letters.  Nor  is  it,  perhaps,  necessary  to  agree  with  Grote 
in  depreciating  the  poetical  value  of  his  verses.  Some  of  them 
are  very  fine  and  forcible.  The  description,  for  example,  of  the 
storm  which  sweeps  away  the  clouds,  and  leaves  a  sunny  sky 
(Frag.  13,  ed.  Bergk),  is  full  of  noble  imagery. 

The  first  three  fragments  of  Solon's  elegies  form  part  of  the 
ode  recited  by  him  in  the  market-place  of  Athens,  when  he  braved 
the  penalty  of  death,  and  urged  his  fellow-citizens  "to  rise  and 
fight  for  the  sweet  isle  of  Salamis."  These  lines  are  followed  by 
a  considerable  fragment  of  great  importance,  describing  the  mis- 
ery of  ill -governed  and  seditious  Athens.  Among  the  sayings 
attributed  to  Solon  (Diog.  Laer.,  i.  63)  is  one  that  gives  the  key- 
note to  this  poem.  When  asked  what  made  an  orderly  and  well- 
constituted  state,  he  answered,  "  When  the  people  obey  the  rulers, 
and  the  rulers  obey  the  laws."  The  paraphrase  which  I  subjoin 
exhibits  in  strong  contrast  the  difference  between  Dysnomia  and 
Eunomia,  as  conceived  by  the  Athenian  lawgiver.  Demosthenes, 
who  used  the  name  of  Solon  on  all  occasions  with  imposing  rhe- 
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torical  effect,  quotes  these  lines  in  a  celebrated  passage  of  the 
speech  De  Fals.  Leg.,  254  :  "  The  citizens  seek  to  overthrow  the 
state  by  love  of  money,  by  following  indulgent  and  self-seeking 
demagogues,  who  neglect  religion  and  pervert  the  riches  of  the 
temples.  Yet  justice,  silent  but  all-seeing,  will  in  time  bring  ven- 
geance on  them  for  these  things.  War,  want,  civil  discord,  slav- 
ery, are  at  our  gates ;  and  all  these  evils  threaten  Athens  because 
of  her  lawlessness.  Whereas  good  laws  and  government  set  all 
the  state  in  order,  chain  the  hands  of  evil-doers,  make  rough 
places  plain,  subdue  insolence,  and  blast  the  budding  flowers  of 
Ate,  set  straight  the  crooked  ways  of  tortuous  law,  root  out  sedi- 
tion, quell  the  rage  of  strife  ;  under  their  good  influence  all  things 
are  fair  and  wise  with  men."  Thus  early  and  emphatically  was 
the  notion  of  just  balance  enunciated  among  the  Greeks.  It 
formed  the  ruling  principle  of  their  philosophy  as  well  as  of 
their  politics ;  for  the  ^iriltv  ayav  (nothing  over-much)  of  Solon 
corresponded  to  the  jj-erpov  (measure)  of  the  Ionic  speculators, 
and  contained  within  itself  the  germ  of  Aristotle's  ethical  sys- 
tem, no  less  than  of  the  political  philosophy  of  Plato's  Republic. 

In  the  fifth  and  sixth  fragments  Solon  describes  the  amount  of 
power  he  would  wish  to  see  intrusted  to  the  Athenian  Demus  ;  in 
the  ninth,  he  prophesies  the  advent  of  a  despot :  "  From  storm- 
clouds  descend  furious  snow  and  hail,  and  thunder  is  born  of 
bright  lightning ;  so  great  men  produce  the  overthrow  of  states, 
and  into  the  bondage  of  a  despot's  power  the  people  fall  unwit- 
tingly. Easy  it  is  to  raise  the  storm,  but  hard  to  curb  the  whirl- 
wind ;  yet  must  we  now  take  thought  of  all  these  things."  Frag- 
ment the  second  contains  a  fm'ther  warning  on  the  subject  of 
impending  tyranny.  The  power  of  Pisistratus  was  growing  to  a 
head,  and  Solon  told  the  Athenians  that  if  he  proved  despotic, 
they  would  have  no  one  but  themselves  to  blame  for  it. 

The  remaining  fragments  of  Solonian  poetry  are  more  purely 
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meditative.  "  Bright  daughters  of  Memory  and  Olj'iiipian  Zeus," 
ho  begins,  "  Pierian  Muses !  hear  my  prayer.  Grant  me  wealth 
from  the  blessed  gods,  and  from  all  men  a  good  name.  May  I 
be  sweet  to  my  friend  and  bitter  to  my  foe ;  revered  by  the  one 
and  dreaded  by  the  other.  Money  I  desire,  but  no  ill-gotten  gain  : 
for  the  wealth  that  the  gods. give  lasts,  and  fleets  not  away;  but 
the  fruits  of  insolence  and  crime  bring  vengeances-sure,  though 
slow.  Zeus  seeth  all  things,  and  like  a  wind  scattering  the  clouds, 
which  shakes  the  deep  places  of  the  sea  and  rages  over  the  corn- 
land,  and  comes  at  last  to  heaven,  the  seat  of  gods,  and  makes  a 
clear  sky  to  be  seen,  whereupon  the  sun  breaks  out  in  glorj^,  and 
the  clouds  are  gone — so  is  the  vengeance  of  Zeus.  He  may  seem 
to  forget,  but  sooner  or  later  he  strikes ;  perchance  the  guilty 
man  escapes,  yet  his  blameless  children  or  remote  posterity  pay 
the  penalty."  Two  points  are  noticeable  in  this  passage — first, 
the  dread  of  ill-gotten  gain;  and  secondly,  the  conception  of 
implacable  justice.  There  was  nothing  Avhich  the  Greeks  more 
dreaded  and  detested  than  wealth  procured  by  fraud.  They  were 
so  sensitive  upon  this  point  that  even  Plato  and  Aristotle  regard- 
ed usury  as  criminal,  unnatural,  and  sure  to  bring  calamity  upon 
•the  money-lender.  Thus  Chilon,  the  Lacedaemonian  sage,  is  re- 
ported to  have  said,  "  Choose  loss  rather  than  dishonorable  gain ; 
for  the  one  will  hurt  you  for  the  moment,  the  other  will  never 
cease  to  be  a  curse."  There  are  few  of  the  seven  sages  who  have 
not  at  least  one  maxim  bearing  on  this  point.  It  would  seem  as 
if  the  conscience  of  humanity  were  touched  at  a  very  early  period 
by  superstitious  scruples  of  this  kind.  The  Jewish  law  contains 
warnings  similar  to  those  of  Solon ;  and  among  our  own  people 
it  has  been  commonly  believed  that  wealth  unlawfully  acquired, 
money  taken  from  the  devil,  or  property  wrested  from  the  Chvirch, 
is  disastrous  to  its  owner,  and  incapable  of  being  long  retained  in 
the  possession  of  his  family.    Theognis  expresses  nearly  the  same 
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sentiments  as  Solon  in  the  following  verses :  "  He  wlio  gets 
wealtli  from  Zeus  by  just  means,  and  with  hands  unstained,  will 
not  lose  it ;  but  if  he  acquire  it  Avrongfully,  covetously,  or  by 
false  swearing,  though  it  may  seem  at  first  to  bring  him  gain,  at 
last  it  turns  to  calamity,  and  the  mind  of  Heaven  prevails.  But 
these  things  deceive  men,  for  the  blessed  gods  do  not  always 
take  vengeance  on  crime  at  the  moment  of  its  being  committed ; 
but  one  man  in  his  person  pays  for  a  bad  deed,  another  leaves 
disaster  hanging  over  his  own  children,  a  third  avoids  justice  by 
death." 

Both  Solon  and  Theognis,  it  will  be  observed,  express  emphat- 
ically their  belief  in  a  vengeance  of  Heaven  falling  upon  the  chil- 
dren, and  the  children's  children,  of  offenders.  This  conception 
of  doom  received  its  most  splendid  illustration  at  the  hands  of  the 
tragic  poets,  and  led  philosophers  like  Empedocles  to  devise  sys- 
tems of  expiation  and  purification,  by  means  of  which  ancestral 
guilt  might  be  purged  away,  and  the  soul  be  restored  to  its  pris- 
tine blamelessness.  Theognis  in  another  fragment  (731-'752)  dis- 
cusses the  doctrine,  and  calls  in  question  its  justice.  He  takes  it 
for  granted,  as  a  thing  too  obvious  to  be  disputed,  that  children 
suffer  for  their  father's  sin,  and  argues  Avith  Zeus  about  the  ab- 
stract right  and  policy  of  this  law,  suggesting  that  its  severity  is 
enough  to  make  men  withdraw  their  allegiance  from  such  unjust 
governors.  The  inequality  of  the  divine  rule  had  appeared  in  the 
same  light  to  Hcsiod  and  Homer  (see  Iliad,  xiii.  631  ;  Hesiod, 
Op.  et  Dies,  270).  But  it  is  in  the  gnomic  poets  that  we  first 
discover  *  tendency  to  return  and  reason  upon  such  questions : 
the  wedge  of  philosophical  scepticism  was  being  inserted  into  thp 
old  beliefs  of  the  Greek  race.  In  some  respects  these  gnomic  po- 
ets present  even  a  more  gloomy  view  of  human  destinies  than  4;he 
epic  poets.  Solon  says,  "  It  is  fate  that  bringeth  good  and  bad  to 
men  ;  nor  can  the  gifts  of  the  immortals  be  refused ;"  and  in  The-  • 
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ogiiis  Ave  find,  "  No  man  is  citlier  wealthy  or  poor,  mean  or  noble, 
Avithout  the  help  of  the  gods."  ..."  Pray  to  the  gods ;  naught 
happens  to  man  of  good  or  ill  Avithout  the  gods."  ..."  No  one, 
Cyrnus,  is  himself  the  cause  of  loss  and  gain ;  but  of  both  these 
the  gods  are  giA'^ers."  *  It  Avould  be  easy  to  multiply  passages 
where  the  same  conception  of  the  divine  government  as  that  for 
which  Plato  {Rep.,  p.  379)  blamed  Homer  is  set  forth ;  but  the 
gnomic  poets  go  beyond  this  simple  vieAV.  They  seem  to  regard 
Heaven  as  a  jealous  po)ver,  and  superstitiously  believe  all  changes 
of  fortune  to  be  produced  by  the  operation  of  a  god  anxious  to 
delude  human  expectations.  This  theology  lies  at  the  base  of  the 
Solonian  maxim,  that  you  ought  not  to  judge  of  a  man's  happi- 
ness until  his  death ;  "  for,"  in  the  language  of  Herodotus,  "  there 
are  many  to  whom  God  has  first  displayed  good -fortune,  and 
Avhom  he  afterAvards  has  rooted  up  and  overthroAvn." 

Thus  Solon  moralizes  in  his  elegies  upon  the  vicissitudes  of 
life :  "  Danger  lies  everyAvhere,  nor  can  a  man  say  where  he  Avill 
end  Avhen  he  begins ;  for  he  who  thinks  to  do  well,  Avithout  fore- 
thought, comes  to  grief ;  and  often  when  a  man  is  doing  ill,  Heav- 
en sends  him  good-luck,  and  he  ends  prosperously."  It  must, 
however,  be  observed  that  Solon  in  no  passage  of  his  elegiac 
poems  alludes  distinctly  to  the  intervention  of  a  jealous  or  mali- 
cious destiny.  He  is  rather  deeply  impressed  with  the  uncer- 
tainty of  human  affairs — an  uncertainty  which  the  events  of  his 
OAvn  life  amply  illustrated,  and  Avhich  he  saAV  displayed  in  every 
toAvn  about  him.  Siinonides  repeats  the  same  strain  of  despond- 
ency, dwelling  (Frag.  2,  ed.  Gaisford)  upon  the  mutabilities  of  life, 

*  The  Avell-known  passage  in  the  Iliad  (xxiv.  527)  which  describes  the  two 
casks  at  the  threshold  of  the  house  of  Zeus  contains  the  germ  of  this  belief. 
But  after  Homer  there  arose  a  darker  sense  of  the  jealousy  of  the  gods,  ac- 
companied in  speculative  minds  by  a  tendency  to  call  the  principles  of  the 
divine  rule  in  question. 
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and  exclaiming  witli  a  kind  of  horror :  "  One  hideous  Charybdis 
swallows  all  things — wealth  and  mighty  virtue." 

At  this  period  in  Greece  the  old  simplicity  of  life  was  passing 
away,  and  philosophy  had  not  yet  revealed  her  broader  horizons, 
her  loftier  aims,  and  her  rational  sources  of  content.  We  have 
seen  how  Mimnermus  bemoaned  the  woes  of  old  age.  Solon, 
whose  manliness  contrasts  in  every  other  respect  with  the  effemi- 
nacy and  languor  of  the  Colophonian  poet,  gave  way  to  the  same 
kind  of  melancholy  when  he  cried,  "  No  mortal  man  is  truly  bless- 
ed ;  but  all  are  wretched  whom  the  sun  beholds."  What  can  be 
more  despairing  than  the  lamentations  of  Simonides  ? — "  Few  and 
evil  are  our  days  of  life ;  but  everlasting  is  the  sleep  which  we 
must  sleep  beneath  the  earth."  ..."  Small  is  the  strength  of  man, 
and  invincible  are  his  sorrows;  grief  treads  upon  the  heels  of 
grief  through  his  short  life ;  and  death,  which  no  man  shuns, 
hangs  over  him  at  last :  to  this  bourn  come  the  good  and  bad 
alike."  In  the  midst  of  this  uncertainty  and  gloom  Theognis 
cannot  find  a  rule  of  right  conduct.  "  Nothing,"  he  says,  "  is 
defined  by  Heaven  for  mortals,  nor  any  way  by  which  a  man  may 
walk  and  please  immortal  powers."  Nor  can  we  point  to  any 
more  profoundly  wretched  expression  of  misery  than  the  follow- 
ing elegy  of  the  same  poet :  "  It  is  best  of  all  things  for  the  sons 
of  earth  not  to  be  born,  nor  to  see  the  bright  rays  of  the  sun,  or 
else  after  birth  to  pass  as  soon  as  possible  the  gates  of  death,  and 
to  lie  deep  down  beneath  a  weight  of  earth."  This  sentiment 
is  repeated  by  Bacchylides,  and  every  student  of  Greek  tragedy 
knows  what  splendid  use  has  been  made  of  it  by  Sophocles  in 
one  of  the  choruses  of  CEdijms  Coloneus.  Afterwards  it  passed 
into  a  commonplace.  Two  Euripidean  fragments  embody  it  in 
words  not  very  different  from  those  of  Theognis,  and  Cicero  is 
said  to  have  translated  it.  When  we  consider  the  uneasy  and 
uncertain  view  of  human  life  expressed  in  these  passages,  it  seems 
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wonderful  that  men,  conscious  of  utter  io-norance,  and  believing' 
themselves,  like  Herodotus,  to  be  the  sport  of  almost  malignant 
deities,  could  have  grown  so  nobly  and  maintained  so  high  a 
moral  standard  as  that  of  the  Greek  race.* 

The  remaining  fragments  of  Solon  contain  the  celebrated  lines 
'  upon  the  Life  of  Man,  which  he  divided  into  ten  periods  of  seven 
years.  lie  rebuked  Mimnermus  for  wishing  to  make  sixty  the 
term  of  human  life,  and  bade  him  add  another  decade.  We  also 
possess  some  amorous  verses  of  questionable  character,  supposed 
to  have  been  written  in  his  early  youth.  The  prudes  of  antiquity 
were  scandalized  at  Solon,  a  lawgiver  and  sage,  for  having  penned 
these  couplets.  The  libertines  rejoiced  to  place  so  respectable  a 
name  upon  their  list  of  worthies.  To  the  student  of  history  they 
afford,  in  a  compact  form,  some  insight  into  the  pursuits  and  ob- 
jects of  an  Athenian  man  of  pleasure.  Plato  quotes  one  couplet 
in  the  Lysis.,  and  the  author  of  the  dialogue  Trtp)  epwrioy  (On  Loves), 
attributed  to  Lucian,  makes  use  of  the  same  verses  to  prove  that 
Solon  was  not  exempt  from  the  passion  for  which  he  is  apologiz- 
ing. Apuleius  mentions  another  as  "  lascivissimus  ille  versus.'' 
It  should  be  added  that  the  most  considerable  of  these  elegies  has 
also  been  ascribed  to  Theognis.  The  doubt  of  authorship  which 
hangs  over  all  the  gnomic  fragments  warns  us,  therefore,  to  be 
cautious  in  ascribing  them  to  Solon.  At  the  same  time  there  is 
no  strong  external  or  internal  argument  against  their  authenticity. 
Solon  displays  no  asceticism  in  his  poetry,  or  in  anything  that  is 
recorded  of  his  life  or  sayings.f     It  is  probable  that  he  lived  as  a 

*  This  subject  will  be  resumed  in  the  introduction  to  my  chapter  on 
Euripides,  where  I  attempt  to  show  how  the  Herodotean  notion  of  divine 
jealousy  was  moralized  at  the  time  of  the  Persian  war  into  the  idea  of  Nem- 
esis. 

•f-  See  the  passage  quoted  from  Philemon  by  Athenaeus,  siii.  569,  where  the 
institution  of  public  lupanaria  is  ascribed  to  Solon. 
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Greek  among  Greeks,  and  was  not  ashamed  of  any  of  their  social 
customs. 

Passing  from  Solon  to  Phocylides,  we  find  a  somewhat  different 
tone  of  social  philosophy.  Phocylides  was  a  native  of  Miletus 
who  lived  between  550  and  490  B.C.  If  Mimnermus  represents , 
the  effeminacy  of  the  Asiatic  Greeks,  Phocylides  displays  a  kind 
of  prosaic  worldly  wisdom,  for  which  the  lonians  were  celebrated. 
He  is  thoroughly  bourgeois,  to  use  a  modern  phrase ;  contented 
with  material  felicity,  shrewd,  safe  in  his  opinions,  and  gifted  with 
great  common-sense.  Here  are  some  of  his  maxims :  "  First  get 
your  living,  and  then  think  of  getting  virtue."  .  .  .  "  What  is  the 
advantage  of  noble  birth,  if  favor  follow  not  the  speech  and  coun- 
sel of  a  man?"  .  .  .  "The  middle  classes  are  in  many  ways  best 
off ;  I  wish  to  be  of  middle  rank  in  the  State."  Aristotle  {Pol., 
iv.  9,  7)  quotes  the  last  of  these  sayings  with  approbation.  It  is 
a  thoroughly  Ionian  sentiment.  Two  of  his  genuine  fragments 
contain  the  germ  of  Greek  ideas  afterwards  destined  to  be  widely 
developed  and  applied  by  the  greatest  thinkers  of  Greece.  One 
of  these  describes  the  Greek  conception  of  a  perfect  State :  "  A 
small  city,  set  upon  a  rock,  and  well  governed,  is  better  than  all 
foolish  Nineveh."  We  here  recognize  the  practical  wisdom  and 
thorough  solidity  of  Greek  good-sense.  AVealth,  size,  and  splen- 
dor they  regarded  as  stumbling-blocks  and  sources  of  weakness. 
To  be  compact  and  well  governed  expressed  their  ideal  of  social 
felicity.  Plato  in  the  Repuhlk,  and  Aristotle  in  the  Politics,  car- 
ry the  thought  expressed  in  this  couplet  of  Phocylides  to  its  ut- 
most logical  consequences.  Again  he  says,  "  In  justice  the  whole 
of  virtue  exists  entire."  This  verse,  which  has  also  been  incor- 
porated into  the  elegies  of  Theognis,  was  probably  the  common 
property  of  many  early  moralists,  Aristotle  quotes  it  in  the  fifth 
book  of  the  Ethics,  with  the  preface,  Ato  /cat  Trapoiiuiai^ufieyoi  fa- 
H(.i'  (wherefore  in  a  proverb  too  we  say).     It  might  be  placed  as 
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a  motto  on  the  first  page  of  Plato's  Republic,  for  justice  is  the 
architectonic  virtue  which  maintains  the  health  and  safety  of  the 
State. 

Phocjlides  enjoyed  a  high  reputation  among  the  ancients. 
Though  few  genuine  fragments  of  his  sayings  have  been  handed 
down  to  us,  there  is  a  long  and  obviously  spurious  poem  which 
bears  his  name.  Some  moralist  of  the  Christian  period  has  en- 
deavored to  claim  for  his  half-Jewish  precepts  the  sanction  of  a 
great  and  antique  authority.  The  greater  number  of  those  which 
we  may  with  safety  accept  as  genuine  are  prefaced  by  the  words 
Koi  Toye  ^toKvXiSeuj  (and  this  too  of  Phocylides),  forming  an  in- 
tegral part  of  a  hexameter.  Phocylides  was  author  of  an  epi- 
gram in  imitation  of  one  ascribed  to  Demodocus,  which  is  chiefly 
interesting  as  having  furnished  Person  with  the  model  of  his  well- 
known  lines  on  Hermann.  He  also  composed  an  epigrammatic 
satire  on  women,  in  which  he  compares  them  to  four  animals,  a 
dog,  a  bee,  a  pig,  and  a  horse,  in  the  style  of  the  poem  by  Simoni- 
des  of  Amorgos. 

Xenophanes,  a  native  of  Colophon,  and  the  founder  of  the 
Elcatic  school  of  philosophy,  has  left  some  elegies  of  a  gnomic 
character,  which  illustrate  another  point  in  the  Ionian  intellect. 
While  Phocylides  celebrated  the  superiority  of  comfort  and  the 
solid  goods  of  life,  Xenophanes  endeavored  to  break  down  the 
prejudice  in  favor  of  mere  physical  advantages,  and  to  assert  the 
absolute  pre-eminence  of  intellectual  power.  In  his  second  frag- 
ment (ed.  Bergk)  he  says,  "  You  give  all  kinds  of  honors — prece- 
dence at  festivals,  pensions,  and  public  maintenance — to  runners, 
boxers,  pentathletes,  wrestlers,  pancratists,  and  charioteers,  who 
bear  away  the  prize  at  Olympia ;  yet  these  men  are  not  so  worthy 
of  reward  as  I  am ;  for  better  than  the  strength  of  men  or  horses 
is  our  wisdom.  What  is  the  use  of  all  this  muscular  develop- 
ment?    It  will  not  improve  the  constitution  of  the  State  or  in- 
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crease  the  revenue."*  In  this  paraphrase,  I  have,  for  the  sake  of 
brevity,  modernized  the  language  of  Xenophanes,  while  seeking 
to  preserve  the  meaning  of  an  elegy  which  admirably  illustrates 
the  principles  of  the  Ionian  race,  and  of  Athens  in  particular,  as 
contrasted  with  those  of  the  Dorians.  Plato,  Aristotle,  and  all 
the  political  moralists  of  Greece  blamed  Sparta  and  Thebes  for 
training  mere  soldiers  and  gymnasts,  to  the  exclusion  of  intel- 
lectual culture ;  thus  retarding  the  growth  of  their  constitutions 
and  forcing  them  to  depend  in  all  emergencies  upon  brute  force. 
Had  all  lonians  been  like  Solon  and  Xenophanes,  had  there  been 
nothing  of  Mimnermus  or  Phocylides  in  their  character,  then  the 
Athenians  might  have  avoided  the  contrary  charge  of  effeminacy 
and  ignobility  of  purpose  and  merely  ajsthetical  superiority  with 
which  they  have  been  taxed. 

Contemporary  with  Phocylides  was  Theognis,  a  poet  of  whose 
gnomic  elegies  nearly  fourteen  hundred  lines  are  still  extant. 
Some  of  these  are  identical  with  verses  of  Solon,  and  of  other 
writers ;  yet  we  need  not  suppose  that  Theognis  was  himself  an 
imitator.  It  is  far  more  probable  that  all  the  gnomic  poets  bor- 
rowed from  the  same  sources,  or  embodied  in  their  couplets  max- 
ims of  common  and  proverbial  wisdom.  That  Aristotle  so  re- 
garded one  of  their  most  important  aphorisms  on  the  architecto- 
nic supremacy  of  justice,  wc  have  already  seen.  Besides,  it  is  not 
certain  on  what  principle  the  elegies  which  bear  the  names  of 
different  poets  were  assigned  to  them.  Theognis  covei's  more 
ground  than  any  of  his  predecessors,  and  embraces  a  greater  va- 
I'iety  of  subjects.  It  has  never  been  imagined  that  the  fragments 
we  possess  formed  part  of  an  elaborate  and  continuous  poem. 
They  rather  seem  to  have  been  written  as  occasion  served,  in  or- 

*  We  may  compare  with  tliis  fragment  a  passage  preserved  from  the  Au- 
toli/cics  of  Euripides,  translated  by  me  below  in  the  chapter  on  the  Fragments 
of  ^schylus,  Sophocles,  and  Euripides. 

17 
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der  to  express  the  thoughts  of  the  moment ;  while  not  a  few  in- 
chided  in  the  Ccanon  of  Theognis  belong  probably  to  other  poets. 
Many  of  them  contain  maxims  of  political  wisdom,  and  rules  for 
private  conduci  in  the  choice  of  friends;  others  seem  to  have 
been  composed  for  the  lyre,  in  praise  of  good  society,  or  wine,  or 
beauty ;  again  we  find  discussions  of  moral  questions,  and  pray- 
ers to  the  gods,  mixed  up  with  lamentations  on  the  miseries  of 
exile  and  poverty ;  a  few  throw  light  upon  the  personal  history 
of  Theognis ;  in  all  cases  the  majority  are  addressed  to  one  per- 
son, called  Cyrnus.* 

Theognis  was  a  noble,  born  at  Megara  about  the  middle  of  the 
sixth  century  B.C.  'His  city,  though  traditionally  subject  to  the 
yoke  of  Corinth,  had  under  the  influence  of  its  aristocracy  ac- 
quired independence.  In  course  of  time  Theagenes,  a  demagogue, 
gained  for  himself  despotical  supremacy,  and  exiled  the  members 
of  the  old  nobility  from  Megara.  He,  too,  succumbed  to  popular 
force,  and  for  many  years  a  struggle  was  maintained  between  the 
democratic  party,  whom  Theognis  persistently  styles  KaKoi  and 
ItiXoi  (bad  and  cowardly),  and  the  aristocracy,  whom  he  calls  aya- 
Qol  and  kaQXai  (good  and  stanch).     Theognis  himself,  as  far  as  we 

*  A  very  ingenious  attempt  was  made  by  Mr.  Hooliham  Frere  to  recon- 
struct tlie  life  of  Tiieognis  from  his  elegies.  It  would  be  too  much  to  assert 
that  his  conjectures  are  always  successful.  Indeed,  he  often  introduces  for- 
eign matter  and  modern  sentiment,  while  he  neglects  the  peculiarly  Greek  re- 
lations of  the  poet  to  his  friend.  Those  who  are  curious  about  such  works 
of  hypercriticism  would  do  well  to  study  his  Theognis  Hcstitutus.  (Frere's 
Works,  volUi.)  In  doing  so,  they  must,  however,  bear  in  mind,  as  already 
observed  above,  that  a  great  many  of  the  couplets  and  short  poems  ascribed 
to  Theognis  by  the  later  Greeks  were  not  really  his  own.  Theognis,  like  He- 
siod,  Solon,  and  Phocylides,  was  credited  with  more  proverbial  wisdom  than 
he  can  be  held  responsible  for.  Contradictory  utterances  are  therefore  not 
unfrequent  in  his  elegies,  and  this  fact  renders  a  trustworthy  restoration  of 
his  biography  and  body  of  opinion  almost  impossible. 
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can  gather  from  the  fragments,  spent  a  long  portion  of  his  life 
in  exile  from  Megara ;  bat  before  the  period  of  his  banishment 
he  occupied  the  position  of  friend  and  counsellor  to  Cyrnus,  who, 
though  clearly  younger  than  himself,  seems  to  have  been  in  some 
sense  leader  of  the  Megarian  aristocracy.  A  large  number  of  the 
maxims  of  Theognis  on  State-government  are  specially  addressed 
to  him. 

Before  proceeding  to  examine  these  elegies  in  detail,  we  may 
touch  upon  the  subject  of  the  friendship  of  Theognis  for  Cyrnus, 
which  has  been  much  misunderstood.  It  must  be  remembered 
that  Theognis  was  the  only  Doric  poet  of  the  gnomic  class — all 
those  who  have  been  hitherto  mentioned  belono-ino;  without  ex- 
ception  to  the  Ionian  family  of  the  Greek  race.  We  are  not, 
therefore,  surprised  to  find  some  purely  Dorian  qualities  in  the 
poetry  of  Theognis.  Such,  for  instance,  are  the  invocations  to 
Phoebus  and  Artemis,  with  which  our  collection  of  fragments 
opens ;  but  such,  in  a  far  more  characteristic  sense,  is  the  whole 
relation  of  the  poet  to  his  friend.  From  time  immemorial  it  had 
been  the  custom  among  the  Dorian  tribes  for  men  distinguished 
in  war  or  State-craft  to  select  among  the  youths  one  comrade,  who 
stood  to  them  in  the  light  of  pupil  and  squire.  In  Crete  this  proc- 
ess of  election  was  attended  with  rites  of  peculiar  solemnity,  and 
at  Sparta  the  names  of  e'KTTryrjXrjg  and  cuttjc,  or  "  inbreather"  and 
"  listener,"  were  given  to  the  pair.  They  grew  up  together,  the 
elder  teaching  the  younger  all  he  knew,  and  expecting  to  receive 
from  him  in  return  obedience  and  affection.  In  manhood  they 
were  not  separated,  but  fought  and  sat  in  the  assembly  side  by 
side,  and  were  regarded  in  all  points  as  each  other's  representa- 
tives. Thus  a  kind  of  chivalry  was  formed,  which,  like  the  mod- 
ern chivalry  of  love  and  arms,  as  long  as  it  remained  within  due 
limits,  gave  birth  to  nothing  but  honorable  deeds  and  noble  friend- 
ships, but  which  in  more  degenerate  days  became  the  curse  and 
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reproach  of  Ilellas.  There  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  Theog- 
nis  was  united  to  Cyrnus  in  the  purest  bonds  of  Doric  chivahy ; 
and  it  is  interesting  to  observe  tlie  kind  of  education  which  he 
gives  his  friend  (see  1049-1054,  Theogn.,  ed.  Bergk).  Boys  in 
the  Doric  States  were  so  soon  separated  from  their  home,  and 
from  the  training  of  the  famil}',  that  some  substitute  for  the  pa- 
rental discipline  and  care  was  requisite.  This  the  institution  to 
which  I  have  briefly  alluded  seems  to  have  to  some  extent  sup- 
plied. A  Spartan  or  Cretan  settlement  resembled  a  large  public 
school,  in  which  the  elder  boys  choose  their  fags,  and  teach  them 
and  protect  them,  in  return  for  duty,  service,  and  companionship. 
Lines  87-100  describe  the  sincere  and  perfect  affection,  the 
truthfulness  and  forbearance,  which  the  poet  requires  from  Cyr- 
nus. In  another  passage  (1259-12/0)  he  complains  of  the 
changeable  character  of  the  youth,  and  compares  him  to  a  skit- 
tish horse.  One  of  his  longest,  and,  in  point  of  poetry,  most 
beautiful  elegies,  celebrates  the  immortality  which  his  songs  will 
confer  on  Cyrnus  (237-254).  lie  tells  his  friend  that  he  has 
given  him  wings  to  fly  Avith  over  land  and  sea,  that  fair  young 
men  at  festivals  will  sing  of  him  to  sweetly  sounding  pipes,  and 
that  even  Hades  shall  not  prevent  him  from  wandering  on  wings 
of  fame  about  the  isles  and  land  of  Hellas  so  long  as  earth  and 
sun  endure.  The  lofty  enthusiasm  and  confidence  of  these  prom- 
ises remind  us  of  Shakespear's  most  pompous  sonnets.  Again, 
he  bewails  the  difficulties  and  dangers  of  this  kind  of  friendship 
(1353  and  1369),  or  entreats  Cyrnus  not  to  let  malicious  slanders 
interrupt  their  intimacy.  In  some  cases  Ave  cannot  acquit  The- 
ognis  any  more  than  Solon  of  licentiousness  in  the  expression  of 
his  love.  But  the  general  tone  of  his  language  addressed  to  Cyr- 
nus is  so  dignified  and  sober  that  we  are  inclined  to  think  his 
looser  verses  may  refer  to  another  and  more  scandalous  attach- 
ment. 
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The  first  elegy  of  great  importance  (43-69)  describes  tbe  state 
of  Megara  when  under  the  control  of  a  democracy.  It  expresses 
the  bitter  hatred  and  contempt  which  the  Greek  nobles  in  a  Do- 
rian state  felt  for  the  Perioeci,  or  farmers  of  the  neighboring 
country,  whom  they  strove  to  keep  beneath  them,  and  to  exclude 
from  all  political  rights  :  "  Cyrnus,  this  city  is  still  a  city,  but  the 
people  are  all  changed,  who  some  time  since  knew  neither  law  nor 
justice,  but  wore  goatskins,  and  dwelt  like  deer  beyond  the  walls. 
Now  they  are  noble,  son  of  Polypas ;  and  the  brave  of  heretofore 
are  base.  Who  can  endure  to  look  upon  these  things?"  Again 
he  says  (1109-1114),  "The  nobles  of  old  days  are  now  made 
base,  and  the  base  are  noble,  ...  a  man  of  birth  takes  his  bride 
from  a  low  man's  house."  In  another  place  he  complains  that 
the  rabble  rule  the  State  with  monstrous  laws,  that  the  sense  of 
shame  has  perished,  and  that  impudence  and  insolence  lord  it 
over  the  land  (289-292).  In  these  perilous  times  he  compares 
the  State  to  a  ship  managed  by  incompetent  and  unruly  mariners : 
the  waves  are  breaking  over  her,  but  the  sailors  prevent  the  good 
pilot  from  gniding  her  helm,  while  they  make  pillage  of  the  com- 
mon good  (667-682).  This  simile  bears  a  striking  resemblance 
to  the  passage  of  the  Republic  in  which  Plato  compares  a  state 
possessed  by  demagogues  and  the  mob  to  an  ill-governed  ship. 
Lastly,  says  Theognis,  "  Porters  rule,  and  the  nobles  are  subject 
to  the  base."  In  this  state  of  disorder  the  very  principles  of  Do- 
rian society  are  neglected.  Money  is  regarded  as  the  charter  of 
nobility,  and  no  attempts  are  made  to  maintain  a  generous  breed 
of  citizens.  "We  are  careful,"  he  says  (183-196),  "to  select  the 
best  race  of  horses  and  the  like,  but  a  noble  man  doubts  not  about 
marrying  a  mean  woman  if  she  bring  him  money;  nor  does  a 
woman  reject  the  suit  of  a  mean  man  if  he  be  rich.  Wealth  is 
honored ;  wealth  has  confused  our  blood."  This  passage  has 
great  interest,  both  as  showing  the  old  prejudices  of  the  Dorian 
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aristocracy,  and  also  as  proving  that  a  new  order  of  tilings  \\-as 
beginning  in  Greece.  Even  the  Dorian  States  could  not  resist 
the  progress  of  commerce  and  republican  institutions ;  and  little 
Megara,  situated  between  mercantile  Corinth  and  democratic  Ath- 
ens, had  but  small  strength  to  stem  the  tide.  But  the  party  of 
Theognis  were  not  ahyays  out  of  power.  When  Cyrnus  and  his 
friends  held  sway  in  Megara,  he  gives  them  this  advice  (847-850)  : 
"Trample  on  the  empty-headed  rabble;  strike  them  with  the 
stinging  goad ;  and  put  a  galling  yoke  upon  their  neck  ;  for  never 
shall  you  find  so  despot -loving  a  demus  in  the  whole  earth." 
That  he  had  frequent  cause  to  apprehend  the  rising  of  some  ty- 
rant from  the  body  of  the  people  may  be  noticed  in  the  frag- 
ments. Among  the  earliest  of  these  in  our  arrangement  (39-42) 
occurs  this  elegy  :  "  Cyrnus,  this  city  is  pregnant ;  but  I  fear  that 
it  will  bring  forth  a  man  to  chastise  our  evil  violence."  lie  then 
proceeds  to  lay  down  the  axioms  of  the  oligarchical  State  theory  : 
the  nobility,  he  says,  never  ruined  a  city ;  it  is  only  when  base 
leaders  get  the  upper-hand,  and  wrest  justice  in  order  to  indulge 
the  populace  and  make  their  own  gain,  that  civil  dissension  and 
ruin  ensue.  Tyrants  w^ere  as  hateful  to  the  true  oligarchs  as  a 
democracy,  and  Theognis  in  one  place  actually  advises  tyranni- 
cide :  "  To  lay  low  a  despot  who  consumes  the  people  is  no  sin, 
and  will  not  be  punished  by  the  gods"  (1181).  This  sentiment 
corresponds  with  the  couplet  of  Simonides  on  Harmodius  and 
Aristogeiton,  and  with  the  apothegms  of  several  of  the  sages. 

Theognis,  seeing  Cyrnus  environed  with  political  difficulties, 
thought  fit  to  furnish  him  with  rules  of  conduct.  He  was  very 
particular  about  the  choice  of  proper  friends.  One  elegy  (31-38), 
in- which  he  discourses  on  the  desirability  of  consorting  with  none 
but  the  best  company,  and  of  avoiding  the  contagion  of  low  com- 
rades, attained  a  wide  celebrity  among  the  Greeks.  So  much  of 
their  life  was  spent  in  public,  and  so  much  of  their  education  de- 
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pended  on  society,  that  the  question  of  social  intercourse  was  one 
of  paramount  importance.  Plato  in  the  Mcno,  Xenophon  in  his 
Memorabilia,  and  Aristotle  in  the  ninth  book  of  the  Uthics,  all 
make  use  of  these  verses :  "  Come  not  into  the  company  of  bad 
men,  but  cling  always  to  the  good ;  eat  and  drink  with  them ;  sit 
with  them,  and  seek  to  please  those  who  have  great  power.  For 
from  the  noble  you  will  learn  what  is  noble ;  but  if  you  mix  with 
base  men  you  will  lose  the  wits  you  have."  It  must  always  be 
borne  in  mind  that  by  ecrdXoi  and  ayadol  Theognis  meant  the  men 
of  his  own  party.  The  "  good  "  and  "  noble  "  were  men  of  birth, 
wealth,  breeding,  and  power,  on  whom,  by  prejudi(?e  and  habit,  he 
conferred  these  moral  titles.  In  course  of  time,  however,'as  the 
words  acquired  a  more  ethical  significance,  the  philosophers  were 
able  to  appropriate  maxims  of  worldly  prudence  to  their  own 
more  elevated  purposes ;  nor  were  they  even  in  the  times  of  The- 
ognis other  than  ambiguous,  for  the  identification  of  aristocratic 
position  and  moral  worth  was  so  conventionally  complete  that 
words  which  were  intended  to  be  taken  in  the  one  sense  had  an 
equal  application  in  the  other.  In  another  elegy  (305-308)  The- 
ognis repeats  this  advice,  when  he  observes  that  no  one  is  born 
utterly  bad  by  nature,  but  that  he  contracts- habits  of  depravity 
from  his  associates.  Here  it  is  obvious  how  much  of  ethical 
meaning  the  words  "good"  and  "bad"  involved,  even  in  the 
times  of  the  Megarian  poet,  and  how  vastly  important  he  consid- 
ered the  society  of  well-bred  companions  to  be  in  the  formation 
of  character.  A  different  view  of  moral  habits  seems  to  be  taken 
in  another  fragment  (429-438),  where  Theognis  attributes  more 
influence  to  nature  than  to  training :  "  To  beget  and  rear  a  child," 
he  says,  "  is  easier  than  to  instil  good  principles.  No  one  ever 
devised  means  for  making  fools  wise,  or  bad  men  good.  If 
Heaven  had  given  to  the  sons  of  ^Esculapius  the  gift  of  healing 
wickedness  and  folly,  great  fees  would  they  have  earned.     If  you ' 


X 


264  "i'HE  GREEK  POETS. 

could  fashion  or  insert  what  minds  you  liked,  good  men  would 
never  have  bad  sons.  But  no  amount  of  teaching  will  mate  a 
bad  man  good."  These  verses  are  quoted  both  by  Plato  and 
Aristotle,  with  w^hose  inquiries  on  the  subject  of  Education  versus 
Nature,  of  rpotpi]  as  opposed  to  fvcric,  they  had,  of  course,  consid- 
erable correspondence. 

In  connection  with  this  subject  of  moral  habits  and  compan- 
ionship, Theognis  thought  fit  to  give  his  pupil  advice  about  his 
depoi'tmcnt  at  the  public  dinners  of  the  Dorians.  At  these  social 
meetings  there  was  ample  scope  for  political^  intrigue  ;  and  hence 
it  followed  that  a  public  man  was  forced  to  be  particular  about 
his  associates.  The  poet  devotes  a  series  of  couplets  (61-82)  to 
this  point,  recommending  Cyrnus  to  be  reticent,  and  not  to  com- 
municate the  whole  of  his  plans  even  to  his  friends.  lie  warns 
him  how  difficult  it  is  to  get  a  faithful  friend.  You  could  not 
find,  he  says  (83-86),  one  shipload  of  really  trustworthy  and  in- 
corruptible men  upon  the  face  of  the  world.  Moreover,  nothing 
requires  more  skill  than  to  discover  the  insincerity  of  a  hypocrite 
(117-128).  You  may  test  gold  and  silver,  but  there  are  no  means 
of  getting  at  the  thoughts  of  men.  This  sentiment,  together  with 
the  metaphor  of  pinchbeck  metal,  is  used  by  Euripides  in  Medea 
(line  515).  Aristotle  also  quotes  the  passage  in  his  Eudemian 
Ethics  (vii.  2).  Time,  however,  says  Theognis  (963-970),  and 
experience  and  calamity  are  the  true  tests  of  friendship.  K  a 
man  will  bear  misfortune  with  you,  or  will  help  you  in  a  serious 
undertaking,  you  may  then,  but  not  till  then,  rely  upon  his  ex- 
pressions of  attachment.  This  suspicious  temper  recalls  the  so- 
cial philosophy  of  Machiavelli ;  indeed,  Greek  politics  in  no  re- 
spect resembled  those  of  modern  Italy  more  closely  than  in  the 
diplomatic  footing  upon  which  all  the  relations  of  society  were 
placed.  There  are  tw^o  very  curious  passages  (213-218  and 
1071-1074)  in  which  Theognis  bids  his  friend  be  as  much  as 
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possible  all  things  to  all  men.  "  Turn  a  different  side  of  your 
character,"  he  says,  "  to  different  men,  and  mix  part  of  their  tem- 
per with  your  own.  Get  the  nature  of  the  cuttlefish,  which  looks 
exactly  like  the  rock  it  clings  to :  be  versatile,  and  show  a  variety 
of  complexions."  Again,  he  boasts  that  "  among  madmen  I  am 
exceeding  mad ;  but  among  the  just  no  man  is  more  just  than 
I  am."  Nor  is  this  subtlety  to  be  confined  to  friendly  relations 
merely.  In  one  most  Jesuitical  couplet  (363)  Theognis  urges  his 
friend  "  to  beguile  his  foe  with  fair  w^ords ;  but  when  he  has  him 
in  his  power,  to  take  full  vengeance  and  to  spare  not."  As  to  the 
actual  events  of  the  life  of  Cyrnus,  we  know  nothing  except  what 
is  told  us  in  one  of  the  elegies  (805-810),  that  he  went  as  a  the- 
orus  to  the  shrine  of  Delphi.  We  may  gather  from  some  expres- 
sions of  the  poet  that  he  was  of  a  rash  and  haughty  and  uncon- 
ciliatory  temper. 

Passing  now  to  the  personal  history  of  Theognis,  we  are  struck 
with  his  frequent  lamentations  over  poverty  and  the  wretched- 
ness of  exile.  "  Miserable  poverty  !"  he  cries,  *'  go  elsewhere  ; 
prithee  stay  not  with  a  host  that  hates  thee."  "  Poverty  breaks 
the  spirit  of  a  noble  man  more  than  anything,  more  even  than 
age  or  ague.  The  poor  man  is  gagged  and  bound ;  he  cannot 
speak  or  act.  .  .  .  Poverty  comes  not  to  the  market  or  the  law- 
suits ;  everywhere  she  is  laughed  and  scoffed  at,  and  hated  by  all 
men, .  .  .  mother  she  is  of  helplessness ;  she  breaks  the  spirit  of  a 
man  within  his  breast,  so  that  he  suffers  shame  and  wrong  in  si- 
lence, and  learns  to  lie  and  cheat  and  do  the  sin  his  soul  abhors. 
.  .  .  Wretched  want,  why,  seated  on  my  shoulders,  dost  thou 
debase  body  and  mind  alike"  (267,  351,  385,  173-182,  649). 
Wealth,  on  the  other  hand,  he  cries  with  bitterness,  is  omnipotent 
(1117) :  "  O  wealth  !  of  gods  the  fairest  and  most  full  of  charm  ! 
with  thy  help,  though  I  am  a  mean  man,  I  am  made  noble." 
"  Every  one  honors  a  rich,  man  and  slights  a  poor  man  :  the  whole 
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world  agrees  upon  this  point."  But  the  finest  and  most  satirical 
of  all  his  poems  on  this  subject  is  one  (699-718)  in  -which  he 
says :  "  Most  men  have  but  one  virtue,  and  that  is  wealth ;  it 
would  do  you  no  good  if  you  had  the  self-control  of  Rhadaman- 
thus  himself,  or  if  you  knew  more  wiles  than  Sisyphus,  or  if  you 
could  turn  falsehood  into  truth  with  the  tongue  of  a  Nestor,  or  if 
you  were  more  fleet  of  foot  than  the  children  of  Boreas.  You 
must  fix  your  mind  on  wealth — wealth  alone.  Wealth  is  al- 
miglity."  It  was  poverty  that  gave  its  bitterness  to  exile.  My 
friends,  he  says,  pass  me  by ;  "  no  one  is  the  friend  or  faithful 
comrade  of  an  exile.  This  is  the  sting  of  exile."  "  I  have  suf- 
fered what  is  as  bad  as  death,  and  worse  than  anything  besides. 
My  fi'iends  have  refused  me  the  assistance  which  they  owed,  and 
I  am  forced  to  try  my  foes"  (811-814),  Hope,  which  has  al- 
ways been  the  food  and  sustenance  of  exiles,  alone  remained  to 
him.  There  is  one  beautiful  elegy  (1135-1150)  in  which  he  im- 
itates Hesiod,  singing  how  faith  and  temperance  and  the  graces 
have  left  the  earth,  how  oaths  are  broken  and  religion  is  neglect- 
ed, how  holiness  hath  passed  away  ;  yet,  if  a  pious  man  remain,  let 
him  wait  on  Hope,  to  Hope  pray  always,  to  Hope  sacrifice  first 
and  last. 

Verses  825-830  and  119V-1202  describe  his  condition  while 
living  as  a  poor  man,  stripped  of  his  paternal  farms,  in  Megara. 
The  voice  of  the  harvest-bird  brings  him  sorrow,  for  he  knows 
that  other  men  will  reap  his  fields.  How  can  he  pipe  or  sing, 
when  from  the  market-place  he  sees  his  own  land  made  the  prey 
of  revellers?  The  same  sense  of  the  res  angusta  domi  is  ex- 
pressed in  the  welcome  to  Clearistus.  We  gather  from  another 
elegy  (261-266)  that  Theognis  had  lost  not  only  his  land,  but 
also  a  girl  to  whom  he  was  betrothed.  Her  parents  gave  her  in 
marriage  to  a  man  less  noble  and  less  worthy  than  himself.  Nor 
do  we  fail  to  get  some  insight  into  his  domestic  circumstances. 
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Mr.  Frere  explains  one  fragment  (271-278),  full  of  Lear's  indig- 
nation, by  conjecturing  that  Theognis  had  left  a  wife  and  children 
behind  him  at  Megara  during  his  wanderings,  and  had  returned 
to  find  them  estranged  and  thankless.  He  translates  the  frag- 
ment thus : 

One  single  evil,  more  severe  and  rude 

Than  age  or  sickness  or  decrepitude. 

Is  dealt  unequally,  for  him  that  rears 

A  thankless  oifspring ;  in  his  latter  years, 

Ungratefully  requited  for  his  pains, 

A  parsimonious  life  and  thrifty  gains, 

With  toil  and  care  acquired  for  their  behoof ; 

And  no  return !  but  insolent  reproof ; 

Such  as  might  scare  a  beggar  from  the  gate, 

A  wretch  unknown,  poor  and  importunate  ! 

To  be  reviled,  avoided,  hated,  curst ; 

This  is  the  last  of  evils,  and  the  worst ! 

The  same  kind  of  ingenious  conjecture  supplies  us  with  a  plausi- 
ble explanation  of  some  obscure  couplets  (1211-1216),  in  which 
it  appeal's  that  Theognis,  having  been  taunted  by  a  female  slave, 
replied  by  making  most  sarcastic  remarks  on  the  servile  physiog- 
nomy, and  by  boasting  that  among  all  his  miseries  he  had  re- 
mained a  fi'ee  man  and  a  noble-minded  gentleman.  He  often 
bids  his  soul  be  strong  and  bear  bad  fortune,  like  Ulysses  when 
he  cried,  -i-\aQi  ^>)  icpadiri  koI  Kvv-ipov  aXXo  ttot  trXriQ*  Nor  does 
he  fail  to  ease  his  heart  by  praying  for  vengeance,  and  indulging 
the  hope  that  he  may  live  to  drink  the  blood  of  his  foes  (349), 
and  to  divide  their  property  among  his  friends  (562).  That  he 
was  kindly  entertained  in  the  various  states  he  visited,  he  tells  us ; 
and  it  is  thought  that  he  received  the  citizenship  of  Hyblajan  Me- 
gara.    Sicily,  Euboea,  and  Sparta  (783-788)  are  specially  men- 

*  "  Be  stout,  0  heart  of  mine ;  ere  now  thou  hast  endured  even  more  grim- 
ly grief  than  this." 
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tionecl  by  him  as  his  homes  in  exile.  Wherever  he  went  he  car- 
ried with  him  fame,  and  found  a  welcome.  "  Yet,"  says  the  poet, 
"  no  joy  of  those  fair  lands  entered  my  soul,  so  far  was  anything 
from  seeming  dearer  than  my  native  land." 

Among  the  elegies  of  general  interest  attributed  to  Theognis, 
none  is  more  beautiful  than  the  following  hymn  to  the  goddesses 
of  Song  and  Beauty,  which  has  been  very  elegantly  rendered  into 
Eno-lish  verse : 


o 


Muses  and  Graces !  daughters  of  high  Jove, 
When  erst  you  left  your  glorious  seats  above 
To  bless  the  bridal  of  that  wondrous  pair, 
Cadmus  and  Harmonia  fair, 
Ye  chanted  forth  a  divine  air : 

"  What  is  good  and  fair 

Shall  ever  be  our  care." 
Thus  the  burden  of  it  rang : 

"  That  shall  never  be  our  care 

Which  is  neither  good  nor  fair." 
Such  were  the  words  your  lips  immortal  sang.* 

The  verv  essence  of  the  Greek  feeling  for  the  beautiful  is  ex- 
pressed  in  these  simple  lines.  Beauty,  goodness,  and  truth  were 
to  the  Greeks  almost  convertible  terms ;  and  the  nearest  approach 
which  Plato  made  to  the  conception  of  a  metaphysical  deity  was 
called  by  him  the  Icia  -ov  caXoii.  Not  less  Greek  is  the  senti- 
ment expressed  in  the  following  lines  (1027) :  "  Easy  among  men 
is  the  practice  of  wickedness,  but  hard,  friend  Cyrnus,  is  the 
method  of  goodness."  Theognis  here  expresses  very  prosaically 
what  Hesiod  and  Simonides  have  both  enunciated  in  noble  verse 
{Op.  et  Dies,  285-290,  and  Simonides,  Frag.  15,  ed.  Gaisford).  It 
is  noticeable  that  in  his  couplet  to  ayadui'  is  used  instead  of  ctptTi). 
The  thought,  however,  is  the  same  ;  nor  does  it  differ  widely  from 
*  Miscellanies,  by  the  late  John  Addington  Symonds,  M.D.,  p.  411. 
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that  wliicli  is  contained  in  the  Aristotelian  "Hymn  to  Virtue," 
where  we  see  that  what  the  Greeks  meant  by  this  word  included 
not  only  moral  rectitude,  but  also  the  labor  of  a  Hercules,  and. all 
noble  or  patriotic  deeds  Avhich  implied  self-devotion  to  a  great 
cause. 

The  occasions  for  which  the  elegies  of  this  class  were  composed 
by  Thcognis  seem  to  have  been  chiefly  banquets  and  drinking-par- 
ties.  In  the  Dorian  States  of  Greece  it  was  customary  for  men  to 
form  select  clubs,  which  met  together  after  the  public  meals  for 
the  purpose  of  drinking,  conversing,  and  enjoying  music.  These 
friendly  societies  formed  an  appendix  to  the  national  (pEidirta,  or 
public  tables.  Great  care  was  taken  in  the  selection  of  members, 
who  were  admitted  by  ballot ;  and  in  time  the  clubs  acquired  po- 
litical importance.  Periander  is  said  (Arls.  Pol.,  v.  9,  2)  to  have 
abolished  them  in  Corinth  because  they  proved  favorable  to  aris- 
tocracy— no  doubt  by  keeping  up  the  old  Doric  traditions  which 
he  took  pains  to  break  down.  In  the  verses  of  Theognis  we  are 
introduced  to  many  members  of  his  club  by  name — Onomacritus, 
Clearistus,  Demonax,  Democles,  Timagoras,  and  doubtless  Cyrnus. 
Of  course  these  customs  were  not  confined  to  Doric  cities ;  on  the 
contrary,  the  Symposia  and  Erani  of  the  Athenians  are  more  cele- 
brated for  their  wit  and  humor,  while  readers  of  Thucydides  re- 
member how  large  a  part  the  clubs  played  in  the  history  of  the 
8th  book.  But  the  custom  was  systematized,  like  everything 
else,  with  greater  rigor  among  Dorians.  It  appears  that,  after 
having  eaten,  the  cups  were  filled  and  libations  were  made  to  the 
Doric  patron  Phoebus  (cf.  Theogn.,  Frag.  1) ;  then  came  the  Co- 
mus,  or  drinking-bout :  flute-players  entered  the  room,  and  some 
of  the  guests  sang  to  the  lyre,  or  addressed  an  elegy  to  the  com- 
pany at  large,  or  to  some  particular  person.  These  facts  may  be 
gathered  from  different  fragments  of  Theognis  (997,  757) ;  but  if 
we  wish  to  gain  a  complete  picture  of  one  of  these  parties,  we  may 
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seek  it  in  an  elegy  of  Xenoplianes,  whicli  is  so  fresh  and  pretty 
that  I  feel  inclined  to  paraphrase  it  at  length  : 

"  Now  the  floor  is  cleanly  swept ;  the  hands  of  all  the  guests  are  washed ; 
the  cups  shine  brightly  on  the  board.  Woven  wreaths  and  fragrant  myrrh 
are  carried  round  by  the  attendants,  and  in  the  middle  stands  a  bowl  full  of 
that  which  maketh  glad  the  heart  of  man.  Wine,  too,  is  ready  in  reserve, 
wine  inexhaustible,  honey-sweet  in  jars,  smelling  of  flowers.  Frankincense 
breathes  forth  its  perfume  among  the  revellers,  and  cold  water,  sweet  and 
pure,  waits  at  their  side.  Loaves,  fresh  and  golden,  stand  upon  the  tjible, 
which  groans  with  cheese  and  rich  honey.  In  the  midst  is  an  altar  hung 
about  with  flowers,  and  singing  and  merriment  resound  throughout  the  house. 
First  must  merry-making  men  address  the  gods  with  holy  songs  and  pure 
words ;  libations  must  they  pour,  and  pray  for  strength  to  act  justly ;  then 
may  they  drink  as  much  as  a  man  can  carry  home  without  a  guide — unless 
he  be  far  gone  in  years.  This  also  is  right,  to  speak  of  noble  deeds  and  vir- 
tue over  our  cups  ;  not  to  tell  tales  of  giants  or  Titans  or  the  Centaurs,  mere 
fictions  of  our  grandfathers,  and  foolish  fables." 

It  was  customary  at  these  banquets  to  sing  the  praises  of  youth 
and  to  lament  old  age,  ringing  endless  changes  on  the  refrain 
"  Vivamus  atque  amemus,"  which  antiquity  "was  never  weary  of 
repeating.  Very  sad  and  pathetic  is  the  tone  of  these  old  songs, 
wherein  the  psean  mingles  with  the  dirge ;  for  youth  and  the 
grave  are  named  in  the  same  breath,  and  while  we  smell  the  roses 
we  are  reminded  that  they  will  wither.  Then  comes  the  end — the 
cold  and  solitary  tomb,  eternal  frost  and  everlasting  darkness,  to 
which  old  age,  the  winter  and  night  of  life,  is  but  a  melancholy 
portal.      Gaudeamus  iffitur,  juvenes  dum  sumiis. 

To  pleasure,  in  life's  bloom,  yield  we  our  powers. 
While  yet  to  be  and  to  enjoy  are  ours ; 
For  swift  as  thought  our  glorious  youth  goes  by, 
Swift  as  the  coursers  that  to  battle  fly, 
Bearing  the  chief  with  quivering  spear  in  hand, 
Madly  careering  o'er  the  rich  corn-land — 
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so  sings  Thcognis  (97V),  and  with  even  more  of  pathos  he  ex- 
claims— 

Ah  me !  my  youth  !  alas  for  eld's  dark  day : 
This  comes  apace,  while  that  fleets  fast  away. 

The  same  idea  is  repeated  in  many  other  elegies,  always  with  the 
same  sad  cadence  :  "  No  man,  as  soon  as  the  earth  covers  him,  and 
he  goes  down  to  Erebns,  the  home  of  Persephone,  takes  any  pleas- 
ure in  the  sound  of  the  lyre,  or  the  voice  of  the  flute-player,  or  in 
the  sweet  gifts  of  Dionysus"  (973-976).  At  another  time  he 
reckons  up  the  ills  of  life :  "  When  I  am  drinking  I  take  no  heed 
of  soul-consuming  poverty  or  of  enemies  who  speak  ill  of  me ; 
but  I  lament  delightful  youth  which  is  forsaking  me,  and  wail  for 
grim  old  age  who  cometh  on  apace"  (1129-1132).  Their  tone 
reminds  us  of  Mimnermus,  who  said  the  utmost  when  he  cried — 

Zeus  to  Tithonus  gave  a  grievous  ill — 
Undying  age,  than  death  more  horrible ! 

To  multiply  more  elegies  of  this  description  would  be  useless. 
We  may,  however,  allude  to  a  poem  of  Simonides  (Frag.  100,  ed. 
Gaisford),  which  combines  the  sweetness  of  Mimnermus  and  the 
energy  of  Theognis :  "  Nothing  human  endures  for  aye.  Well 
said  the  bard  of  Chios,  that  like  the  leaves  so  is  the  race  of  men : 
yet  few  who  hear  this  keep  it  in  their  mind ;  for  hope  is  strong 
within  the  breast  of  youth.  When  the  flower  of  youth  lasts,  and 
the  heart  of  a  man  is  light,  he  nurses  idle  thoughts,  hoping  he 
never  will  grow  old  or  die  ;  nor  does  he  thmk  of  sickness  in  good 
health.  Fools  are  they  who  dream  thus,  nor  know  how  short  are 
the  days  of  youth  and  life.  But  learn  thou  this,  and  live  thy  life 
out,  cheering  thy  soul  with  good  things."  The  tone  of  these  ele- 
gies pervades  a  great  many  monuments  of  Greek  sculpture.  Stand- 
ing before  the  Genius  of  Eternal  Repose,  or  the  so-called  Genius 
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of  the  Vatican,  we  are  moved  almost  to  tears  by  the  dumb  sadness 
■with  Avhich  their  perfect  beauty  has  been  chastened.  Like  the 
shade  of  young  MarceUus  in  Virgil,  they  seem  to  carry  round 
them  a  cloud  of  gloom,  impalpable,  yet  overshadowing  their  youth 
with  warnings  and  anticipations  of  the  tomb. 

AVith  Theognis  the  list  of  gnomic  poets,  strictly  so  called,  may 
be  said  to  close.  Simonides,  from  whom  I  have  adduced  some 
passages  in  illustration  of  the  elder  elegiac  writers,  survived  the 
bard  of  Megara,  and  attained  a  far  greater  reputation  than  he  en- 
joyed, at  the  Syracusan  and  Athenian  courts.  How  highly  his 
maxims  were  valued  by  the  moralists  of  the  succeeding  age  is 
known  by  every  reader  of  the  Protagoras  and  Republic  of  Plato. 
But  a  more  detailed  analysis  of  his  verses  would  be  out  of  place, 
Avhen  we  consider  that  his  chief  fame  rests  upon  ej>itaphs,  patri- 
otic epigrams,  and  lyrical  fragments — none  of  them  strictly  gnom- 
ic in  their  character. 

To  modern  readers  the  philosophy  of  the  poets  whom  we  have 
considered  will  perhaps  seem  trite,  their  inspiration  tame,  their 
style  pedestrian.  But  their  contemporaries  were  far  from  arriving 
at  this  criticism.  To  obtain  concise  and  abstract  maxims  upon 
the  ethics  of  society,  politics,  and  education  was  to  them  a  new 
and  inestimable  privilege.  In  the  gnomic  poets  the  morality 
which  had  been  merely  implicit  in  Homer  and  Ilesiod  received 
separate  treatment  and  distinct  expression.  The  wisdom  which 
had  been  gradually  collecting  for  centuries  in  the  Greek  mind 
was  tersely  and  lucidly  condensed  into  a  few  pregnant  sentences. 
These  sentences  formed  the  data  for  new  syntheses  and  higher 
generalizations,  the  topics  for  enlarged  investigation,  the  "  middle 
axioms"  between  the  scattered  facts  of  life  and  the  unity  of  phil- 
osophical system.  We  may  regard  the  gnomic  poets  with  inter- 
est, partly  on  account  of  the  real,  if  rare,  beauty  of  some  of  their 
fragments ;  partly  on  account  of  their  historical  and  illustrative 
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value ;  partly  because  all  efforts  of  the  human  mind  in  its  strug- 
gle for  emancipation,  and  all  stages  in  its  development,  are  wor- 
thy of  attentive  study.  To  the  sophists,  to  the  orators,  to  Socra- 
tes and  his  friends,  to  the  tragic  writers,  to  educated  men  at  large 
in  Hellas,  they  were  authorities  on  moral  questions;  and  their 
maxims,  which  the  progress  of  the  centDries  has  rendered  com- 
monplace, appeared  the  sentences  of  weightiest  wisdom,  oracles 
almost,  and  precepts  inspired  by  more  than  human  prudence. 

18 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE    SA  TIRISTS. 

Invention  of  the  Iambic  Metre. — Archilochus. — His  Parentage  and  Life. — His 
Fame  among  the  Ancients. — Ancient  and  Modern  Modes  of  Judging  Art- 
ists.— The  Originality  of  Archilochus  as  a  Poet. — Sinionides  of  Amorgos. 
— His  Satire  on  Women. — The  Ionian  Contempt  for  Women. — Hippo- 
nax. — Limping  Iambics. — Differences  between  the  Satire  of  the  Greeks 
and  Romans. 

The  Greets  displayed  their  aesthetic  instinct  in  nothing  more 
remarkably  than  in  their  exact  adaptation  of  the  forms  of  art  to 
the  nature  of  the  subjects  which  they  undertook  to  treat.  The 
hexameter  had  sufficed  for  the  needs  of  the  epic.  The  elegiac 
had  fulfilled  the  requirements  of  pathetic  or  contemplative  medi- 
tation. But  with  the  development  of  the  national  genius  a  sepa- 
rate vehicle  for  satire  was  demanded.  Archilochus  of  Paros  cre- 
ated a  new  style,  and  presented  in  the  iambic  metre  a  new  instru- 
ment to  the  poets  of  his  race.  The  circumstances  of  the  birth 
and  parentage  of  Archilochus  are  significant.  He  was  the  son  of 
Telesicles,  a  noble  Ionian,  and  of  Enipo,  a  slave-woman.  Thus 
from  the  very  first  there  were  inequalities  in  his  circumstances 
which  may  have  sufficed  to  sour  his  temper.  His  birth,  which 
may  be  fixed  about  729  B.C.,  was  predicted,  according  to  old  tra- 
dition, by  the  oracle  at  Delphi.  The  same  oracle  busied  itself  at 
a  later  period  with  his  death,  by  cursing  the  Naxian  soldier  Calon- 
das,  who  had  killed  him  in  battle,  because  he  had  "  slain  the  ser- 
vant of  the  Muses."     As  the  fragments  we  possess  of  Archilochus 
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render  it  difficult  to  understand  the  very  higli  estimation  in  wliich 
he  was  held  by  the  Greeks,  and  which  these  stories  indicate,  it 
may  be  well  to  preface  this  account  of  him  with  some  quotations 
from  the  ancient  critics.  Longinus,*  to  begin  with,  explains  the 
incongruities  of  his  poetry  by  saying  that  he  "  dragged  disorderly 
elements  into  his  verse  under  the  impulse  of  divine  inspiration." 
Plato  f  calls  him  6  aocpuraroQ  ''Apx^^oxpc,  "  the  prince  of  sages," 
which,  in  the  mouth  of  a  philosopher,  is  the  highest  panegyric. 
The  Alexandrian  critic  Aristophanes,  when  asked  which  of  the 
poems  of  Archilochus  he  liked  best,  answered  with  laconic  brev- 
ity, "  the  longest."  Hadrian,^  in  an  epigram,  says  that  the  Muses 
turned  the  attention  of  Archilochus  to  mad  iambics,  in  order  that 
their  darling  Homer  might  not  have  so  dangerous  a  rival  in  the 
field  of  the  epic.  All  antiquity  agreed  in  naming  him  second 
only  to  Homer :  "  Maximus  poeta  aut  certe  summo  proximus,"  "  a 
poet  of  the  highest  order,  or  surely  next  unto  the  greatest,"  says 
Valerius  Maximus.  The  birthdays  of  Homer  and  Archilochus 
were  celebrated  on  the  same  day  ;  their  busts  were  joined  in  Janus 
fashion — two  faces  and  one  head :  Hippodromus  the  Sophist  § 
called  Homer  the  Voice,  Archilochus  the  Breath  or  Soul,  of  the 
students  of  wisdom.  The  epithet  K-aXXtoroe  (most  beautiful)  was 
ascribed  to  him  because  of  his  perfect  style,  though  the  subjects 
of  his  poetry  were  anything  but  beautiful.  Of  this  style  Quintil- 
ian||  says  that  it  excelled  in  "powerful  as  well  as  short  and  quiv- 
ering sentences,"  that  it  contained  "  the  greatest  possible  amount 
of  blood  and  sinews."  The  highest  praise  which  Gorgias  could 
pronounce  on  Plato  when  he  published  his  dialogues  upon  the 
Sophists  was  to  say  that  Athens  had  produced  a  new  Archilochus. 
To  multiply  these  panegyrics  would  be  easy.  But  enough  has 
been  adduced  to  prove  that  the  ancients  looked  on  Archilochus  as 

*  Oh  the  Sublime,  xxxiii.  5.  f  Hep.,  365,  c.  X  -^'i'^*-  ^"^-^  vii.  674. 

§  Philostr.  Biol  Soph.,  620.  ||  x.  1.  60. 
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a  worthy  rival  of  Homer,  as  a  poet  supreme  in  his  own  depart- 
ment, as  the  creator  of  a  new  kingdom  in  poetry,  as  the  sire  of  a 
lono-  line  of  mio-htv  artists. 

AVhat  remains  of  the  verse  of  Archilochus  and  what  we  know 
of  his  life  are  curiously  at  variance  with  this  enthusiasm.  Noth- 
ing proves  the  difference  between  ancient  and  modern  views  of 
art  more  strongly  than  the  fact  that  all  antiquity  concurred  in  re- 
garding as  a  divinely  inspired  benefactor  of  the  human  race  a 
man  who  in  the  present  day  would  have  been  hunted  from  society 
with  execrations.  This  son  of  the  slave-woman,  born  in  an  Ionian 
island,  where  license  was  more  tolerated  than  in  a  Dorian  state, 
devoted  himself  to  satire,  making  his  genius  the  instrument  of 
private  hate,  and  turning  the  golden  gifts  of  the  Muses  to  the  ser- 
vice of  his  selfish  spite.  A  greater  contrast  cannot  be  conceived 
than  that  which  exists  between  Homer,  the  priest  of  gods  and  he- 
roes, the  poet  of  high  actions  and  lofty  passions,  whose  own  life 
is  buried  in  sacred  and  sublime  mystery,  and  this  satirist  who  saw 
the  world  with  jaundiced  eyes,  prying  about  for  subjects  of  his 
wrath  and  bitterness  and  scorn,  whose  themes  were  the  passions 
of  his  own  heart,  the  sordid  misadventures  of  his  personality.  It 
was  this  contrast  between  Archilochus  and  Homer  that  gave  the 
former  a  right  in  the  estimation  of  the  Greeks  to  take  equal  rank 
with  the  father  of  the  epos.  He,  the  greatest  poet  next  in  date 
to  Homer,  by  virtue  of  a  divine  originality  of  genius,  exercised  his 
art  in  exactly  the  opposite  field  to  that  which  Homer  ruled  as  his 
demesne.  Clearer  sign  than  this  of  inspiration  could  not  be  de- 
manded ;  and  how  should  posterity  withhold  its  gratitude  from 
the  poet  who  had  unlocked  a  new  chamber  of  the  treasure-house 
of  art  ?  This  was  how  the  ancients  reasoned,  instead  of  measuring 
their  poets,  as  the  moderns  try  to  do,  by  moral  standards  and  con- 
ventional conceptions  of  propriety. 

The  facts  in  the  life  of  Archilochus  are  briefly  these.     He  was 
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eno;agecl  to  be  married  to  Neobule,  daughter  of  Lycambes.  Her 
father  retracted  his  consent  to  the  marriage,  having  possibly  dis- 
covered that  the  temper  of  his  proposed  son-in-law  was  a  mixture 
of  gall,  wormwood,  vinegar,  verjuice,  vitriol,  and  nitric  acid.  There- 
upon, as  Horace  says : 

Archilochum  proprio  rabies  armavit  iambo.* 

He  made  the  iambic  metre  his  own,  and  sharpened  it  into  a 
terrible  weapon  of  attack.  Each  verse  he  wrote  was  polished 
and  pointed  like  an  arrow-head.  Each  line  was  steeped  in  the 
poison  of  hideous  charges  against  his  sweetheart,  her  sisters,  and 
her  father.  The  set  of  poems  which  he  produced,  and,  as  it 
would  appear,  recited  publicly  at  the  festival  of  Demeter,  were 
so  char2:ed  with  wit  and  fire  that  the  countrv  rang  with  them. 
The  daughters  of  Lycambes,  tradition  avers,  went  straightway 
and  hanged  themselves — unable  to  endure  the  flight  of  fiery  ser- 
pents that  had  fallen  on  them ;  for,  to  quote  the  words  of  Brown- 
ing, Archilochus  had  the  art  of  writing  verse  that  "  bit  into  the 
live  man's  flesh  like  parchment,"  that  sent  him  wandering,  brand- 
ed and  forever  shamed,  about  his  native  streets  and  fields.  After 
this  murderous  exhibition  of  his  power,  Archilochus  left  Paros.f 

Away  with  Paros  !  her  figs  and  fishy  life ! 

He  removed  to  Thasos,  where  the  Parians  founded  a  colony. 
But  Thasos  was  worse  than  Paros: J  "Like  the  backbone  of  an 
ass,  it  stood  bristling  with  wild  wood ;  for,  in  sooth,  it  is  not  a 
fair  land,  or  pleasant,  or  delightful,  like  that  which  spreads  by 
Siris's  stream."  It  was  here  he  threw  his  shield  away  in  a  battle 
with  the  Thracians,  and  gave  Horace  and  Alcseus  a  precedent  by 
writing  a  poem  on  his  want  of  prowess.     The  remainder  of  his 

*  It  was  rage  that  armed  Archilochus  with  his  own  iambic. 

f  Bergk,  PoeUe  Lyrici,  p.  696.  %  ^-  P-  ^89. 
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life  was  spent  in  wandering.  He  visited  Sparta,  where,  however, 
he  was  not  suffered  to  remain  an  hour.  The  Ephors  judged  right- 
ly that  this  runaway  soldier  and  foul-mouthed  Ionian  satirist 
might  corrupt  the  Spartan  youth,  or  sow  dissension  in  the  State. 
The  publication  of  his  works  was  forbidden  in  this  the  most 
conservative  of  all  Greek  states.  Finally  Archilochus  returned 
to  Paros,  and  was  killed  in  battle  by  a  native  of  Naxos.  A  more 
unhappy  existence,  wretched  in  itself  and  the  cause  of  wretched- 
ness to  others,  can  scarcely  be  imagined,  if  the  tale  of  the  life  of 
Archilochus  be  true.  Dishonored  by  the  inequality  of  his  parent- 
age, slighted  in  the  matter  of  his  marriage,  discontented  at  home, 
restless  and  rejected  abroad,  he  seems  to  have  been  formed  by  the 
facts  of  his  biography  for  the  creation  of  satire.  And  this  is  his 
greatest  title  to  fame. 

It  is  possible  that  the  iambic  metre  existed  before  the  date  of 
Archilochus.  An  old  myth  connects  it  with  the  festivals  of  De- 
meter.  Demeter,  it  is  said,  could  not  be  made  to  laugh  after  her 
daughter's  loss,  until  a  nymph,  lambe,  by  her  jests  and  sarcasms, 
raised  a  smile  upon  her  lips.  This  legend  proves  that  the  Greeks 
referred  the  origin  of  the  iambic  to  those  jokes  and  gibes  which 
w^ere  common  in  the  feasts  of  Demeter,  and  from  the  licentious 
mirth  of  which  the  satiric  element  of  comedy  Avas  developed. 
The  iambic  is  nearest  in  cadence  to  the  language  of  common  life ; 
it  is,  therefore,  the  fit  vehicle  for  dialogue,  and  for  all  poetry  that 
deals  with  common  and  domestic  topics.  Again,  it  is  essentially 
rapid  in  movement :  Horace  speaks  of  celeres  iambi  (swift  iam- 
bi) ;  Hadrian  calls  them  XvcraibvTEQ  "lajifioi  (raging  iambi)  :  this 
rapidity  fitted  them  for  sharp  attack  and  swift  satiric  pungency. 
Admitting,  then,  that  the  metre  may  have  been  employed  in  early 
attempts  at  colloquial  satire,  Archilochus,  perceiving  its  capaci- 
ties, fashioned  it  to  suit  the  purpose  of  his  own  consummate  art. 
He  was  celebrated  among  the  ancients  for  having  perfected  the 
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metres  belonging  to  what  they  called  the  lnr\a<nov  yiroc,  as  dis- 
tinguished from  the  "laov  yivoQ — that  is  to  say,  the  iambic  and 
trochaic  rhythms,  in  which  either  the  arsis  or  the  thesis  has  twice 
the  time  of  the  other.  In  a  trochee  the  first  syllable  equals  two 
of  the  same  time  as  the  second ;  in  an  iamb  this  order  is  re- 
versed ;  whereas  the  dactyl  and  the  spondee,  on  which  the  hex- 
ameter and  elegiac  metres  are  based,  are  feet  each  member  of 
which  has  the  same  time,  the  two  shorts  of  the  dactyl  being 
equivalent  to  the  second  long  of  the  spondee.  Archilochus,  if 
not  absolutely  the  inventor,  was  the  creator  of  these  two  metres, 
the  iambic  and  trochaic,  as  truly  as  Homer  was  the  creator  of 
the  heroic  measure.  No  proof  of  the  power  of  his  genius  can  be 
greater  than  the  fact  that,  whatever  changes  may  have  been  sub- 
sequently wrought  in  the  iambic  and  trochaic  metres,  they  re- 
mained substantially  the  same  as  those  which  Archilochus  em- 
ployed, whether  afterwards  adapted  to  satire,  tragedy,  or  comedy. 
While  speaking  of  Archilochus  as  a  technical  artist,  it  ought  to 
be  mentioned  that  he  gave  further  proof  of  his  originality  by 
elaborating  the  metrical  systems  which  the  Greeks  called  Asynar- 
tetes,  or  unconnected.  These  consisted  of  a  mixture  of  dactylic 
and  anapa3stic  with  trochaic  feet.  The  ithyphallic,  which  was 
marked  by  a  succession  of  three  trochees  at  the  end  of  the  line, 
was  the  most  distinguished. 

To  translate  Archilochus  is  almost  impossible.  His  merit  is 
the  perfection  of  style,  which  will  admit  of  no  transplantation. 
His  language  is  the  language  of  common  life,  exquisitely  chosen, 
and  kept  within  the  most  exact  limits,  with  a  view  to  the  produc- 
tion of  a  carefully  studied  effect.  It  is  hopeless  to  render  such 
fragments  as  we  possess  without  making  them  seem  coarse  or 
prosy,  the  poet's  supremacy  having  been  achieved  by  his  artistic 
handling  of  vernacular  Greek.  When  we  compare  its  pithy  terse- 
ness with  the  flowing  grandeur  of  the  epic — a  grandeur  which 
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had  already  become  conventional  in  Greece,  a  fluency  whicli 
poetasters  abused  —  it  is  easy  to  understand  that  the  racy  epi- 
grams of  Archilochus,  in  Avhich  the  subject  was  set  forth  with 
exquisite  point  and  without  circumlocution,  must  have  been  an 
acceptable  novelty  to  his  audience.  Greek  sculpture  is  not  more 
pure  in  outline  than  the  following  fragment,*  which  sets  before 
our  eyes  the  figure  of  a  girl  embossed  on  marble  or  engraved  in 
chalcedony : 

iXOvcra  GaWbv  fivpcrivrjg  trkpTreTO 
poCijc  TE  KoXbv  dvOoc,  i)  Si  oi  kojh) 
wfiovg  KartffKtacie  Kal  fitrcKppiva. 

Archilochus  flourished  between  Vl4  and  676  B.C.  The  date 
of  the  next  iambic  poet,  Simonides  of  Amorgos,  is  660  B.C.  It 
is  noticeable  that  both  of  these  satirists  are  Ionian.  The  relaxa- 
tion of  Ionian  life  and  the  freedom  of  Ionian  manners,  as  con- 
cerned the  artist  and  the  public,  rendered  the  development  of 
satire  in  Ionia  more  natural  than  it  could  ever  have  been  in  a 
Dorian  state,  Simonides  owes  his  celebrity  to  a  poem  upon 
women,  a  very  ungallaut  production  of  119  lines,  which  presents 
one  of  the  most  curious  examples  upon  record  of  a  perfectly 
smooth  and  yet  crushing  satire.  The  iambic  lines  flow  quietly 
and  swiftly  off  the  poet's  lips,  in  mild  and  polished  phraseology, 
with  none  of  the  concentrated  fury  of  Archilochus.  Yet  Simon- 
ides aims  at  no  less  than  destroying  the  character  of  a  whole  sex. 
In  a  sort  of  gentle,  well-mannered,  lazy  way  he  is  successful,  not 
so  much  by  persuading  us  through  examples,  after  the  method  of 
Juvenal,  that  his  satire  is  justified,  as  by  the  imperturbable  ex- 
pression -of  a  profound  conviction.     The  interest  of  this  poem 

*  Bergk,  p.  691 : 

Holding  a  myrtle-rod  she  blithely  moved, 
And  a  fair  blossoming  rose  ;  the  flowing  hair 
Shadowed  her  shoulders,  falling  to  her  girdle. 
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is  very  great,  as  marking  a  departure  from  the  personalities  of 
Arcliilochus  and  an  attempt  to  introduce  generalities  into  the 
region  of  satiric  delineation.  In  this  respect  it  is  in  Greek  liter- 
ature almost  unique,  if  we  except  Sicilian,  Megarian,  and  Attic 
comedy,  whereof  this  is  not  the  place  to  speak.  The  rhetorical 
treatment  of  a  problem  of  social  ethics  from  the  point  of  view  of 
satire  was,  as  we  shall  see  hereafter,  alien  to  Greek  literature. 

This  is  the  plan  of  the  poem.  Simonides  describes  the  nature 
of  the  different  sorts  of  women  by  comparing  them  successively 
to  a  hog,  a  fox,  a  dog,  mud,  sea-water,  an  ass,  a  weasel,  a  mare, 
an  ape,  a  bee.  Thus  there  are  ten  kinds,  and  only  one  respect- 
able or  industrious.  He  rushes  at  once  in  medias  res :  "  God 
made  the  mind  of  women  in  the  beginning  of  different  qualities : 
for  one  he  fashioned  of  a  bristly  hog  ;  in  whose  house  everything 
tumbles  about  in  disorder,  bespattered  with  mud,  and  rolls  upon 
the  ground  :  she,  dirty,  with  unwashed  clothes,  sits  and  grows  fat 
in  a  dung-heap."  The  woman  like  mud  is  thus  hit  off:  "This 
woman  is  ignorant  of  everything  both  good  and  bad ;  her  only 
accomplishment  is  eating ;  cold  though  the  winter  be,  she  is  too 
stupid  to  draw  near  the  fire."  Here  is  the  woman  who  takes  after 
the  sea  :  "  She  has  two  minds  :  when  she  laughs  and  is  glad,  the 
stranger  seeing  her  at  home  Avill  give  her  praise — there  is  not  a 
better  woman  than  this  on  the  earth,  no,  nor  a  fairer;  but  an- 
other day  she  is  unbearable,  not  to  be  looked  at  or  approached, 
but  she  is  right  mad.  To  friend  and  foe  she  is  alike  implacable 
and  odious.  Thus  as  the  sea  often  is  calm  and  innocent,  a  great 
delight  to  sailors  in  summer-time,  and  oftentimes  again  is  frantic, 
tearing  along  with  roaring  billows  ;  so  is  this  woman  in  her  tem- 
per." The  woman  who  resembles  a  mare  offers  other  disagree- 
able qualities.  She  is  "  delicate  and  long-haired,  unfit  for  drudg- 
ery or  toil :  she  would  not  touch  the  mill  or  lift  the  sieve  or  clean 
the  house  out !     She  bathes  twice  or  thrice  a  day,  and  smears 
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herself  with  myrrh  ;  then  she  wears  her  hair  combed  out,  lonw 
and  wavy,  decked  with  flowers.  It  follows  that  this  woman  is  a 
rare  sight  to  one's  guests,  but  to  her  husband  she's  a  curse,  unless 
he  be  a  tyrant  who  prides  himself  on  such  expensive  luxuries." 
The  ape-like  wife  is  treated  even  w'orse.  But  at  last  we  reach  the 
bee  :  "  The  man  who  gets  her  is  lucky  ;  to  her  alone  belongs  no 
blame  :  his  property  thrives  and  increases  under  her  ;  and  loving 
with  a  loving  helpmate  she  growls  old,  the  mother  of  a  fair  and 
famous  race.  Such  wives  are  the  best  and  wisest  Zeus  grants  to 
men."  Yet  even  after  this  pretty  picture  Simonides  Avinds  up 
with  a  comprehensive  condemnation  of  the  female  sex  :  "  Zeus 
made  this  supreme  evil — women  :  even  though  they  seem  to  be 
of  good,  Avhen  one  has  got  one,  she  becomes  a  plague." 

The  spirit  of  this  invective  is  derived  in  a  great  measure  from 
Hesiod,  whose  myth  of  Pandora  marked  his  estimate  of  Avomen, 
and  whose  precepts  concerning  the  choice  of  a  wife  must  have 
depressed  the  Boeotian  bachelors  with  the  certainty  that  nine 
Avomen  out  of  ten  would  prove  a  curse.  This  is  precisely  the 
proportion  of  bad  to  good  that  Simonides  establishes.  His  tenth 
and  virtuous  wife  is  praised  because  she  is  industrious  and  quiet, 
and  the  mother  of  many  children.  We  here  get  the  primitive 
ideal  of  the  helpmeet  for  man.  Modern  theorists  Avould  con- 
demn it  as  the  model  of  a  slave.  And  it  is  certain  that,  as  Greek 
civilization  advanced,  Avithout  a  corresponding  elevation  of  the 
conception  of  Avifehood,  the  chivalrous  sentiment  of  the  Greeks 
sought  other  channels  than  that  of  sexual  love,  exalting  a  form  of 
passionate  friendship  between  men  as  the  real  source  of  heroic 
action  and  inspiring  thought.*     The  outline  traced  by  Simonides 

*  The  degradation  of  women  was  undoubtedly  the  source  of  many  of  the 
worst  faults  of  the  Greek  race.  Yet  it  is  easy  to  overestimate  the  impor- 
tance of  such  satires  as  that  of  Simonides ;  nor  would  it  be  fair  to  take  them 
as  expressing  the  deliberate  opinion  of  the  nation.     The  Jews,  who  gave  a 
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was  filled  in  by  subsequent  satirists.  Susarion,  the  comic  poet, 
makes  this  grandiloquent  proclamation :  "  Hear,  0  ye  people ! 
These  arc  tlie  words  of  Susarion  of  Tripodiscus,  Philinus's  son, 
of  Megara :  Woman  is  a  curse !"  Aristophanes  in  his  plays  the 
Lysistrata,  the  Thesmophoriazusce,  and  the  Ecclesiazusce,  gives  to 
the  Athenian  women  all  the  attributes  of  the  hog,  the  ape,  the 
clay,  the  sea,  and  the  fox ;  in  the  Clouds  he  draws  the  picture  of 
one  who  is  like  the  old  blood-mare ;  but  he  does  not  hint,  even 
by  way  of  parody,  that  there  existed  any  bees.  The  Greeks  nev- 
er learned  the  art  of  making  women  their  companions  in  the 
noblest  sense.  It  must,  however,  be  borne  in  mind  that  the 
lonians  were  less  civilized  in  this  respect  than  the  Dorians,  Avho 
had  a  higher  regard  for  the  excellences  of  women,  and  allowed 
them  greater  liberty.*  Simonides  is  expressing  Ionian  rather 
than  Dorian  sentiments,  and  at  the  same  time  may  be  reasonably 
supposed  to  be  overstraining  them  for  the  sake  of  a  burlesque 
effect. 

Next  in  date  to  Simonides  among  the  iambographers  ranks 
Ilipponax  of  Ephesus,  who  flourished  about  540  B.C.  lie,  too, 
was  an  Ionian.  The  satire  which  Archilochus  had  directed  against 
private  enemies  was  extended,  as  we  have  seen,  by  Simonides  to  a 
whole  sex  ;  and  thus  its  purely  selfish  character  had  been  con- 
siderably modified.  But  Ilipponax  restored  it  to  its  primitive 
function.  He  used  the  iambic  as  a  weapon  of  personal  attack ; 
and  as  Archilochus  had  shot  his  arrows  against  Lycambes  and  his 

nobler  place  in  social  life  to  women,  ascribed  the  fall  of  man  to  Eve.  Modern 
literature  again,  in  spite  of  Christianity  and  chivalry,  is  not  wanting  in  epi- 
grams like  the  following,  ascribed  to  Leo  Battista  Albert! :  "  Levity  and  in- 
constancy were  given  to  women  as  a  counterbalance  to  their  perfidy  and  bad- 
ness ;  for,  could  woman  stick  to  her  purpose,  she  would  destroy  all  the  fair 
works  of  man." 

*  Plutarch's  Life  of  Clcomenes  contains  two  historical  pictures  of  heroic 
wifehood. 
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daughters,  so  Hipponax  found  a  butt  in  Bupalus  and  Athenis, 
sculptors  of  Chios.  These  two  artists  had  begun  by  ridiculing 
the  poet,  who  was  short  and  thin  and  ugly.  They  seem  to  have 
made  caricatures  of  him,  piquing  themselves,  no  doubt,  upon  the 
durability  of  the  marble  in  which  they  worked.  But  they  found 
more  than  their  match  in  Hipponax,  whose  biting  verses  arc  said 
to  have  driven  Bupalus  to  hang  himself.  Whether  this  is  a  mere 
echo  of  the  tale  of  Lycambes  remains  doubtful ;  but,  at  any  rate, 
the  statues  of  the  sculptor  have  perished,  while  the  poet's  iam- 
bics exist  in  sufficient  force  to  justify  his  reputation  among  the 
ancients  for  having  been  the  most  caustic,  crabbed,  and  sour  of 
satirists.  They  called  him  6  iriKpog  (the  pungent),  and  in  their 
epigrams  made  merry  over  his  traditional  bad  temper.  Leonidas 
of  Tarentum,  for  instance,  warns  travellers  not  to  touch  his  tomb, 
lest  they  should  rouse  the  sleeping  wasp  ;  and  Alcanas  of  Messene 
says  that  no  ivy,  vine,  or  rose  should  adorn  his  grave,  but  only 
thorns  and  thistles. 

In  order  apparently  to  bring  the  metre  still  more  witliin  the 
sphere  of  prose  and  common  speech,  Hipponax  ended  his  iambics 
with  a  spondee  or  a  trochee  instead  of  an  iambus,  doing  thus  the 
utmost  violence  to  the  rhythmical  structure.  These  deformed 
and  mutilated  verses  w^ere  called  x^XUtfifioi  or  'iajdjjoi  aKa^ovTeQ 
(lame  or  limping  iambics).  They  communicate  a  curious  crusti- 
ness to  the  style.  The  choliambi  are  in  poetry  what  the  dwarf 
or  cripple  is  in  human  nature.  Here  again,  by  their  acceptance 
of  this  halting  metre,  the  Greeks  displayed  their  acute  aesthetic 
sense  of  propriety,  recognizing  the  harmony  which  subsists  be- 
tween crabbed  verses  and  the  distorted  subjects  with  which  they 
dealt — the  vices  and  perversions  of  humanity — as  well  as  their 
agreement  with  the  snarling  spirit  of  the  satirist.  Deformed 
verse  was  suited  to  deformed  morality.  Meanwhile  it  is  but 
just  to  Hipponax  to  record  that  he  appears  to  have  been  a  sin- 
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cere  castigator  of  crime,  extravagance,  and  folly.  Witliout  the 
sublime  perfection  and  fervid  energy  of  Arcliilochus,  he  does 
not  seem  to  have  shared  the  unamiable  personal  qualities  of  the 
greater  poet.  Two  of  his  lines  give  a  sufficient  notion  of  his 
style : 

hi)'  rifx'spai  yvvaiKoQ  eiaiv  ijdtaTai, 
oTav  yafiij  Ttg  KaK<p(py  TtOt'ijKvlav. 

A  woman  gives  two  days  of  happiness  to  man,  in  her  bridal  and 
her  burial. 

The  satire  which  these  three  lonians,  Arcliilochus,  Simonides, 
and  Hipponax,  inaugurated  in  Greece  was  continued  by  the  Attic 
comic  poets.  Satire  in  the  Roman  and  the  modern  sense  of  the 
term  never  flourished  among  the  Greeks.  The  life  of  the  Agora, 
the  Ecclesia,  and  the  Theatre  was  too  complete  and  free  to  need 
the  supplement  of  rhetorical  invective  intended  either  for  reading 
or  for  recitation.  Of  satirical  comments  upon  individuals  and  of 
pasquinades  of  every  kind  the  Greeks  had  plenty.  We  hear,  for 
example,  that  Alcseus  exercised  his  poetical  talent  in  satirizing 
Pittacus,  and  one  of  the  most  considerable  fragments  of  Anacreon 
contains  a  very  ludicrous  caricature  of  Artemon,  his  rival  for  the 
affections  of  a  certain  yellow-haired  Eurypyle.  But  their  satire 
did  not  incline  to  the  form  which  the  earlier  writers  of  iambics 
had  invented.  It  found  its  true  sphere  in  the  Dorian  comedy  of 
Epicharmus  and  the  Athenian  comedy  of  Aristophanes,  who  com- 
bined the  personalities  of  Arcliilochus  and  the  generalities  of  Si- 
monides in  his  own  consummate  work  of  dramatic  art.  Among 
the  lost  treasures  of  Greek  literature  we  have  to  regret  few  things 
more  than  the  plays  of  the  Syracusan  Epicharmus,  from  whom 
we  might  have  learned  directly  what  now  we  can  only  infer — 
that  the  Dorians,  when  uncontrolled  by  the  severe  taste  of  Spar- 
ta, indulged  a  humor  for  drollery  and  sarcasm,  which,  though 
rougher  than  that  of  the  lonians,  must  have  had  its  own  flavor 
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of  raciness  and  fun.  Roman  satire  maintained  a  strictly  moral 
intention  ;  facit  indignatio  versus  is  the  motto  of  Juvenal,  while 
Horace  holds  the  mirror  of  worldly  philosophy  to  the  follies  and 
the  vices  of  his  age,  and  Persius  applies  the  canons  of  Stoical 
ethics  to  the  phenomena  of  society  as  he  observed  them.  This 
is  the  lead  which  our  modern  satirists — the  Regnier  of  France, 
the  Dryden  or  the  Pope  of  England,  liave  followed.  Greek  lit- 
erature furnishes  no  specimen  of  this  species  of  composition. 
Wherever  in  the  Comedies  of  Aristophanes,  or  the  Dialogues  of 
Lucian,  or  the  Epigrams  of  the  Anthology,  we  meet  with  satire, 
we  find  the  simple  motives  of  Archilochus  and  Simonides  at 
work.  Personal  animosity  gives  a  barb  and  a  venom  to  the 
shaft ;  or  the  poet  delineates  with  more  or  less  of  comic  wit 
the  social  anomalies  that  have  struck  his  fancy.  Of  serious  in- 
vective and  of  moral  preaching,  the  Greeks,  in  their  satiric  art 
at  least,  knew  nothing.  Plato  himself  is  only  accidentally  a  sat- 
irist in  the  sense  of  the  term  which  we  moderns  have  adopted 
from  the  Romans. 
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To  compress  into  a  single  essay  all  that  sliould  be  said  about 
the  Greek  lyrical  poets  is  impossible.  Yet  by  eliminating  the 
writers  of  elegies  and  iambics,  who  have  been  considered  sepa- 
rately as  gnomic  poets  and  satirists,  the  field  is  somewhat  nar- 
rowed. Simonides  of  Amorgos,  Archilochus,  Theognis,  Solon, 
not  to  mention  lesser  names,  are  by  this  process  legitimately  ex- 
cluded. The  ^Eolian  lyrists,  with  Sappho  at  their  head,  and  the 
so-called  Dorian  lyrists,  who  culminate  in  Pindar,  remain.  Cast- 
ing a  glance  backward  into  the  remote  shadows  of  antiquity,  we 
find  that  lyrical  poetry,  like  all  art  in  Greece,  took  its  origin  in 
connection  with  primitive  Nature-worship.     The  song  of  Linus,* 

*  Toiaiv  S'  tv  fxicrffoicn  Traig  (pvpfiiyyi  XiyEtij 
ifieputv  KiGapi^e'  Xivov  S'  virb  kuXuv  dtiSiv 
XsTrraXhj  ^txivi). — Iliad,  xviii.  569. 

A  boy,  amid  them,  from  a  clear-toned  harp 

Drew  lovely  music  ;  well  his  liquid  voice 

The  strings  accompanied.  —  Lord  Derhjfs  Trans. 
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referred  to  by  Homer  in  his  description  of  the  shield  of  Achilles, 
was  a  lament  sung  by  reapers  for  the  beautiful  dead  youth  who 
symbolized  the  decay  of  summer's  prime.*  In  the  funeral  chant 
for  Adonis,  women  bewailed  the  fleeting  splendor  of  the  spring ; 
and  Hyacinthus,  loved  and  slain  by  Phoebus,  whom  the  Laconian 
youths  and  maidens  honored,  was  again  a  type  of  vernal  loveli- 
ness defloured.  The  Bacchic  songs  of  alternating  mirth  and 
sadness,  which  gave  birth,  through  the  dithyramb,  to  tragedy, 
and  through  the  Comus-hymn  to  comedy,  marked  the  Avaxing 
and  the  waning  of  successive  years,  the  pulses  of  the  heart  of 
Nature,  to  which  men  listened  as  the  months  passed  over  them. 
In  their  dim  beginnings  these  elements  of  Greek  poetry  are  hard- 
ly to  be  distinguished  from  the  dirges  and  the  raptures  of  Asiatic 
ceremonial,  in  which  the  dance  and  chant  and  song  were  mingled 
in  a  vague  monotony — generation  after  generation  expressing  the 
same  emotions  according  to  traditions  handed  down  from  their 
forefathers.  But  the  Greek  genius  was  endowed  with  the  faculty 
of  distinguishing,  differentiating,  vitalizing,  what  the  Oriental  na- 
tions left  hazy  and  confused  and  inert.  Therefore  with  the  very 
earliest  stirrings  of  conscious  art  in  Greece  we  remark  a  powerful 
specializing  tendency.  Articulation  succeeds  to  mere  interjection- 
al  utterance.  Separate  forms  of  music  and  of  metre  are  devoted, 
with  the  unerring  instinct  of  a  truly  aesthetic  race,  to  the  expres- 
sion of  the  several  moods  and  passions  of  the  soul.     An  uncon- 

*  Bergk  {Poetce  Lyrici  Grceci,  3  vols.,  Leipsic,  1866)  gives  au  old  Greek 
Linus-song  on  p.  1297  : 

0  Linus,  thee  the  gods  did  grace ; 

For  unto  thee  they  gave,  most  dear, 

First  among  men  the  song  to  raise 

With  shrill  voice  sounding  high  and  clear ; 

And  Plioebus  thee  in  anger  slays. 

And  Muses  mourn  around  thy  bier. 
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scions  psychology  leads  by  intuitive  analysis  to  the  creation  of 
distinct  branches  of  composition,  each  accurately  adapted  to  its 
special  purpose. 

From  the  very  first  commencement  of  their  literature,  the 
Greeks  thus  determined  separate  styles  and  established  critical 
canons,  which,  though  empirically  and  spontaneously  formed, 
were  based  on  real  relations  between  the  moral  and  resthetical 
sides  of  art,  between  feeling  and  expression,  substance  and  form. 
The  hexameter  was  consecrated  to  epical  narrative  ;  the  elegy  was 
confined  to  songs  of  lament  or  meditation  ;  the  iambic  assumed  a 
satiric  character.  To  have  written  a  narrative  in  iambics  or  a  sat- 
ire in  hexameters  would  have  been  odious  to  Greek  taste ;  the 
stately  march  of  the  dactylic  metre  seemed  unfit  for  snarling  and 
invective ;  the  quick  flight  of  the  iambic  did  not  carry  weight 
enough  or  volume  to  sustain  a  lengthy  narrative.  In  the  same 
way  the  infinite  divisions  of  lyrical  poetry  had  all  their  own  pe- 
culiar properties.  IIow  could  a  poet  have  bewailed  his  loves  or 
losses  in  the  stately  structure  of  the  Pindaric  ode  ?  Conversely, 
a  hymn  to  Phoebus  required  more  sonorousness  and  elaboration 
than  the  recurring  stanzas  of  the  Sapphic  or  Alcaic  offered.  It 
was  the  business,  therefore,  of  the  Greek  poet,  after  duly  consid- 
ering his  subject,  to  select  the  special  form  of  poetry  consecrated 
by  long  usage  for  his  particular  purpose ;  to  conform  his  language 
to  some  species  of  music  inseparable  from  that  style,  and  then, 
within  the  prescribed  limits  both  of  metre  and  of  melody,  to  ex- 
ercise his  imagination  as  freely  as  he  could,  and  to  produce  nov- 
elty. This  amount  of  fixity  in  the  forms  of  poetry  and  music 
arose  from  the  exquisite  tact  and  innate  taste  of  the  Greek  race. 
It  was  far  from  being  a  piece  of  scholastic  pedantry  or  of  Chi- 
nese conservatism.  No  ;  the  diction,  metre,  and  music  of  an  ele- 
gy or  an  ode  tended  to  assume  a  certain  form  as  naturally  as  the 
ingredients  of  a  ruby  or  a  sapphire  crystallize  into  a  crimson  or 

19 
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an  azure  stone.  The  discrimination  shown  by  the  Greeks  in  all 
the  technicalities  of  art  remained  in  full  vigor  till  the  decline  of 
their  literature.  It  was  not  until  the  Alexandrian  age  that  they 
began  to  confound  these  delicate  distinctions,  and  to  use  the  idyl- 
lic hexameter  for  all  subjects,  whether  narrative,  descriptive,  elegi- 
ac, encomiastic,  hymeneal.*  Then,  and  not  till  then,  the  Greeks 
descended  to  that  degradation  of  art  which  prevailed,  for  instance, 
in  England  during  what  we  call  the  classic  period  of  our  literature. 
Under  the  influence  of  Dryden  and  of  Pope,  an  English  poet  used 
no  metre  but  the  heroic  couplet,  whether  he  were  writing  a  play, 
an  epigram,  a  satire,  an  epic,  an  eclogue,  an  elegy,  or  a  didactic 
epistle ;  thus  losing  all  elasticity  of  style,  all  the  force  Avhich  ap- 
propriate form  communicates  to  thought. 

To  catalogue  the  minute  subdivisions  of  the  art  of  lyric  poetry 
in  Greece,  to  show  how  wisely  their  several  limits  were  prescribed, 
how  firmly  adhered  to,  and  to  trace  the  connection  of  choral  song 
with  all  the  affairs  of  public  and  private  life,  would  be  a  task  of 
some  magnitude.  Colonel  Mure,  in  a  well-known  passage,  writes : 
"  From  Olympus  down  to  the  workshop  or  the  sheep-fold,  from 
Jove  and  Apollo  to  the  wandering  mendicant,  every  rank  and  de- 
gree of  the  Greek  community,  divine  or  human,  had  its  own  prop- 
er allotment  of  poetical  celebration.  The  gods  had  their  hymns, 
nomes,  pa?ans,  dithyrambs ;  great  men  had  their  encomia  and  ep- 
inikia ;  the  votaries  of  pleasure  their  erotica  and  symposiaca ;  the 
mourner  his  threnodia  and  elegies ;  the  vine-dresser  had  his  epi- 
lenia ;  the  herdsmen  their  bucolica ;  even  the  beggar  his  eiresione 
and  chelidonisma."     Lyrical  poetry  in  Greece  was  not  produced, 

*  Many  poems  of  the  Syracusau  idyllists  are  valuable  historically  as  adap- 
tations of  the  hexameter  to  subjects  essentially  lyrical.  In  the  Adoniazusaj, 
the  Epithalamium  Helena?,  the  Lament  for  Bion,  etc.,  we  trace  a  lyrical  inspi- 
ration overlaid  by  the  idyllic  form.  Theocritus  must  have  worked  on  the 
lines  of  old  choral  poetry. 
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like  poetry  in  modern  times,  for  the  student,  by  men  who  find 
they  have  a  taste  for  versifying.  It  was  intimately  intertwined 
with  actual  life,  and  was  so  indispensable  that  every  town  had  its 
professional  poets  and  choruses,  just  as  every  church  in  Europe 
now  has  its  organist,  of  greater  or  less  pretension.  The  mass  of 
lyrical  poetry  which  must  have  existed  in  Greece  was  probably 
enormous.  We  can  only  compare  it  to  the  quantity  of  church 
music  that  exists  in  Germany  and  Italy,  in  MS.  and  print,  good, 
bad,  and  mdifferent,  unknown  and  unexplored,  so  voluminous  that 
no  one  ventures  to  sift  it  or  reduce  it  to  order.  Of  this  large 
mass  we  possess  the  fragments.  Just  as  the  rocky  islands  of  the 
^Egean  Archipelago  testify  to  the  existence  of  a  submerged  tract 
of  mountain  heights  and  valleys,  whose  summits  alone  appear 
above  the  waves,  so  the  odes  of  Pindar,  the  waifs  and  strays  of 
Sappho,  Simonides,  and  others,  are  evidences  of  the  loss  we  have 
sustained.  They  prove  that  beneath  the  ocean  of  time  and  obliv- 
ion remain  forever  buried  stores  of  poetry  which  might  have  been 
sufficient  to  form  the  glory  of  a  literature  less  rich  in  masterpieces 
than  the  Greek.  To  collect  the  fragments,  to  piece  them  togeth- 
er, to  ponder  over  them  until  their  scattered  indications  offer  some 
suo-jrestion  of  the  whole  which  has  been  lost,  is  all  that  remains 
for  the  modern  student.  Like  the  mutilated  marbles  of  Praxite- 
les, chips  broken  oil  from  bass-reliefs  and  statues,  which  are  disin- 
terred from  the  ruins  of  Rome  or  Herculaneum,  the  minutest  por- 
tions of  the  Greek  lyrists  have  their  value.  We  must  be  thankful 
for  any  two  words  of  Sappho  that  survive  in  authentic  juxtapo- 
sition, for  any  hemistich  that  may  be  veritably  styled  a  relic  of 
"  some  tender-hearted  scroll  of  pure  Simonides." 

Chance  has  wrought  fantastically  with  these  relics.  The  lyr- 
ists, even  in  classical  days,  fell  comparatively  early  into  neglect. 
They  were  too  condensed  in  language,  too  difficult  in  style,  too  sub- 
lime in  imagination  for  the  pedants  of  the  later  empire.    Long  be- 
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fore  its  close,  Greek  literature  was  oppressed  with  its  own  wealth ; 
in  tlie  words  of  Livy,  magnitudine  laboravit  sua.  Taste,  too,  be- 
gan to  change ;  sophistic  treatises,  idyllic  verses,  novelettes  in 
prose,  neat  epigrams,  usurped  upon  the  grander  forms  of  com- 
position. The  stagnation,  again,  of  civic  life  under  imperial  sway 
proved  unfavorable  to  the  composition  of  national  odes  and  to  cho- 
ric  celebrations  in  which  whole  peoples  took  a  part.  So  disdainful 
in  her  alms-giving  has  Fortune  been,  that  she  has  only  flung  to  us 
the  epinikian  odes  of  Pindar ;  while  his  hymns  to  the  gods,  his 
processional  chants,  and  his  funeral  dirges,  are  lost.  Young  Ath- 
ens, Alexandria,  and  Byzantium  cared,  we  may  conceive,  for  poems 
which  shed  lustre  on  athletic  sports  and  horse-racing.  Trainers, 
boxers,  riders,  chariot-drivers — all  the  muscular  section  of  the  pub- 
lic— had  some  interest  in  by -gone  Pythian  or  Olympian  victories. 
But  who  sought  to  preserve  the  antiquated  hymns  to  Phoebus  and 
to  Zeus,  when  the  rites  of  Isis  and  Serapis  and  the  Phrygian  moth- 
er were  in  vogue  ?  The  outspoken  boldness  of  the  erotic  and  sa- 
tiric lyrists  stood  them  in  bad  stead.  When  Theodora  was  ex- 
hibiting her  naked  charms  in  the  arena,  who  could  commend  the 
study  of  Anacreon  in  the  school-room?  Degeneracy  of  public 
morals  and  prudery  of  literary  taste  go  not  unfrequently  togeth- 
er. Therefore,  the  Emperor  Julian  proscribed  Archilochus ;  and 
what  Julian  proscribed,  the  Christians  sought  to  extirpate.  To 
destroy  an  ode  of  Sappho  was  a  good  work.  Consequently,  we 
possess  no  complete  edition  of  even  a  section  of  the  works  of 
any  lyrist  except  Pindar :  what  remains  of  the  others  has  been 
preserved  in  the  works  of  critics,  anecdote-mongers,  and  gramma- 
rians ;  who  cite  tantalizing  passages  to  prove  a  rule  in  syntax,  to 
illustrate  a  legend  or  a  custom,  to  exemplify  a  canon  of  taste. 
Imbedded  in  ponderous  prose,  these  splintered  jewels  escaped  the 
iconoclastic  zeal  of  the  monks.  Thanks  be  to  Athena^us  above 
all  men  (the  author  of  an  imaginary  dialogue  in  fifteen  bulky 
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books  on  every  topic  of  Greek  antiquity),  to  Longinus,  to  Pliilos- 
tratus,  to  Maximus  Tyrius,  to  Plutarch  the  raoraUst,  to  Stobaeus, 
to  IIcpha3stion,  to  Herodian,  and  to  the  host  of  other  Dryasdusts 
from  wliose  heaps  of  shot  rubbish  Bergk  and  his  predecessors 
have  sorted  out  the  fragments  of  extinguished  stars !  As  a  mas- 
terpiece of  patient,  self-denying,  scientific,  exhaustive  investiga- 
tion, the  three  volumes  of  Bergk  are  unrivalled.  Every  author 
of  antiquity  has  been  laid  under  contribution,  subjected  to  criti- 
cal analysis,  compared  and  confronted  with  his  fellow-witnesses. 
The  result,  reduced  to  the  smallest  possible  compass,  yields  a 
small  glittering  heap  of  pure  gold-dust,  a  little  handful  of  aurif- 
erous deposit  sifted  from  numberless  river-beds,  crushed  from 
huge  masses  of  unfertile  quartz.  In  our  admiration  of  the  schol- 
ar's ingenuity,  we  almost  forget  our  sorrow  for  so  much  irrepara- 
ble waste. 

Before  proceeding  to  consider  the  justice  of  the  time-honored 
division  of  Greek  lyrics  into  ^-Eolian  and  Dorian,  it  will  be  well 
to  pass  in  review  a  few  of  the  principal  classes  into  which  Greek 
choral  poetry  may  be  divided.  Only  thus  can  any  idea  of  its 
richness  and  variety  be  formed.  The  old  Homeric  vnroi,  or 
hymns  dedicated  to  special  deities,  Avere  intended  to  be  sung  at 
festivals  and  rhapsodical  contests.  Their  technical  name  was  pro- 
emia,  or  preludes — preludes,  that  is,  to  a  longer  recitation ;  and 
on  this  account,  as  they  were  chanted  by  the  poet  himself,  they 
were  written  in  hexameters.  With  them,  therefore,  we  have  noth- 
ing here  to  do.  Processional  hymns,  or  prosodia,  on  the  contra- 
ry, were  strictly  lyrical,  and  constituted  a  large  portion  of  the 
poetry  of  Pindar,  Alcman,  and  Stesichorus.  They  were  sung  at 
solemn  festivals  by  troops  of  men  and  maidens  walking,  crowned 
with  olive,  myrtle,  bay,  or  oleander,  to  the  shrines.  Their  style 
varied  with  the  occasion  and  the  character  of  the  deity  to  whom 
they  were  addressed.     When  Hecuba  led  her  maidens  in  dire  nc- 
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cessity  to  the  shrine  of  Pallas,  the  prosodion  Avas  solemn  and  ear- 
nest. When  Sophocles,  with  lyre  in  hand,  headed  the  chorus 
round  the  trophy  of  Salamis,  it  was  victorious  and  martial.  If 
we  wish  to  present  to  our  mind  a  picture  of  these  processional 
ceremonies,  we  may  study  the  frieze  of  the  Parthenon  preserved 
among  the  Elgin  Marbles.  Those  long  lines  of  maidens  and 
young  men,  with  baskets  in  their  hands,  with  flowers  and  palm- 
branches,  with  censers  and  sacred  emblems,  are  marching  to  the 
sound  of  flutes  and  lyres,  and  to  the  stately  rhythms  of  antipho- 
nal  chanting.  AVhen  they  reach  the  altar  of  the  god,  a  halt  is 
made ;  the  libations  are  poui'ed ;  and  now  the  music  changes  to  a 
solemn  and  spondaic  measure — for  the  term  spondaic  seems  to  be 
derived  from  the  fact  that  the  libation-hymn  was  composed  in  a 
grave  and  heavy  metre  of  full  feet.  Ilephaistion  has  preserved  a 
spondaic  verse  of  Terpander  Avhich  illustrates  this  rhythm : 

airtrSwutv  raTg  MraiJiaQ 
Traiaiv  Mioaaig 
Kcn  Ttp  Mwcrapx^ 
AarovQ  v\€i.* 

In  the  age  of  Greek  decadence  the  honors  of  the  prosodion 
were  sometimes  paid  to  men.  Athenanis  gives  this  lively  de- 
scription of  the  procession  which  greeted  Demetrius  Poliorketes : 
"  When  Demetrius  returned  from  Leucadia  and  Corcyra  to  Ath- 
ens, the  Athenians  received  him  not  only  with  incense  and  gar- 
lands and  libations,  but  they  even  sent  out  processional  choruses, 
and  greeted  him  with  ithyphallie  hymns  and  dances :  stationed 
by  his  chariot-wheels,  they  sang  and  danced  and  chanted  that  he 
alone  was  a  real  god ;  the  rest  were  sleeping,  or  were  on  a  journey, 
or  did  not  exist ;  they  called  him  son  of  Poseidon  and  Aphrodite, 

*  "  Pour  we  libations  to  Memory's  daughters,  the  Muses,  and  to  the  Muse- 
leadiiiK  son  of  Leto." 
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eminent  for  beauty,  universal  in  his  goodness  to  mankind ;  then 
they  prayed  and  besought  and  supplicated  him  like  a  god."  The 
hymn  which  they  sang  may  be  read  in  Bergk,  vol.  iii.  p.  1314. 
It  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  relics  of  antiquity.* 

For  the  sake  of  its  rare  and  curious  metre  alternating  the  iam- 
bic and  trochaic  rhythms,  I  have  faced  the  difficulties  of  transla- 
tion, and  have  ventured  on  the  following  version : 

See  how  the  mightiest  gods,  and  best-beloved 

Towards  our  town  are  winging ! 
For  lo,  Demeter  and  Demetrius 

This  ghad  day  is  bringing ! 
She  to  perform  her  daughter's  solemn  rites ; 

Mystic  pomps  attend  her : 
He,  joyous  as  a  god  should  be,  and  blithe. 

Comes  with  laughing  splendor. 
Show  forth  your  triumph  !     Friends  all,  troop  around  ! 

Let  him  shine  above  you  ! 
Be  you  the  stars  to  circle  him  with  love  ; 

He's  the  sun  to  love  you. 
Hail,  offspring  of  Poseidon,  powerful  god. 

Child  of  Aphrodite ! 
The  other  gods  keep  far  away  from  earth  ; 

Have  no  ears,  though  mighty  ; 
They  are  not,  or  they  will  not  hear  us  wail : 

Thee  our  eye  beholdeth  ; 
Not  wood,  not  stone,  but  Uving,  breathing,  real, 

Thee  our  prayer  enfoldcth. 
First  give  us  peace  !     Give,  dearest,  for  thou  canst: 

Thou  art  Lord  and  Master  1 


*  Plutarch  records  with  just  indignation  the  honors  of  this  sort  paid  by 
Aratus  to  Antigonus :  "  He  offered  sacrifices,  called  Antigonea,  in  honor  of 
Antigonus,  and  sang  pceans  himself,  with  a  garland  on  his  head,  to  the  praise 
of  a  wasted,  consumptive  Macedonian  "  {Life  of  Cleomenes).  The  words  in  ital- 
ics strongly  express  a  true  Greek  sense  of  disgust  for  the  barbarian  and  the 
weakling. 
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The  Sphinx,  who  not  on  Thebes,  but  on  all  Greece 

Swoops  to  gloat  and  pasture  ; 
The  ^^toliaii,  he  who  sits  upon  his  rock, 

Like  that  old  disaster ; 
He  feeds  upon  our  flesh  and  blood,  and  we 

Can  no  longer  labor ; 
For  it  was  ever  thus  the  ^Etolian  thief 

Preyed  upon  his  neighbor ; 
Him  punish  thou,  or  if  not  thou,  then  send 

(Edipus  to  harm  him. 
Who'll  cast  this  Sphinx  down  from  bis  cliff  of  pride, 

Or  to  stone  will  charm  him. 

A  special  kind  of  prosodia  were  the  Partlienia,  or  processional 
Lymns  of  maidens ;  such,  for  example,  as  the  Athenian  girls  sang 
to  Pallas  while  they  climbed  the  staircase  of  the  Parthenon.  Aris- 
tophanes has  presented  us  with  a  beautiful  example  of  antiphonal 
Parthenia  at  the  end  of  his  Lysistrata,  where  choruses  of  Athe- 
nian and  Spartan  girls  sing  turn  and  turn  about  in  rivalry.  Ale- 
man  won  his  laurels  at  Sparta  by  the  composition  of  this  kind  of 
hymn.  A  fragment  (Bergk,  p.  842)  only  remains  to  show  Avhat 
they  were  like  :  "  No  more,  ye  honey-voiced,  sweet-singing  maid- 
ens, can  my  limbs  support  me  :  oh,  oh,  that  I  were  a  cerylus,  who 
skims  the  flower  of  the  sea  with  halcyons,  of  a  dauntless  heart, 
the  sea-blue  bird  of  spring  !"  Such  Parthenia,  when  addressed  to 
Phoebus,  were  called  Daphnephorica ;  for  the  maidens  carried  lau- 
rel-branches to  his  shrine.  A  more  charming  picture  cannot  be 
conceived  than  that  which  is  presented  to  our  fancy  by  these 
white-robed  virgins,  each  with  her  rod  of  bay  and  crown  of  laurel- 
leaves,  ascending  the  marble  steps  of  the  temple  of  the  Dorian 
god.  John  Lyly,  who  had  imbibed  the  spirit  of  Greek  life,  has 
Avritten  a  hymn,  "  Sing  to  Apollo,  god  of  day  !"  which  might  well 
have  been  used  at  such  a  festival. 

The  prosodia  of  which  we  have  been  speaking  were  addressed 
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to  all  the  gods.  But  there  were  other  choric  hymns  with  special 
names,  consecrated  to  the  service  of  particular  deities.  Of  this 
sort  was  the  p:can,  sung  to  Phabus  in  his  double  character  of  a 
victorious  and  a  healing  god.  The  psean  was  both  a  song  of  war 
and  of  peace ;  it  was  the  proper  accompaniment  of  the  battle  and 
the  feast.  In  like  manner  the  hyporchem,  which,  as  its  name  im- 
plies, was  always  accompanied  by  a  dance,  originally  formed  a  por- 
tion of  the  cult  of  Phoebus.  The  chorus  described  in  the  Iliad, 
xviii.  590,  and  the  glorious  pageant  of  Olympus  celebrated  in  the 
Hijmn  to  Apollo,  186,  Avere,  technically  speaking,  hyporchems. 
As  the  paean  and  the  hyporchem  were  originally  consecrated  to 
Apollo,  so  the  dithyramb  and  the  phallic  hymn  belonged  to  Di- 
onysus. The  dithyramb  never  lost  the  tempestuous  and  enthu- 
siastic character  of  Bacchic  revelry ;  but  in  time  it  grew  from  be- 
ing a  wild  celebration  of  the  mystic  sufferings  of  Bacchus  into 
the  sublime  art  of  tragedy.  Arion  forms  the  point  of  this  transi- 
tion. He  seems  to  have  thrown  a  greater  reality  of  passion  and 
dramatic  action  into  his  choruses,  which  led  to  the  introduction 
of  dialogue,  and  so  by  degrees  to  tragedy  proper.  Meanwhile 
the  dithyramb,  as  a  tumultuous  choric  song,  retained  its  individual 
existence.  As  Arion  had  devoted  his  genius  to  the  cultivation  of 
the  tragic  or  cyclic  chorus,  Lasos,  the  master  of  Pindar,  stamped 
his  own  style  upon  the  dithyrambic  ode  as  it  continued  to  be 
used  at  festive  meetings.  Every  town  in  Greece  had  its  choro- 
didascalus,  a  functionary  whom  Aristophanes  ridicules  in  the  per- 
son of  Kinesias  in  the  Birds*  He  is  introduced  warbling  the 
wildest,  windiest  nonsense,  and  entreating  to  have  a  pair  of  wings 
given  him  that  he  may  chase  his  airy  ideas  through  the  sky.  The 
phallic  hymn,  from  which  in  like  manner  comedy  took  its  ori- 
gin, was  a  mad  outpouring  of  purely  animal  exultation.  Here 
the  wine-god  was  celebrated  as  the  pleasure-loving,  drunken,  las- 
*  See  Frere,  vol.  ii.  pp.  200, 201. 
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civious  deity.  Aristophanes,  again,  our  truest  source  of  informa- 
tion respecting  all  the  details  of  Greek  life,  supplies  us  with  an  in- 
stance of  one  of  these  songs,  and  of  the  simple  rites  Avliich  accom- 
panied its  performance.*  In  the  Frogs,  also,  the  Master  of  Com- 
edy has  presented  us  with  an  elaborate  series  of  Bacchic  hymns.f 
Here  the  phallic  and  satyric  element  is  combined  with  something 
of  the  grandeur  of  the  dithyrambic  ode  ;  the  curious  mixture  of 
sarcasm,  obscenity,  and  splendid  poetry  offers  a  striking  instance 
of  Greek  religious  feeling,  so  incomprehensible  to  modern  minds. 
It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted  that  our  information  respecting  the 
dithyramb  and  the  phallic  chorus  has  to  be  obtained  from  a  dra- 
matic poet  rather  than  froin  any  perfect  specimens  of  these  com- 
positions. Bergk's  Collection,  full  as  it  is,  yields  nothing  but  hints 
and  fragments. J 

Passing  to  the  lyrics,  which  were  connected  with  circumstances 
of  human  life,  the  first  to  be  mentioned  are  epinikia,  or  odes  sung 
in  honor  of  victors  at  the  games.  Of  these,  in  the  splendid  series 
of  Pindar  and  in  the  fragments  of  Simonides,  we  have  abundant 
examples.  We  are  also  able  to  trace  their  development  from  the 
simple  exclamation  of  TtjreWa  w  fv-a/\\n'<w,§  the  composition  of 
which  was  ascribed  to  Archilochus,  and  which  Pindar  looked  back 
upon  with  scornful  triumph.  Indeed,  in  his  hands,  to  use  the 
phrase  of  Wordsworth,  "  the  thing  became  a  trumpet,  whence  he 
blew  soul-animating  strains."  The  cpinikian  ode  was  the  most 
costly  and  splendid  flower  in  the  victor's  wreath.  Pindar  com- 
pares the  praise  which  he  pours  forth  for  Diagoras  the  lihodian 
to  noblest  wine  foaming  in  the  golden  goblet,  which  a  father  gives 
to  honor  his  son-in-law,  the  prime  and  jewel  of  his  treasure-house. 

*  See  Trans,  of  Acharnians,  Frere,  vol.  ii.  p.  17. 

f  Frere's  Translation,  vol.  ii.  pp.  241-245. 

X  See,  however,  the  interesting  archaic  hymns  to  Dionysus,  pp.  1209,  1300. 

§  Bcrgk,  p.  716 ;  Pindar,  Oh/mp.,  ix.  1. 
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The  occasions  on  wliicli  sucli  odes  were  sung  wore  various — either 
when  the  victor  was  being  crowned,  or  when  he  was  returning  to 
his  native  city,  or  by  torchhght  during  the  evening  of  the  victori- 
ous day,  or  at  a  banquet  after  his  reception  in  his  home.  On  one 
of  these  occasions  the  poet  woukl  appear  with  his  trained  band  of 
singers  and  musicians,  and,  taking  liis  stand  by  the  altar  of  the 
god  to  whom  tlie  victor  offered  a  thanksgiving  sacrifice,  would 
guide  the  choric  stream  of  song  through  strophe  and  antistrophe 
and  epode,  in  sonorous  labyrinths  of  eulogy  and  mythological  al- 
lusion— prayer,  praise,  and  admonition  mingling  with  the  fumes 
of  intoxicating  poetry.  Of  all  these  occasions  the  most  striking 
must  have  been  the  commemoration  of  a  victory  in  the  temple  of 
Zeus  at  Altis,  near  Olympia,  by  moonlight.  The  contest  has  taken 
place  during  the  day  ;  and  the  olive-wreath  has  been  placed  upon 
the  head,  say,  of  Myronidcs,  from  Thebes.  Having  rested  from 
his  labors,  after  the  bath  and  the  banquet,  crowned  with  his  vic- 
torious garland  and  with  fillets  bound  about  his  hair,  he  stands 
surrounded  by  his  friends.  Zeus,  in  ivory  and  gold,  looks  down 
from  his  marble  pedestal.  Through  the  open  roof  shines  a  moon 
of  the  south,  glancing  aslant  on  statue  and  column  and  carved 
bass-relief;  while  beloAV,  the  red  glare  of  torches,  paling  its  silver, 
flickers  with  fitful  crimson  on  the  glowing  faces  of  young  men. 
Then  swells  the  choral  hymn,  with  praise  of  Myronides  and  praise 
of  Thebes,  and  stormy  flights  of  fancy  shooting  beyond  sun  and 
stars.  At  its  close  follow  libation,  dedication,  hands  upraised  in 
prayer  to  Zeus.  Then  the  trampling  of  sandalled  feet  upon  the 
marble  floor,  the  procession  with  songs  still  sounding  to  the  tem- 
ple-gate, and  on  a  sudden,  lo !  the  full  moon,  the  hills  and  plain 
and  solemn  night  of  stars.  The  band  disperses,  and  the  Comus 
succeeds  to  the  thanksoiving. 

As  a  contrast  to  the  cpinikia  we  may  take  the  different  kinds 
of  threnoi,  or  funeral   songs.      The  most  primitive  was   called 
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epikedeion,  a  dirge  or  coronach,  improvised  by  women  over  tlie 
bodies  of  the  dead,*  The  lamentations  of  Helen  and  Androma- 
che for  Hector,  and  of  the  slave-girls  for  Patroclus,  are  Homeric 
instances  of  this  species.  Euripides  imitates  them  in  his  trage- 
dies— in  the  dirge  snng  by  Antigone,  for  instance,  in  the  Phoe- 
nissce,  and  in  the  wailings  of  Hecuba  for  Astyanax  in  the  Troades. 
A  different  kind  of  threnos  were  the  songs  of  Linns,  Hyacinth, 
Adonis,  and  others,  to  which  I  have  already  alluded  in  the  begin- 
ning of  this  chapter.  The  finest  extant  specimen  of  this  sort  is 
Bion's  Lament  for  Adonis,  which,  however,  was  composed  in  the 
idyllic  age,  when  the  hexameter  had  been  substituted  for  the  rich- 
er and  more  splendid  lyric  metres.  A  third  class  of  threnos  con- 
sisted of  complex  choral  hymns  composed  by  poets  like  Simonidcs 
or  Pindar,  to  be  snng  at  funeral  solemnities.  Many  of  our  most 
precious  lyric  fragments,  those  which  embody  philosophical  reflec- 
tions on  life  and  dim  previsions  of  another  world,  belong  to  dirges 
of  this  elaborate  kind. 

Marriage  festivals  offered  another  occasion  for  lyric  poetry. 
The  hymeneal,  sung  during  the  wedding  ceremony,  the  epithala- 
mium,  chanted  at  the  house  of  the  bridegroom,  and  many  other 
species,  have  been  defined  by  the  grammarians.  Unfortunately 
we  possess  nothing  but  the  merest  debris  of  any  true  Greek  ode  of 
this  kind.  Sappho's  are  the  best.  We  have  to  study  the  imita- 
tions of  her  style  in  Catullus,  the  marriage  chorus  at  the  end  of 
the  Birds  of  Aristophanes,  and  the  epithalamium  of  Helen  by 
Theocritus,  in  order  to  form  a  remote  conception  of  what  a  Sap- 
phic marriage  chorus  might  have  been.  In  banquet  songs  we  are 
more  fortunate.    Abundant  are  the  paroenia  of  Alcaeus,  Auacreon, 

*  It  is  interesting  to  observe  that  this  custom  of  the  funeral  dirge,  impro- 
vised with  wild  inspiration  by  women,  has  been  preserved  almost  to  the  pres- 
ent day  in  Corsica.  A  collection  of  these  coronachs,  called  Voceri  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  island,  was  published  in  1S55  at  Bastia,  by  Cesave  Fabiaui. 
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Theoo-nis,  and  others.  Scolia,  or  catches,  so  called  ^rom  their  ir- 
regular metrical  structure,  were  also  in  vogue  at  banquets ;  and 
of  these  popular  songs  a  sufficient  number  are  preserved.  A 
drunken  passage  in  the  works  of  Aristophanes  brings  before  us 
atfcr  a  lively  fashion  the  ceremonies  with  which  the  scolion  and 
the  wine-cup  circled  the  symposium  together.*  Of  all  these  catch- 
es the  most  celebrated  in  ancient  days  was  the  panegyric  of  Har- 
modius  and  Aristogeiton,  attributed  to  Callistratus.  As  I  have 
the  opportunity  of  printing  from  MS.  a  translation  of  this  song 
by  the  late  Professor  Conington,  I  will  introduce  it  here : 

Iq  a  wreath  of  myrtle  I'll  wear  my  glaive, 
Like  Harmodius  and  Aristogeiton  brave, 

Who,  striking  the  tyrant  down, 

Made  Athens  a  freeman's  town. 

Harmodius,  our  darling,  thou  art  not  dead  ! 
Thou  liv'st  in  the  isles  of  the  blest,  'tis  said, 

With  Achilles  first  in  speed. 

And  Tydides  Diomede. 

In  a  wreath  of  myrtle  I'll  wear  my  glaive, 
Like  Harmodius  and  Aristogeiton  brave, 

When  the  twain  on  Athena's  day 

Did  the  tyrant  Hipparchus  slay. 

For  aye  shall  your  fame  in  the  land  be  told, 
Harmodius  and  Aristogeiton  bold, 

Who,  striking  the  tyrant  down. 

Made  Athens  a  freeman's  town. 

The  whole  collection  of  scolia  in  Bergk  (pp.  1287-1296)  is  full 
of  interest,  since  these  simple  and  popular  songs  carry  us  back 
more  freshly  than  elaborate  poems  to  the  life  of  the  Greeks.  One 
of  these,  attributed  to  Simonides,  sums  up  the  qualities  which  a 
Greek  most  desired : 

*  Translated  by  Mitchell,  vol.  ii.  p.  282,  in  his  Dicast  turned  Gentleman, 
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vyiaivuv  fiiv  apiarov  dvSpi  9var(ii, 

StuTEpov  6i  (pvdf  KCtXol'  JEViaQai, 

TO  rp'iTOV  St  nXovTHV  dooXwg, 

Kai  TO  TtTaprov  ijjidv  utTa  twv  (piXiov* 

Unlike  Solomon,  wlicn  asked  vvbat  lie  would  take  from  the 
Lord  as  a  gift,  tlie  Greek  poet  does  not  answer  Wisdom,  but  -first 
Ilealtli,  secondly  Beauty,  thirdly  Wealth  untainted  by  fraud,  and 
fourthly  Youth  in  the  society  of  friends.  The  last  thought  of 
this  little  poem  is  expanded  very  beautifully  in  another  scolion  : 

(Till'  fioi  7r7»'f,  c!vvi]jia,  avv'tpa,  avrjTi'pavri^opti, 
ovv  i-iot  fiatvoiitv<i)  fialvEO,  avv  aiixppovL  ffuxppovei : 

"  Drink  with  me,  be  young  with  me,  love  with  me,  wear  crowns 
with  me,  when  I  am  mad  be  mad  with  me,  be  wise  with  me  when 
I  am  wise."  The  verb  avi'rjftdy  is  almost  untranslatable.  Of  an- 
other kind  is  the  scolion  of  Ilybrias  the  Cretan,  translated  thus 
into  English  verse  by  Thomas  Campbell: 

My  wealth's  a  biii-ly  spear  aiul  brand, 
And  a  right  good  shield  of  hides  iintanned, 

Which  on  my  arm  1 1)uckle : 
With  these  I  plough,  I  reap,  I  sow, 
With  these  I  make  the  sweet  vintage  flow, 

And  all  around  me  truckle. 


*  "  To  be  in  health  is  the  best  thing  for  mortal  man ;  the  next  best  to  be 
of  form  and  nature  beautiful ;  the  third,  to  enjoy  wealth  gotten  without  fraud ; 
and  the  fourth,  to  be  in  youth's  bloom  among  friends."  The  Greek  suspicion 
of  wealth,  abundantly  illustrated  in  the  Gnomic  elegies,  might  be  further  ex- 
emplified by  this  fragment  ascribed  to  Timocreon: 

Would,  blind  Wealth,  that  thou  hadst  been 

Xe'cr  on  land  or  ocean  seen, 

Nowhere  on  this  upper  earth  ! 

HeU's  black  stream  that  gave  thee  birth 

Is  the  proper  haunt  for  thee, 

Cause  of  all  man's  miserv  ! 


THE  LYRIC  POETS.  303 

But  your  wights  that  take  no  pride  to  wield 
A  massy  spear  and  well-made  shield, 

Nov  joy  to  draw  the  sword : 
Oh,  I  bring  those  heartless,  hapless  drones, 
Down  in  a  trice  on  their  marrow-bones, 

To  call  me  king  and  lord. 

This  catch  brings  before  our  eyes  in  a  very  lively  picture  the 
lawless  Freiherr  of  early  Dorian  barbarism.  Another  species  of 
the  scolion  is  more  sentimental :  "  Would  that  I  were  a  fair  lyre 
of  ivory,  and  that  fair  boys  bore  me  to  the  Bacchic  Choir;  would 
that  I  were  a  fair,  new,  and  mighty  golden  jar,  and  that  a  fair 
woman  bore  me  with  a  pure  heart."  Again,  we  find  moral  pre- 
cepts in  these  catches.  "  Whoso  betrayeth  not  a  friend  hath  great 
honor  among  men  and  gods,  according  to  my  mind." 

While  on  the  subject  of  scolia,  it  will  not  do  to  pass  over  the 
most  splendid  specimen  we  have  in  this  order  of  composition.  It 
is  a  fragment  from  Pindar  (Bergk,  p.  327),  to  translate  which,  I 
feel,  is  profanation  : 

0  soul,  'tis  thine  in  season  meet. 
To  pluck  of  love  the  blossom  sweet, 

When  hearts  are  young  : 
But  he  who  sees  the  blazing  beams. 
The  light  that  from  that  forehead  streams, 

And  is  not  stung  ; — 
Who  is  not  storm-tost  with  desire, — 
Lo  !  he,  I  ween,  with  frozen  fire, 
Of  adamant  or  stubborn  steel. 
Is  forged  in  his  cold  heart  that  cannot  feel. 

Disowned,  dishonored,  and  denied 
By  Aphrodite  glittering-eyed. 

He  either  toils 
All  day  for  gold,  a  sordid  gain. 
Or  bent  beneath  a  woman's  reign, 

In  petty  broils, 
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Endures  her  insolence,  a  drudge, 
Compelled  the  common  path  to  trudge  ; 
But  I,  apart  from  this  disease, 
Wasting  away  like  wax  of  holy  bees, 

Which  the  sun's  splendor  wounds,  do  pine. 
Whene'er  I  see  the  young-limbed  bloom  divine 
Of  boys.     Lo  !  look  you  well ;  for  here  in  Tenedos, 
Grace  and  Persuasion  dwell  in  young  Theoxenos. 

Of  the  many  different  kinds  of  lyric  poetry  consecrated  to  love 
and  intended  for  recitation  by  single  musicians,  it  is  not  possible 
to  give  a  strict  account.  That  the  Greeks  cultivated  the  sere- 
nade is  clear  from  a  passage  in  the  Ecclesiazusce  of  Aristophanes, 
which  contains  a  graceful  though  gross  specimen  of  this  kind  of 
song.  The  children's  songs  (Bergk,  1303-1307)  about  flowers, 
tortoises,  and  hobgoblins  are  too  curiously  illustrative  of  Greek 
manners  not  to  merit  a  passing  notice,  nor  can  I  here  omit  a 
translation  of  the  only  Swallow-song  preserved  to  us.  Athenseus, 
to  whom  we  owe  this  curious  relic,  localizes  the  Chelidonisma  in 
Rhodes,  referring  it  particularly  to  the  district  of  Lindus.*  In 
spring  time  the  children  went  round  the  tov/n,  collecting  doles 
and  presents  from  house  to  house,  and  singing  as  they  went : 

She  is  here,  she  is  here,  the  swallow  ! 
Fair  seasons  bringing,  fair  years  to  follow ! 

Her  belly  is  white. 

Her  back  black  as  night ! 

From  your  rich  house 

Roll  forth  to  us 

Tarts,  wine,  and  cheese  : 

Or  if  not  these. 

Oatmeal  and  barley-cake 

The  swallow  deims  to  take. 


*  Athen.,  Lib.,  viii.  3G0. 
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What  shall  we  have  ?  or  must  we  hence  away  ? 
Thanks,  if  you  give  ;  if  not,  we'll  make  you  pay  ! 

The  house-door  hence  we'll  carry  ; 

Nor  shall  the  lintel  tarry  ; 

From  hearth  and  home  your  wife  we'll  rob  ; 

She  is  so  small. 

To  take  her  off  will  be  an  easy  job ! 
Whate'er  you  give,  give  largess  free  ! 
Up  !  open,  open  to  the  swallow's  call ! 
No  grave  old  men,  but  merry  children  we ! 

After  this  lengthy,  but  far  from  exhaustive,  enumeration  of  the 
kinds  and  occasions  of  lyrical  poetry  in  Greece,  we  may  turn  to 
consider  the  different  parts  played  in  their  cultivation  by  the 
several  chief  families  of  Hellas.  It  is  remarkable  that  all  the 
great  writers  of  elegies  and  iambics  Avere  lonians ;  Theognis  of 
Megara  is  the  only  Dorian  whose  genuine  poems  are  celebrated  ; 
and  against  his  we  have  to  set  the  bulk  of  Solon,  Mimnermus, 
Phocylides,  Callinus,  and  Tyrtasus,  all  lonians.*  Not  a  single 
Dorian  poet  seems  to  have  composed  iambics,  the  rigid  discipline 
and  strong  sense  of  decorum  in  a  Dorian  state  probably  rendering 
the  cultivation  of  satire  impossible.  We  are  told  that  the  Spar- 
tans would  not  even  suffer  Archilochus  to  lodge  as  a  stranger 
among  them.  But  when  we  turn  to  lyric  poetry — to  the  poetry 
of  stanzas  and  strophes — the  two  other  families  of  the  Greeks,  the 
Cohans  and  the  Dorians,  take  the  lead.  As  a  Dorian  w^as  excep- 
tional among  the  elegists,  so  now  an  Ionian  will  be  comparatively 
rare  among  the  lyrists.  So  great  was  the  sesthetical  conservatism 
of  the  Greeks  that  throughout  their  history  their  primitive  dis- 
tinctions of  dialect  are  never  lost  sight  of.  When  the  Athenians 
developed  tragedy,  they  wrote  their  iambics  in  pure  Attic,  but 
they  preserved  a  Dorian  tone  in  their  choruses.     The  epic  hex- 

*  This  begs  the  question  of  the  nationality  of  Tyrtaeus,  who,  according  to 
antique  tradition,  was  of  Attic  origin,  but  who  writes  like  a  Spartan. 

20 
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ameter  and  the  elegy,  on  the  other  hand,  retained  an  Ionian  char- 
acter  to  the  last. 

The  paths  struct  out  by  the  -Cohans  and  Dorians  in  the  do- 
main of  lyric  poetry  were  so  different  as  to  justify  us  in  speaking 
of  two  distinct  species.  When  Milton  in  the  Paradise  Regained 
catalogued  the  poetical  achievements  of  the  Greeks,  he  assigned 
their  true  place  to  these  two  species  in  the  line — 

jEolian  charms  and  Dorian  lyric  odes. 

The  poets  and  poetesses  of  the  ^gean  Islands  cultivated  a 
rapid  and  effusive  style,  polishing  their  passionate  stanzas  so  ex- 
quisitely that  they  well  deserve  the  name  of  charms.  The  Dorian 
poets,  inspired  by  a  graver  and  more  sustained  imagination,  com- 
posed long  and  complex  odes  for  the  celebration  of  gods  and  he- 
roes. The  ^olian  singer  dwelt  on  his  own  joys  and  sorrows ; 
the  Dorian  bard  addressed  some  deity,  or  told  the  tales  of  demi- 
gods and  warriors.  The  ^olian  chanted  his  stanzas  to  the  lyre 
or  flute ;  the  Dorian  trained  a  chorus,  who  gave  utterance  to  his 
verse  in  dance  and  song. 

Though  the  Cohans  were  the  eldest  family  of  the  Hellenic 
stock,  their  language  retaining  more  than  any  other  dialect  the 
primitive  character  of  the  Greek  tongue,  yet  they  never  rose  to 
such  historical  importance  as  the  Doi'ians  and  lonians.  Geo- 
graphically they  were  scattered  in  such  a  way  as  to  have  no  def- 
inite centre.  We  find  JEolians  in  Elis,  in  Boeotia,  in  Lesbos,  and 
on  the  Asian  sea-coast  south  of  the  Troad.  But  in  course  of 
time  the  Cohans  of  Elis  and  Boeotia  were  almost  identified  with 
the  Dorians  as  allies  of  Sparta,  while  the  ^olians  of  Lesbos  and 
Asia  merged  themselves  in  the  Athenian  empire.  Politically, 
mentally,  and  morally,  they  showed  less  activity  than  their  cous- 
ins of  the  blood  of  Dorus  and  Ion.  They  produced  no  lawgivers 
like  Lycurgus  and  Solon  ;  they  had  no  metropolis  like  Sparta  and 
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Athens ;  they  played  no  prominent  part  in  the  struggle  with  Per- 
sia, or  in  the  Peloponnesian  war.  In  the  later  days  of  Greece, 
Thebes,  when  Dorized  by  contact  with  the  Spartans,  for  a  short 
time  headed  Greece,  and  flourished  with  brief  splendor.  But  it 
would  not  be  accurate  to  give  to  the  ^olian  character  the  credit 
of  the  fjime  of  Thebes  at  that  advanced  period.  Yet,  for  a  cer- 
tain space  of  time,  the  JEolians  occupied  the  very  foreground  of 
Greek  literature,  and  blazed  out  with  a  brilliance  of  lyrical  splen- 
dor that  has  never  been  surpassed.  There  seems  to  have  been 
something  passionate  and  intense  in  their  temperament,  which 
made  the  emotions  of  the  Dorian  and  the  Ionian  feeble  by  com- 
parison. Lesbos,  the  centre  of  ^olian  culture,  was  the  island  of 
overmastering  passions  :  the  personality  of  the  Greek  race  burn- 
ed there  with  a  fierce  and  steady  flame  of  concentrated  feeling. 
The  energies  which  the  lonians  divided  between  pleasure,  poli- 
tics, trade,  legislation,  science,  and  the  arts,  and  which  the  Dorians 
turned  to  war  and  state-craft  and  social  economy,  were  restrained 
by  the  iEolians  within  the  sphere  of  individual  emotions,  ready 
to  burst  forth  volcanically.  Nowhere  in  any  age  of  Greek  histo- 
ry, or  in  any  part  of  Hellas,  did  the  love  of  physical  beauty,  the 
sensibility  to  radiant  scenes  of  nature,  the  consuming  fervor  of 
personal  feeling,  assume  such  grand  proportions  and  receive  so 
illustrious  an  expression  as  they  did  in  Lesbos.  At  first  this  pas- 
sion blossomed  into  the  most  exquisite  lyrical  poetry  that  the 
world  has  known  :  this  was  the  flower-time  of  the  ^'Eolians,  their 
brief  and  brilliant  spring.  But  the  fruit  it  bore  was  bitter  and 
rotten.  Lesbos  became  a  byword  for  corruption.  The  passions 
which  for  a  moment  had  flamed  into  the  gorgeousness  of  art, 
burning  their  envelope  of  words  and  images,  remained  a  mere 
furnace  of  sensuality,  from  which  no  expression  of  the  divine  in 
human  life  could  be  expected.  In  this  the  Lesbian  p.oets  were 
not  unlike  the  Proven9al  troubadours,  who  made  a  literature  of 
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love,  or  the  Venetian  painters,  who  based  their  art  upon  the 
beauty  of  color,  the  vohiptuous  charms  of  the  flesh.  In  each 
casQ  the  motive  of  enthusiastic  passion  sufficed  to  produce  a 
dazzling  result.  But  as  soon  as  its  freshness  was  exhausted 
there  was  nothing  left  for  art  to  live  on,  and  mere  decadence 
to  sensuality  ensued. 

Several  circumstances  contributed  to  aid  the  development  of 
lyric  poetry  in  Lesbos.  The  customs  of  the  -.Eolians  permitted 
more  social  and  domestic  freedom  than  was  common  in  Greece, 
^olian  women  were  not  confined  to  the  harem  like  lonians,  or 
subjected  to  the  rigorous  discipline  of  the  Spartans.  While  mix- 
ing freely  with  male  society,  they  were  highly  educated,  and  ac- 
customed to  express  their  sentiments  to  an  extent  unknown  else- 
where in  history — until,  indeed,  the  present  time.  The  Lesbian 
ladies  applied  themselves  successfully  to  literature.  They  formed 
clubs  for  the  cultivation  of  poetry  and  music.  They  studied  the 
arts  of  beauty,  and  sought  to  refine  metrical  forms  and  diction. 
Nor  did  they  confine  themselves  to  the  scientific  side  of  art.  Un- 
restrained by  public  opinion,  and  passionate  for  the  beautiful, 
they  cultivated  their  senses  and  emotions,  and  indulged  their 
wildest  passions.  All  the  luxuries  and  elegances  of  life  which 
that  climate  and  the  rich  valleys  of  Lesbos  could  afford  were  at 
their  disposal ;  exquisite  gardens,  Avhere  the  rose  and  hyacinth 
spread  perfume ;  river-beds  ablaze  with  the  oleander  and  wild 
pomegranate ;  olive-groves  and  fountains,  where  the  cyclamen  and 
violet  flowered  with  feathery  maiden-hair ;  pine-tree-shadowed 
coves,  where  they  might  bathe  in  the  calm  of  a  tideless  sea ; 
fruits  such  as  only  the  southern  sun  and  sea-wind  can  mature ; 
marble  cliffs,  starred  with  jonquil  and  anemone  in  spring,  aro- 
matic with  myrtle  and  lentisk  and  samphire  and  wild  rosemary 
through  all  the  months  ;  nightingales  that  sang  in  May  ;  temples 
dun  with  dusky  gold  and  bright  with  ivory ;  statues  and  frescos 
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of  heroic  forms.  In  such  scenes  as  these  the  Lesbian  poets  lived, 
and  thought  of  love.  When  we  read  their  poems,  we  seem  to 
have  the  perfumes,  colors,  sounds,  and  lights  of  that  luxurious 
land  distilled  in  verse.  Nor  was  a  brief  but  biting  winter  want- 
in  o-  to  give  tone  to  their  nerves,  and,  by  contrast  Avith  the  sum- 
mer, to  prevent  the  palling  of  so  much  luxury  on  sated  senses. 
The  voluptuousness  of  ^olian  poetry  is  not  like  that  of  Persian 
or  Arabian  art.  It  is  Greek  in  its  self-restraint,  proportion,  tact. 
We  find  nothing  burdensome  in  its  sweetness.  All  is  so  rhyth- 
mically and  sublimely  ordered  in  the  poems  of  Sappho  that  su- 
preme art  lends  solemnity  and  grandeur  to  the  expression  of  un- 
mitigated passion. 

The  world  has  suffered  no  greater  literary  loss  than  the  loss  of 
Sappho's  poems.  So  perfect  are  the  smallest  fragments  preserved 
in  Bergk's  CoUection — the  line,  for  example  (p.  890),  7}f)0Q  ayyt- 
\oQ  liJ.ep6<p(jjro£  cu/owr,*  which  Ben  Jonson  fancifully  translated, 
"  the  dear  glad  angel  of  the  spring,  the  nightingale " — that  we 
muse  in  a  sad  rapture  of  astonishment  to  think  what  the  com- 
plete poems  must  have  been.  Among  the  ancients  Sappho  en- 
joyed a  unique  renown.  She  was  called  "  The  Poetess,"  as 
Homer  was  called  "  The  Poet."  Aristotle  quoted  without  ques- 
tion a  judgment  that  placed  her  in  the  same  rank  as  Homer  and 
Archilochus.  Plato  in  the  Phcedrus  mentioned  her  as  the  tenth 
muse.  Solon,  hearing  one  of  her  poems,  prayed  that  he  might 
not  see  death  till  he  had  learned  it.  Strabo  speaks  of  her  genius 
with  religious  awe.  Longinus  cites  her  love-ode  as  a  specimen  of 
poetical  sublimity.     The  epigrammatists  call  her  Child  of  Aphro- 

*  Compare  Simonides  (Bergk,  vol.  iii.  p.  1143) : 

liyytXe  kXvtu  tapoQ  a^vocpov, 
Kvavia  xeXi^ot. 

Blithe  angel  of  the  perfume-breathing  spring, 
Dark- vested  swallow. 
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dite  and  Eros,  nursling  of  the  Graces  and  Persuasion,  pride  of 
Hellas,  peer  of  Muses,  companion  of  Apollo.  No^Yhere  is  a  liint 
wliispered  that  her  poetry  was  aught  but  perfect.  As  far  as  we 
can  judge,  these  praises  were  strictly  just.  Of  all  the  poets  of 
the  world,  of  all  the  illustrious  artists  of  all  literatures,  Sappho  is 
the  one  whose  every  word  has  a  peculiar  and  unmistakable  per- 
fume, a  seal  of  absolute  perfection  and  inimitable  grace.  In  her 
art  she  was  unerring.  Even  Archilochus  seems  commonplace 
when  compared  Avith  her  exquisite  rarity  of  phrase. 

About  her  life — her  brother  Charaxus,  her  daughter  Cleis,  her 
rejection  of  Alcreus  and  her  suit  to  Phaon,  her  love  for  Atthis 
and  Anactoria,  her  leap  from  the  Leucadian  cliflf — we  know  so 
very  little,  and  that  littlo  is  so  confused  with  mythology  and  tur- 
bid with  the  scandal  of  the  comic  poets,  that  it  is  not  worth  while 
to  rake  up  once  again  the  old  materials  for  hypothetical  conclu- 
sions. There  is  enough  of  heart-devouring  passion  in  Sappho's 
own  verse  without  the  legends  of  Phaon  and  the  cliff  of  Leucas. 
The  reality  casts  all  fiction  into  the  shade  ;  for  nowhere,  except, 
perhaps,  in  some  Persian  or  Provencal  love-songs,  can  be  found 
more  ardent  expressions  of  overmastering  emotion.  Whether 
addressing  the  maidens,  whom  even  in  Elysium,  as  Horace  says, 
Sappho  could  not  forget ;  or  embodying  the  profounder  yearn- 
ings of  an  intense  soul  after  beauty,  which  has  never  on  earth 
existed,  but  which  inflames  the  hearts  of  noblest  poets,  robbing 
their  eyes  of  sleep  and  giving  them  the  bitterness  of  tears  to 
di'ink — these  dazzling  fragments, 

Which  still,  like  sparkles  of  Greek  fire, 
Burn  on  through  time  and  ne'er  expire, 

are  the  ultimate  and  finished  forms  of  passionate  utterance,  dia- 
monds, topazes,  and  blazing  rubies,  in  which  the  fire  of  the  soul 
is  crystallized  forever.     Adequately  to  translate  Sappho  was  be- 
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yond  the  power  of  even  Catullus :  that  love-ode  which  Longinus 
called  "  not  one  passion,  but  a  congress  of  passions,",  and  which  a 
Greek  physician  copied  into  his  book  of  diagnoses  as  a  compen- 
dium of  all  the  symptoms  of  corroding  emotion,  appears  but  lan- 
guid in  its  Latin  dress  of  "  Ille  mi  par."  Far  less  lias  any  mod- 
ern poet  succeeded  in  the  task  :  Rossetti,  who  deals  so  skilfully 
with  Dante  and  Villon,  is  comparatively  tame  when  he  approacli- 
es  Sappho.  Instead  of  attempting,  therefore,  to  interpret  for 
English  readers  the  charm  of  Sappho's  style,*  it  is  best  to  refer 
to  pp.  874-924  of  Bergk,  where  every  vestige  that  is  left  of  her 
is  shrined. 

Beside  Sappho,  Alcseus  pales.  His  drinking-songs  and  war- 
songs  have,  indeed,  great  beauty ;  but  they  arc  not  to  be  named 
in  the  same  breath,  for  perfection  of  style,  with  the  stanzas  of 
Sappho.  Of  his  life  we  know  a  few  not  wholly  uninteresting  in- 
cidents. He  was  a  noble  of  Mitylene,  the  capital  of  Lesbos,  where 
he  flourished  as  early  as  611  B.C.  Alcajus  belonged  to  a  family 
of  distinguished  men.  Ilis  brothers  Cicis  and  Antimenidas  up- 
held the  party  of  the  oligarchy  against  the  tyrant  Melanchrus; 
and  during  the  troubles  which  agitated  Mitylene  after  the  fall  of 
this  despot,  while  other  petty  tyrants  —  Myrsilus,  Megalagyrus, 
and  the  Clcanactids — were  attempting  to  subdue  the  island,  the 
three  brothers  ranged  themselves  uniformly  on  the  side  of  the 
aristocracy.  At  first  they  seem  to  have  been  friendly  with  Pit- 
tacus.  It  was  while  fighting  at  his  side  against  the  Athenians  at 
Sigeum  that  Alca?us  threw  his  shield  away — an  exploit  which, 
like  Archilochus,  he  celebrated  in  a  poem  without  apparently 
damaging  his  reputation  for  valor.     Being  a  stout  soldier,  a  vio- 

*  Those  who  arc  ou'ioiis  in  the  matter  of  metres  will  find  the  Sapphic 
stauza  reproduced  in  English,  with  perfect  truth  of  cadence,  in  Swinburne's 
"Sapphics"  (Poems  and  Ballach).  The  imitations  by  Horace  are  far  less 
close  to  the  original. 


312  THE  GREEK  POETS. 

lent  partisan,  the  bard  of  revolutions,  and  the  brother  of  a  pair  of 
heroes,  he  could  trifle  with  this  little  accident,  Avhich  less  doughty- 
warriors  must  have  concealed.  When  Pittacus  was  chosen  ^svm- 
netes,  or  dictator  with  despotic  power  for  the  preservation  of 
public  order,  in  589  B.C.,  Alcaius  and  his  brothers  went  into  op- 
position and  were  exiled.  All  three  of  them  were  what  in  mod- 
ern politics  we  should  call  High  Tories.  They  could  not  endure 
the  least  approach  to  popular  government,  the  slightest  infringe- 
ment of  the  rights  of  the  nobility.  During  his  exile  Alcseus  em- 
ployed his  poetic  faculty  in  vituperating  Pittacus.  His  satires 
were  esteemed  almost  as  pungent  as  those  of  Archilochus.  But 
the  liberal-minded  ruler  did  not  resent  them,  "^^^len  Alcseus  was 
on  one  occasion  taken  prisoner,  he  set  him  free,  remarking  that 
"  forgiveness  is  better  than  revenge."  Alcajus  lived  to  be  recon- 
ciled with  him  and  to  recognize  his  merits.  As  a  trait  in  the 
domestic  life  and  fortunes  of  the  Greeks  of  this  time,  it  is  worth 
mentioning  that  Alcseus  took  refuge  in  Egypt  during  his  banish- 
ment from  Lesbos,  and  that  his  brother  Antimenidas  entered  the 
service  of  the  king  of  Babylon.  In  the  same  Avay  two  English- 
men in  the  times  of  the  Edwards  might  have  travelled  in  Ger- 
many or  become  soldiers  of  the  Republic  of  Florence.  Of  the 
Greek  oligarch  who  lent  his  sword  to  Nebuchadnezzar — in  his 
wars,  perhaps,  against  Jehoiakim  or  Pharaoh -Xecho  —  we  get 
a  curious  glimpse.  Alcseus  greeted  him  on  his  return  in  a 
poem  of  which  we  possess  a  fragment,  and  which  may  be  par- 
aphrased thus : 

From  the  ends  of  the  earth  thou  art  come 

Back  to  thy  home  ; 

The  ivory  hilt  of  thy  lilade 

With  gold  is  embossed  and  inlaid ; 

Since  for  Babylon's  host  a  great  deed 

Thou  didst  work  in  their  need, 
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Slaying  a  warrior,  an  athlete  of  might, 
Royal,  whose  height 
Lacked  of  five  cubits  one  span — 
A  terrible  man. 

AVe  can  fancy  witli  what  delight  and  curiosity  Alca^ns,  -who, 
as  may  be  gathered  from  his  poems,  was  an  amateur  of  armor, 
examined  this  sword -handle,  wrought  perhaps  from  Ethiopian 
tusks  by  Egyptian  artists,  Avith  lotos-flowers  or  patterns  of  croco- 
diles, monkeys,  and  lions.  This  story  of  the  polished  Greek  cit- 
izen's adventure  among  the  Jews  and  Egyptians,  known  to  us 
through  lloly  Writ,  touches  our  imagination  with  the  same 
strange  sense  of  novelty  as  when  we  read  of  the  Persian  poet 
Sady,  a  slave  in  the  camp  of  Richard  Coeur  de  Lion's  Cru- 
saders. 

Considering  the  life  Alcajus  led,  it  is  not  strange  that  he 
should  have  sung  of  arms  and  civic  struggles.  Many  fragments, 
preserved  in  all  probability  from  the  Stasiotica,  or  Songs  of  Se- 
dition, which  were  very  popular  among  the  ancients,  throw  light 
upon  the  stormier  passages  of  his  history.  One  of  these  pieces* 
describes  the  poet's  armory  —  his  polished  helmets  and  white 
horse-hair  plumes,  the  burnished  brazen  greaves  that  hang  upon 
the  wall,  the  linen  breastplates  and  bucklers  thrown  in  heaps 
about  the  floor,  with  Chalkidian  blades  and  girdles  and  tunics. 
The  most  striking  point  about  this  fragment  is  its  foppery.  Al- 
cseus  spares  no  pains  to  make  us  know  how  bright  his  armor  is, 
how  carefully  his  greaves  are  fixed  against  the  Avail  by  pegs  you 
cannot  see  {n-affaaXoiQ  i:pviTToi(Ti  TrepiKeifisi'ai),  how  carelessly  the 
girdles  and  small  gear  are  tossed  about  in  sumptuous  disarray. 
The  poem  seems  to  reveal  a  luxurious  nature  delighting  in  mili- 
tary millinery.  No  Dorian  Avould  have  described  his  weapons 
from  this  point  of  view,  but  Avould  have   rather  told  us  how 

*  Bergk,  p.  935. 
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often  they  had  been  used  with  effect  in  the  field.  The  -^oUan 
character  is  here  tempered  with  OrientaHsm. 

Of  the  erotic  poems  of  Alca?us,  only  a  very  few  and  incon- 
siderable fragments  have  survived.  Horace  says  of  them,  ad- 
dressing his  lyre  : 

Lesbio  primum  modulate  civi, 
Qui  fcrox  bello,  tamcn  inter  arma, 
Sive  jactatam  religarat  udo 

Littore  navim, 
Liberum  et  Musas  Veneremque  et  illi 
Semper  h;ereiitem  puerum  eanebat ; 
Et  Ljxum  uigris  oculis  uigroque 

Crine  decorum.* 

Of  Lycus  we  only  know,  on  the  authority  of  Cicero,f  that  he 
had  a  wart  upon  the  finger,  which  Alca^us  praised  in  one  of  his 
poems.  It  has  also  been  conjectured  that  the  line  oiroc.  w  i^tiXt 
Trai,  Koi  aXudea — "  wine,  dear  boy,  and  truth" — which  Theocritus 
quotes  as  a  proverb  at  the  beginning  of  his  ^olic  Idyl,  was 
_addressed  to  Lycus.  A  fragment  of  far  greater  interest  is  the 
couplet  preserved  by  Ilephajstion,^  in  which  Alcajus  calls  on 
Sappho  by   her   name:    "  Violet -crowned,  pure,  sweet -smiling 

*  Carm.,  i.  32,  thus  translated  by  Conington : 

Thou,  strung  by  Lesbos'  minstrel  hand, 
The  bard  who  'mid  the  clash  of  steel, 

Or  haply  mooring  to  the  strand. 
His  battered  keel, 

Of  Bacchus  and  the  Muses  sung, 

And  Cupid,  still  at  Venus'  side, 
And  Lycus,  beautiful  and  young, 

Dark-haiied,  dark-eyed. 

f  Be  Nat.  Bconim,  i.  28.  X  See  Bergk,  p.  948. 
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Sappho  !  I  want  to  say  something,  but  sliame  prevents  mc." 
To  this  declaration  Sappho  rephed  :  "  If  thy  wishes  were  fair  and 
noble,  and  thy  tongue  designed  not  to  utter  what  is  base,  shame 
would  not  cloud  thine  eyes,  but  thou  wouldst  speak  thy  just  de- 
sires." This  is  all  we  know  about  the  love-passages  between  the 
greatest  lyrists  of  the  ^olian  school.  In  this  way  do  the  an- 
cient critics  tantalize  us.  Aristotle,*  in  order  to  illustrate  a  moral 
proposition,  Ilephajstion,  with  a  view  to  proving  a  metrical  rule, 
fling  these  scraps  of  their  wealth  forth,  little  dreaming  that  after 
twenty  centuries  the  men  of  new  nations  and  other  thoughts  will 
eagerly  collect  the  scraps,  and  long  for  more  of  that  which  might 
have  been  so  freely  lavished.  Whether  Sappho  wrote  her  reply 
in  maidenly  modesty  because  the  advances  of  Alcseus  Avere  really 
dishonorable,  or  whether  she  afEcctcd  indignation  to  conceal  a 
personal  dislike  for  the  poe't,  we  cannot  say.  Aristotle  or  Hc- 
pha?stion  might,  probably,  have  been  able  to  tell  us.  But  the 
one  Avas  only  thinking  of  the  signs  of  shame,  while  the  atten- 
tion of  the  other  was  riveted  upon  the  "  so-called  dodecasyllahle 
Alcaic.'''' 

The  most  considerable  remains  of  the  lyrics  of  Alcteus  arc 
drinking-songs — praises  of  wine,  combined  with  reflections  upon 
life  and  appropriate  descriptions  of  the  different  seasons.  No 
time  was  amiss  for  drinking,  to  his  mind :  the  heat  of  summer, 
the  cold  of  winter,  the  blazing  dog-star  and  the  driving  tempest, 
twilight  with  its  cheerful  gleam  of  lamps,  mid-day  with  its  sun- 
shine— all  suggest  reasons  for  indulging  in  the  cup.  Not  that 
we  are  justified  in  fancying  Alcseus  to  have  been  a  vulgar  toper  : 
he  retained  ^Eolian  sumptuousness  in  his  pleasures,  and  raised  the 
art  of  drinking  to  an  festhetic  altitude.  One  well-known  piece 
from  the  Parccnia  of  Alcreus  is  capable  of  translation  into  Eliza- 
bethan rhymed  verse  as  follows  : 

*  JiheL,  i.  9. 
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The  rain  of  Zeus  descends,  and  from  high  heaven 

A  storm  is  driven  : 
And  on  the  running  water-brooks  the  cold 

Lays  icy  hold  : 
Then  up !  beat  down  the  winter ;  make  the  fire 

Blaze  high  and  higher; 
Mix  wine  as  sweet  as  honey  of  the  bee 

Abundantly ; 
Then  drink  with  comfortable  wool  around 

Your  temples  bound. 
We  must  not  yield  our  hearts  to  woe,  or  wear 

With  wasting  care ; 
For  grief  will  profit  us  no  whit,  my  friend, 

Nor  nothing  mend : 
But  this  is  our  best  medicine,  with  wine  fraught 

To  cast  out  thought. 

The  debt  of  Horace  to  Alcseus  must  have  been  immense.  The 
fragment  just  translated  is  the  original  of  the  ninth  ode  of  the 
first  book.  The  fragment  on  the  death  of  Myrsilus,  vvv  -^y)  fxe- 
6v(Tdr]i',  shows  where  Horace  found  the  model  for  the  last  ode  of 
the  first  book.  Again,  "O  navis  referent"  (Hor.,  Carm.,  i.  14)  is 
based  on  an  ode  of  the  Lesbian  poet  of  which  we  possess  a  frag- 
ment.* Between  the  temperaments  of  Horace  and  of  Alcseus,  as 
between  those  of  Catullus  and  of  Sappho,  there  were  marked  sim- 
ilarities and  correspondences.  The  poetry  of  both  Horace  and 
Alcseus  was  polished  rather  than  profound,  admirably  sketched 
rather  than  richly  colored,  more  graceful  than  intense,  less  pas- 
sionate than  reflective.  In  Sappho  and  Catullus,  on  the  other 
hand,  we  meet  with  richer  and  more  ardent  natures :  they  are 
endowed  with  keener  sensibilities,  Avith  a  sensuality  more  noble 
because  of  its  intensity,  with  emotions  more  profound,  with  a 
deeper  faculty  of  thought,  that  never  loses  itself  in  the  shallows 
of  "  Stoic-Epicurean  acceptance,"  but  simply  and  exquisitely  ap- 

*  Bergk,  p.  936. 
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prebends  the  facts  of  human  life.  Where  Horace  talks  of  Orcus 
and  the  Urn,  Catullus  sings  : 

Soles  occidere  ct  redire  possunt, 
Nobis  cum  semel  occidit  brevis  lux 
Nox  est  perpetua  una  dormicuda. 

This  contrast  between  the  polished  sententiousness  of  Horace  and 
the  pathetic  outcry  of  Catullus  marks  the  difference  between  two 
classes  of  poets  to  whom  Horace  and  Alcaius,  Sappho  and  Catul- 
lus, respectively  belong. 

Of  the  other  Lesbian  poets,  Erinna  and  Damophila,  we  know 
but  little :  the  one  survives  in  a  single  epigram — if  we  reject  the 
epitaphs  on  Baucis ;  the  other  is  a  mere  name.  It  is  noticeable 
that  of  the  four  Lesbian  poets  three  are  women.  We  may  re- 
member that  in  Thebes,  which  was  also  an  JEolian  city,  Myrtis 
and  Corinna  rivalled  Pindar. 

To  the  list  of  ^Eolian  poets,  Anacreon,  though  an  Ionian  by 
birth  and  an  Ionian  in  temperament,  is  generally  added,  because 
he  cultivated  the  lyrical  stanza  of  personal  emotion.  Into  the 
JEolian  style  Anacreon  introduced  a  new  and  uncongenial  ele- 
ment. His  passion  had  none  of  Sappho's  fiery  splendor,  none  of 
the  haughtiness  and  restlessness  which  distinguished  Alcseus. 
There  was  a  vein  of  levity,  almost  of  vulgarity,  in  the  lonians, 
which  removed  them  from  the  altitudes  of  Dorian  heroism  and 
-^olian  enthusiasm.  This  tincture  of  flippancy  is  discernible  in 
Anacreon.  Life  and  love  come  easily  to  him.  The  roses  keep 
no  secrets  for  his  ears,  such  as  they  told  to  Sappho :  they  serve 
very  well  for  garlands  when  he  drinks,  and  have  a  pleasant  smell, 
especially  in  myrrh.  The  wine-cup  does  not  suggest  to  him  vari- 
ety of  seasons — the  frozen  streams  of  winter,  the  parched  breath 
of  the  dog-star— as  with  Alcajus :  he  tipples  and  gets  drunk. 
His  loves,  too,  are  facile — neither  permanent  nor  tempestuous. 
The  girls  and  boys  of  whom  he  sings  were  fliute-players  and  cup- 
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bearers,  servants  of  a  tyrant,  instrumenta  libidinis,  chosen  for 
tlieir  looks,  as  the  poet  had  been  selected  for  the  sweetness  of  his 
lyre  with  twenty  chords.  lie  never  felt  the  furnace  of  Sappho, 
whose  love,  however  criminal  in  the  estimation  of  modern  moral- 
ists, was  serious  and  of  the  soul.  The  difference  between  the 
lives  of  these  three  lyrists  is  very  striking.  Alcaius  was  a  politi- 
cian and  party  leader.  Sappho  was  the  centre  of  a  free  society 
of  female  poets.  Anacreon  was  the  courtier  and  laureate  of  ty- 
rants, lie  won  his  first  fame  with  Polycrates,  at  whose  death 
Hipparchus  fetched  him  to  Athens  in  a  trireme  of  fifty  oars.  Be- 
tween Bacchus  and  Venus  he  spent  his  days  in  palaces ;  and  died 
at  the  ripe  age  of  eighty-five  at  Teos,  choked,  it  is  reported,  by  a 
.  grape-stone — a  hoary-headed  roue,  for  whom  the  rhyme  of  the 
mediaeval  Arcipoeta  might  have  been  written  : 

Meuni  est  propositum, 
In  tabcnia  mori,  etc. 

It  need  not  be  remarked  that  of  the  genuine  poems  of  Anacreon 
we  possess  but  few  (pp.  1011-1045  of  Bergk).  His  great  popu- 
larity in  Greece  led  to  innumerable  imitations  of  his  lighter  style.* 
These  are  fully  preserved  in  Bergk's  Collection  (pp.  1046-1108). 
The  Dorian  style  offers  a  marked  contrast  to  the  ^olian.  In 
the  case  of  the  Ionian  satirists  and  elegists,  and  in  that  of  the 
^olian  lyrists,  the  national  peculiarities  of  the  art  resulted  from 
national  qualities  in  the  artists.     This  is  not  the  case  with  the  so- 

*  The  people  of  Athens  gave  him  a  statue  on  their  Acropohs.  The  Teians 
struck  his  portrait  on  coins.  Critias  said  that  his  poems  would  last  as  long 
as  the  Cottabos  in  Hellas.  He  did  in  fact  exactly  represent  one  side,  and 
that  the  least  heroic  side,  of  the  character  of  the  Greeks — their  simple  love 
of  sensual  pleasure.  As  mere  Hedonism  grew,  so  did  the  songs  and  the  style 
of  Anacreon  gain  in  popularity,  whereas  the  stormier  passion  of  Sappho  be- 
came unfashionable. 
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called  Dorian  poets.  The  great  lyrists  of  this  school  are,  with 
one  exception,  of  extraction  foreign  to  the  Dorian  tribe.  Alcman 
was  a  Lydian ;  Stcsichorus  acknowledged  an  Ionian  colony  for 
his  fatherland ;  Arion  was  a  Lesbian  ;  Sinionides  and  Bacchylides 
were  Ionian ;  Pindar  was  Boeotian ;  Ibycus  of  Rhegium  alone  was 
a  Dorian.  Why,  then,  is  the  style  called  Dorian  ?  Because  the 
poets,  though  not  Dorian  by  birth,  wrote  for  Dorian  patrons  in 
the  land  of  Dorians,  to  add  splendor  to  ceremonies  and  solemni- 
ties in  vogue  among  the  Dorians.  The  distinctive  features  of 
this,  the  most  sublime  branch  of  Greek  lyrical  poetry,  have  been 
already  hinted  at :  these  elaborate  choral  hymns,  in  which  strophe 
answers  to  antistrophe,  and  epode  to  epode,  chanted  by  bands  of 
singers  and  accompanied  at  times  by  dancing,  were  designed  to 
give  expression,  no  longer  to  personal  emotions,  but  to  the  feel- 
ings of  great  congregations  of  men  engaged  in  the  celebration  of 
gods  and  heroes  and  illustrious  mortals.  Why  this  species  of 
choral  poetry  received  the  patronage  and  name  of  the  Dorian  tribe 
may  be  seen  by  glancing  at  the  institutions  peculiar  to  this  sec- 
tion of  the  Hellenic  family.  The  Dorians,  more  than  any  other 
Greeks,  lived  in  common  and  in  public.  Their  children  were  ed- 
ucated, not  at  home,  but  in  companies,  beneath  the  supervision 
of  state-officers.  Girls  as  well  as  boys  submitted  to  gymnastic 
training,  and  were  taught  to  sacrifice  domestic  and  personal  to 
political  and  social  interests.  Tutored  to  merge  the  individual  in 
the  mass,  habituated  to  associate  together  in  large  bodies,  the  Do- 
rians felt  no  need  of  venting  private  feeling.  Their  personal 
emotions  were  stunted :  they  had  no  separate  wants  and  wishes, 
aspirations  and  regrets,  to  utter.  Yet  the  sense  of  melody  and 
harmony  which  was  rooted  so  profoundly  in  the  Greek  tempera- 
ment needed  some  outlet  even  here ;  while  the  gymnastic  and 
athletic  exercises  practised  by  the  Dorians  rendered  them  pe- 
culiarly sensitive,  not  only  to  the  beauties  of  the  human  body, 
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but  also  to  the  refinements  of  rliytlimical  movement.  The  spirit- 
ual enthusiasm  for  great  and  glorious  actions,  which  formed  the 
soul  of  the  Greek  race,  flamed  with  all  the  greater  brilliancy  among 
Dorians,  because  it  was  not  narrowed,  as  among  the  vEolians,  to 
the  selfish  passions  of  the  individual,  or  diverted,  as  among  loni- 
ans,  to  meditation  or  satire ;  but  was  concentrated  on  public  in- 
terests, on  religious  and  heroic  traditions,  on  all  the  thoughts  and 
feelings  which  stimulate  a  large  political  activity.  The  Dorians 
required  a  poetry  which  should  be  public,  which  should  admit  of 
the  participation  of  many  individuals,  which  should  give  utter- 
ance to  national  enthusiasms,  which  should  combine  the  move- 
ments of  men  and  women  in  choric  evolutions  with  the  melodies 
of  music  and  the  sublime  words  of  inspired  prophecy.  In  brief, 
the  Dorians  needed  poets  able — 

"  to  inbreed  and  cherish  in  a  great  people  the  seeds  of  virtue  and  public 
civility,  to  allay  the  perturbations  of  the  mind,  and  set  the  affections  in  right 
tune;  to  celebrate  in  glorious  and  lofty  hymns  the  throne  and  equipage  of 
God's  Almightiness,  and  what  he  works,  and  what  he  suffers  to  be  wrought 
with  high  Providence.  .  .  .  Lastly,  whatsoever  in  religion  is  holy  and  sublime, 
in  virtue  amiable  or  grave;  whatsoever  hath  passion  or  admiration  in  all  the 
changes  of  that  which  is  called  fortune  from  without,  or  the  wily  subtleties 
and  reflexes  of  man's  thoughts  from  within ;  all  these  things,  with  a  solid 
and  treatable  smoothness,  to  paint  out  and  describe." 

But  here  arose  a  difficulty.  With  all  their  need  of  the  highest 
and  most  elaborate  poetry,  with  all  their  sensibility  to  beauty,  the 
Dorians  thought  it  beneath  the  dignity  of  a  citizen  to  practise 
the  arts.  Their  education,  almost  exclusively  military  and  gym- 
nastic, unfitted  them,  at  all  events  in  Sparta,  for  studies  indispen- 
sable towards  gaining  proficiency  in  any  science  so  elaborate  as 
that  of  choral  poetry.  Drilled  to  abstinence,  obedience,  and  si- 
lence, dwelling  in  a  camp,  without  privacy  or  leisure,  how  could  a 
Spartan,  that  automaton  of  the  State,  be  expected  to  produce 
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poetry,  or  excel  in  any  fine  art  ?  A  Spartan  king,  on  being  shown 
the  most  distinguished  musician  of  his  age,  pointed  to  his  cook 
as  the  best  maker  of  black  broth.  Music,  if  music  they  must 
have  ;  poetry,  if  poetry  were  required  by  some  divinely  implanted 
instinct ;  dancing,  if  dancing  were  a  necessary  compliment  to  the 
Deity,  must  be  imported  by  these  warriors  from  foreign  lands. 
Thus  tlie  Spartans  became  the  patrons  of  stranger  artists,  on 
whom  they  imposed  their  laws  of  taste.  They  pressed  the  flexi- 
ble Ionian,  the  passionate  Lesbian,  the  languid  Lydian,  the  acute 
Athenian,  into  their  service,  and  made  them  use  the  crabbed  Do- 
rian speech.  They  said :  We  want  such  and  such  odes  for  our 
choruses ;  we  wish  to  amuse  our  youths  and  maidens,  and  to  hon- 
or the  gods  with  pompous  harmonies ;  you,  men  of  art,  write  for 
us,  sing  for  us ;  but  be  careful  to  comprehend  our  character ;  and 
remember  that,  though  you  are  lonians  or  Lesbians,  your  inspi- 
ration must  be  Dorian.  They  got  what  they  required.  The  so- 
called  Dorian  lyric  is  a  genuine  product  of  the  Dorian  race,  al- 
though its  greatest  masters  were  foreigners  and  aliens.  Much 
after  the  same  fashion  did  England  patronize  Handel  in  the  last 
century ;  in  the  same  way  may  Handel's  oratorios  be  called  Eng- 
lish music;  for  though  the  English  are  not  musicians,  and  are 
diffident  in  general  of  the  artist  class,  yet  neither  Germans  nor 
Italians  nor  French  have  seen  produced  upon  their  soil  such  co- 
lossal works  of  art  in  the  service  of  a  highly  intellectual  religion. 
It  is  interesting  to  reflect  upon  the  influence  of  the  Dorian  race 
in  the  evolution  of  Greek  art.  That,  as  a  nation,  they  possessed 
the  germs  of  artistic  invention,  and  that  their  character  expressed 
itself  very  clearly  in  aesthetic  forms,  is  evident  from  the  existence 
of  the  Dorian  style  in  architecture,  and  the  Dorian  mood  in  mu- 
sic, both  of  which  reflect  their  broad  simplicity  and  strength  dis- 
daining ornament.  The  same  stamp  they  impressed  upon  Greek 
poetry,  through  the  instruments  they  selected  from  other  tribes. 

21 
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Had  it  not  been  for  the  strict  legislation  of  Lycurgus,  Avhich,  by 
forcing  Sparta  into  a  purely  political  development,  and  establish- 
ing a  complete  community  of  life  among  the  citizens,  checked  the 
emergence  of  that  individuality  which  is  so  all-important  to  the 
artist,  Sparta  might  have  counted  her  great  sculptors,  poets,  mu- 
sicians, orators,  and  painters,  in  rivalry  with  Pheidias,  Sophocles, 
Damon,  Pericles,  Polygnotus.  As  it  was,  though  without  hands 
to  paint  and  carve,  without  lips  to  sing  and  plead,  the  stubborn 
Dorian  race  set  its  seal  on  a  wide  field  of  Greek  art.* 

The  elaborate  Avorks  of  the  choral  lyrists  may  be  regarded  as 
the  highly  wrought  expansions  of  rudiments  already  existing 
among  the  Dorians.  Alcman,  Arion,  and  Stesichorus,  the  three 
masters  who  formed  choral  poetry  from  the  materials  indicated 
to  us  in  the  poems  of  Homer,  and  who  had  to  blend  ill  one  har- 
monious whole  the  sister  arts  of  dancing,  music,  and  poetry,  so  as 
to  present  a  pompous  appeal  to  the  intellect  through  speech,  and 
through  the  ear  and  eye,  found  ready  to  their  hands  such  simple 
songs  as  may  be  read  in  Bergk,  pp.  1297-1303.  The  dithyramb 
of  the  women  of  Elis :  "  Come,  hero,  Dionysus,  to  the  holy  sea- 
temple,  attended  by  the  Graces,  and  rushing  on  with  oxen-hoof ! 
Holy  ox  !  Holy  ox  !"  The  chorus  of  the  old  men,  men,  and  boys 
at  Sparta :  "  We  once  were  stalwart  youths :  we  are ;  if  thou 
likest,  try  our  strength  :  we  shall  be  ;  and  far  better  too  !"  The 
march-song  of  the  Spartans  in  their  rhythmic  revels :  "  Advance, 
boys,  set  your  feet  forward,  and  dance  in  the  reel  better  still." 
From  these  had  to  be  trained  the  complex  and  magnificent  work 
of  art,  which  culminated  in  a  Pythian  ode  of  Pindar !  Alcman 
was  a  native  of  Sardis,  and  a  slave  of  Agesilaus  the  Spartan.    He 

*  It  is  unhistorical  to  confound  the  Dorians  with  the  Spartans,  who  were 
a  specially  trained  section  of  the  Dorian  stock.  Yet  it  will  be  seen  tliat,  in 
relation  at  least  to  lyric  poetry,  Sparta  fairly  may  be  taken  as  the  Dorian 
state. 


TILE  LYRIC  POETS.  323 

flourished  at  Sparta  between  671  and  631  B.C.,  composing  Par- 
thenia  for  tlic  maidens  of  Taygetus.  Who  does  not  know  his 
hnes  upon  the  valley  of  Eurotas  ?  "  Sleep  holds  the  mountain 
summits  and  ravines,  the  promontories  and  the  watercourses ; 
leaves,  and  creeping  things,  and  Avhatsoever  black  earth  breeds ; 
and  wild  beasts  of  the  hills,  and  bees,  and  monsters  in  the  hol- 
lows of  the  dark  blue  deep;  and  all  the  wide-winged  birds  arc 
sleeping."  Junior  to  Alcman  was  Arion,  who  spent  most  of  his 
time  with  Pcriander  at  Corinth.  His  contribution  to  choral  po- 
etry was  the  elaboration  of  the  dithyramb.  But  of  his  work  we 
have  unfortunately  not  a  single  fragment  left.  The  piece  that 
bears  his  name  (Bergk,  p.  872)  has  to  be  ascribed  to  some  tolera- 
ble poet  of  the  Euripidean  period.  His  life  is  involved  in  my- 
thology ;  most  beautiful  is  the  oft-told  tale  of  his  salvation  from 
the  sea  waves  by  an  enamoured  dolphin — a  fish,  by  the  way,  which 
Athena3us  dignified  by  the  title  of  (piXuCoc  rs  Kal  (piXavXoc  (song- 
loving  and  flute-loving),  and  which  Aristotle  calls  fiXcwOpw-nrog 
(affectionate  to  men).  Rather  more  is  known  about  Stesichorus. 
He  was  a  native  of  Himera  in  Sicily,  but  possibly  a  Locrian  by 
descent.  His  parents  called  him  Tisias,  but  he  took  his  more  fa- 
mous name  from  his  profession.  Stesichorus  is  a  title  that  might 
have  been  given  to  any  chorus-master  in  a  Greek  city  ;  but  Tisias 
of  Himera  won  it  by  being  emphatically  the  author  of  the  choric 
system.  Antiquity  recognized  in  him  the  inventor  of  strophe, 
antistrophe,  and  epode,  with  the  corresponding  movements  of 
the  dance,  which  were  designated  the  Triad  of  Stesichorus.  A 
remark  made  by  Quintilian  about  this  poet — that  he  sustained 
the  burden  of  the  epos  with  his  lyre — forms  a  valuable  criticism 
on  his  style.  In  the  days  of  Stesichorus,  the  epic  proper  had  lost 
its  vitality ;  but  people  still  felt  the  liveliest  interest  in  heroic  le- 
gends, and  loved  to  connect  the  celebration  of  the  past  with  their 
ceremonies.     A  lyrical  poet  had  therefore  so  to  treat  the  myths 
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of  Ilcllas  that  choruses  should  represent  them  in  their  odes  and 
semi-dramatic  dances.  It  is  probable  that  Stesichorus  made  far 
more  use  of  mythical  material  than  Pindar,  dealing  with  it  less 
allusively  and  adhering  more  closely  to  the  epic  form  of  narra- 
tive. When  we  hear  of  his  ode,  the  Orestea,  being  divided  into 
three  books  (whatever  that  may  mean),  and  read  the  titles  of  the 
rest — Cerberus,  Cycnus,  Scylla,  Europa,  the  Sack  of  Troy,  the 
Nostoi,  and  Geryonis — we  are  led  to  suspect  that  his  choral  com- 
positions were  something  of  the  nature  of  mediaeval  mystery- 
plays — semi-lyrical,  semi-dramatic  poems,  founded  on  the  relig- 
ious legends  of  the  past.  Stesichorus  did  not  confine  hhnself  to 
this  species  of  composition,  but  wrote  hymns,  encomia,  and  pa?ans, 
like  other  professional  lyrists  who  succeeded  him,  and  invented  a 
curious  kind  of  love-tale  from  real  life.  One  of  these  romantic 
poems,  called  Calyce,  was  about  a  girl  who  loved  purely  but  un- 
happily, and  died.  Another,  called  Rhadina,  told  the  forlorn  tale 
of  a  Samian  brother  and  sister  put  to  death  by  a  cruel  tyrant. 
It  is  a  pity  that  these  early  Greek  novels  in  verse  are  lost.  We 
might  have  found  in  them  the  fresh  originals  of  Daphnis  and 
Chloe,  or  of  the  romances  of  Tatius  and  Ileliodorus.  Finally, 
Stesichorus  composed  fables,  such  as  the  Horse  and  the  Stag,  and 
pastorals  upon  the  death  of  Daphnis,  in  which  he  proved  himself 
true  to  his  Sicilian  origin,  and  anticipated  Theocritus.  Enough 
has  been  said  about  Stesichorus  to  show  that  he  was  a  richly  in- 
ventive genius — one  of  those  facile  and  abundant  natures  who 
excel  in  many  branches  of  art,  and  who  give  hints  by  which  pos- 
terity may  profit.  Yet  with  all  his  genius  he  was  not  thorough- 
ly successful.  His  pastorals  and  I'omances  were  abandoned  by 
his  successors ;  his  epical  lyrics  were  lost  in  the  tragic  drama. 
Like  many  other  poets,  he  failed  by  coming  at  a  wrong  moment, 
or  else  by  adhering  to  forms  of  art  which  could  not  long  remain 
in  vogue.     In  his  attempt  to  reconcile  the  epical  treatment  of 
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mytlioloo;y  with  the  choric  system  of  his  own  invention,  he 
proved  that  lie  liad  not  fully  grasped  the  capabilities  of  lyrical 
poetry.  In  his  endeavor  to  create  an  idyllic  and  romantic  spe- 
cies, he  was  far  before  his  age. 

The  remaining  choral  poets  of  the  Dorian  style,  of  whom  the 
eldest,  Ibycus,  dates  half  a  century  later  than  Arion,  received  from 
their  predecessors  an  instrument  of  poetical  expression  already 
nearly  complete.  It  was  their  part  to  use  it  as  skilfully  as  possi- 
ble, and  to  introduce  su  h  changes  as  might  render  it  more  pol- 
ished. Excellence  of  workmanship  is  particularly  noticeable  in 
what  remains  of  Ibycus,  Simonides,  Bacchylides.  These  latter 
lyrists  are  no  longer  local  poets :  under  the  altered  circumstances 
of  Hellas  at  the  time  of  the  Persian  war,  art  has  become  Panhel- 
lenic,  the  artists  cease  to  be  the  servants  of  one  state  or  of  one 
deity ;  they  range  from  city  to  city,  giving  their  services  to  all 
who  seek  for  them,  and  embracing  the  various  tribes  and  religious 
rites  of  the  collected  Greeks  in  their  sesthetic  sympathy.  Now, 
for  the  first  time,  poets  began  to  sell  their  songs  of  praise  for 
money.  Simonides  introduced  the  practice,  which  had  something 
shocking  in  it  to  Greek  taste,  and  which  Plato  especially  censures 
as  sophistic  and  illiberal  in  his  Protagoras.  Now,  too,  poets  be- 
came the  friends  and  counsellors  of  princes,  mixing  freely  in  the 
politics  of  Saraos,  Syracuse,  Agrigentum,  Thcssaly ;  aiding  the 
tyrants  Polycrates,  Iliero,  Theron,  the  Scopads,  with  their  advice. 
Simonides  is  said  to  have  suspended  hostilities  between  Theron 
and  Hiero  by  his  diplomatic  intercession  after  their  armies  had 
been  drawn  up  in  battle-array.  Petrarch  did  not  occupy  a  more 
important  place  among  the  princes  and  republics  of  mediaival 
Italy.  Under  these  new  conditions,  and  with  this  expansion  of 
the  poet's  calling,  the  old  character  of  the  Dorian  lyric  changed. 
The  title  Dorian  is  now  merely  nominal,  and  the  dialect  is  a  con- 
ventional language  consecrated  to  this  style. 
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Ibycus  was  a  native  of  Rhogium,  a  colony  of  mixed  lonians 
and  Dorians.  To  wliicli  of  these  families  lie  belonged  is  not  cer- 
tain. If  we  judged  by  the  internal  evidence  of  his  poems,  we 
should  call  him  an  Ionian  ;  for.  they  are  distinguished  by  voluptu- 
ous sweetness,  with  a  dash  of  almost  ^olian  intensity.  Ibycus 
was  a  poet-errant,  carrying  his  songs  from  state  to  state.  The 
beautiful  story  of  the  cranes  who  led  to  the  discovery  of  his  mur- 
der at  Corinth,  though  probably  mythical,  like  that  of  Arion's 
dolphin,  illustrates  the  rude  lives  of  these  Greek  troubadours, 
and  shows  in  what  respect  the  sacer  vates,  servant  of  the  Muses 
and  beloved  of  Phoebus,  was  held  by  the  people.  Ibycus  was  re- 
garded by  antiquity  as  a  kind  of  male  Sappho.  His  odes,  com- 
posed for  birthday  festivals  and  banquets,  were  dedicated  chiefly 
to  the  praise  of  beautiful  youths ;  and  the  legends  which  adorned 
them,  like  those  of  Ganymede  or  Tithonus,  were  appropriate  to 
the  erotic  style.  Aristophanes,  in  the  Thesmoj^horiazusce,  makes 
Agathon  connect  him  with  Anacreon  and  Alca?us,  as  the  three 
refiners  of  language.  It  is  clear,  therefoi'e,  that  in  his  art  Ibycus 
adapted  the  manner  of  Dorian  poetry  to  the  matter  of  ^^olian  or 
Ionian  love-chants.  Of  his  poetry  we  have  but  few  fragments. 
The  following  seems  to  strike  the  keynote  of  his  style :  "  Love 
once  again  looking  upon  me  from  his  cloud-black  brows,  with 
languishing  glances,  drives  me  by  enchantments  of  all  kinds  to 
the  endless  nets  of  Cypris :  verily  I  tremble  at  his  onset,  as  a 
chariot-horse,  who  hath  won  prizes,  in  old  age  goes  grudgingly  to 
try  his  speed  in  the  swift  race  of  cars."  In  another  piece  he 
compares  the  onset  of  Love  to  a  downrush  of  the  Thracian  north 
wind  armed  with  lightning.  This  fragment,  numbered  first  in 
Bergk's  Collection,  is  taken  from  Athena^us,  who  quotes  it  to 
prove  the  vehement  emotion  of  the  poet : 

In  spring  Cydonian  apple-trees. 
Watered  by  fountains  ever  flowing 
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Through  crofts  unmown  of  maiden  goddesses, 
And  young  vines,  'neath  the  sliade 
Of  shooting  tendrils,  tranquilly  are  growing. 
Meanwliile  for  me  Love  never  laid 
In  slumber,  like  a  nortli-wind  glowing 
With  Thracian  lightnings,  still  doth  dart 
Blood-parching  madness  on  my  heart, 
From  Kupris  hurthng,  stormful,  wild, 
Lording  the  man  as  erst  the  child. 

It  is  interesting  to  compare  the  different  metaphors  whereby 
the  early  lyrists  imaged  the  assaults  of  the  Love-god.  Sappho 
describes  him  in  one  place  as  a  youth  arrayed  with  a  flame-color- 
ed chlarays  descending  from  heaven;  in  another  she  calls  him 
"a  limb-dissolving, bitter-sweet,  impracticable  wild  beast;"  again, 
she  compares  the  state  of  her  soul  under  the  influence  of  love  to 
oak-trees  torn  and  shaken  by  a  mountain  whirlwind.  Anacreon 
paints  a  fine  picture  of  Love  like  a  blacksmith,  forging  his  soul 
and  tempering  it  in  icy  torrents.  The  dubious  winged  figure 
armed  with  a  heavy  sword,  wdiich  is  carved  upon  the  recently 
discovered  column  from  the  Temple  of  Ephesus,  if  he  be  the 
Love-god,  and  not,  as  some  conjecture.  Death,  seems  to  have  been 
conceived  in  the  spirit  of  these  energetic  metaphors.  The  Greeks, 
at  the  period  of  Anacreon  and  Ibycus,  were  far  from  having  as 
yet  imagined  the  baby  Cupid  of  Moschus,  the  Epigrammatists, 
and  the  Alexandrian  Anacreontics.  He  was  still  a  terrible  and 
passion  -  stirring  power  —  no  mere  malicious  urchin  coming  by 
night  with  drenched  wings  and  unstrung  bow  to  reward  the  poet's 
hospitality  by  wounding  him ;  no  naughty  boy  who  runs  away 
from  his  mother  and  steals  honeycombs,  no  bee-like  elf  asleep  in 
rosebuds. 

Simonides  is  a  far  more  brilliant  representative  than  Ibycus, 
both  of  Greek  choral  poetry  in  its  prime,  and  also  of  the  whole 
literary  life  of  Hellas  during  the  period  which  immediately  pre- 
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ceded  and  followed  the  Persian  war.  lie  was  born  in  the  island 
of  Ceos,  of  pure  Ionian  blood  and  breeding ;  but  the  lonians  of 
Ceos  were  celebrated  for  their  cnoffjoarviT]  (reserve,  or  self-re- 
straint), a  quality  strongly  marked  in  the  poems  of  Simonides. 
In  his  odes  we  do  not  trace  that  mixture  of  ^olian  passion  and 
that  concentration  upon  personal  emotions  which  are  noticeable 
in  those  of  Ibycus,  but  rather  a  Dorian  solemnity  of  thought  and 
feeling,  qualifying  Simonides  for  the  arduous  functions  to  which 
he  was  called,  of  commemorating  in  elegy  and  epigram  and  fu- 
neral ode  the  achievements  of  Ilellas  against  Persia.  Simonides 
belonged  to  a  family  of  professional  poets ;  for  the  arts  among 
the  early  Greeks  were  hereditary ;  a  father  taught  the  trade  of 
flute-playing  and  chorus-leading  and  verse-making  to  his  son,  who, 
if  he  had  original  genius,  became  a  great  poet,  as  was  the  fate  of 
Pindar;  or,  if  he  were  endowed  with  commonplace  abilities,  re- 
mained a  journeyman  in  art  without  discredit  to  himself,  perform- 
ing useful  functions  in  his  native  place.*  Simonides  exercised 
his  calling  of  chorus-teacher  at  Cartha?a  in  Ceos,  and  lived  at  the 
XOf)riyt'iov,  or  resort  of  the  chorus,  near  the  temple  of  Apollo. 
But  the  greater  portion  of  his  life,  after  he  had  attained  celebrity, 
was  passed  with  patrons — with  Ilipparchus,  who  invited  him  to 
Athens,  where  he  dwelt  at  amity  with  Anacreon,  and  at  enmity 
Avith  Pindar's  master,  Lasos ;  with  the  Scopads  and  Aleuads  of 
Thessaly,  for  whom  he  composed  the  most  touching  threnoi  and 

*  The  dramatic  art  was  hereditary  among  tlie  Athenians,  ^sehylus  left  a 
son,  Euphorion,  and  two  nephews,  Philocles  and  Astydamas,  who  produced 
tragedies.  The  last  is  reported  to  have  written  no  fewer  than  two  hundred 
and  forty  plays.  lophon,  the  son,  and  Sophocles,  the  grandson,  of  the  great 
Sophocles,  were  dramatists  of  some  repute  at  Athens.  Euripides  had  a 
nephew  of  his  own  name,  and  Aristophanes  two  sons  who  followed  the  same 
calling.  It  is  only  from  families  like  the  Bachs  that  we  can  draw  any  mod- 
ern parallel  to  this  transmission  of  an  art  from  father  to  son  in  the  same 
race. 
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the  most  brilliant  panegyrics,  of  which  fragments  have  descended 
to  us ;  finally,  with  Iliero  of  Syracuse,  who  honored  him  exceed- 
ingly, and  when  he  died  consigned  him  to  the  earth  with  princely 
funeral  pomp.  The  relations  of  Simonides  to  these  patrons  may 
be  gathered  from  numerous  slight  indications,  none  of  which  are 
very  honorable  to  his  character.  For  instance,  after  receiving  the 
hospitality  of  Ilipparchus,  he  composed  an  epigram  for  the  statue 
of  Ilarmodius,  in  which  he  calls  the  murder  of  the  tyrant  "  a  great 
light  rising  upon  Athens."  Again,  he  praised  the  brutal  Scopas, 
son  of  Creon,  in  an  ode  which  is  celebrated,  both  as  being  con- 
nected with  the  most  dramatic  incident  in  the  poet's  life,  and  also 
as  having  furnished  Plato  with  a  theme  for  argument,  and  Aris- 
totle with  an  ethical  quotation — "  To  be  a  good  man  in  very 
truth,  a  square  without  blame,  is  hard."  This  proposition  Plato 
discusses  in  the  Protagoras,  while  Aristotle  cites  the  phrase,  rtrpa- 
ywroQ  cii'fv  \puyov  (four-square  without  fault).  From  the  general 
tenor  of  the  fragments  of  this  ode,  from  Plato's  criticism,  and 
from  what  is  known  about  the  coarse  nature  of  Scopas,  who  is 
being  praised,  we  must  conjecture  that  Simonides  attempted  to 
whitewash  his  patron's  character  by  depreciating  the  standard  of 
morality.  With  Ionian  facility  and  courtly  compliment,  he  made 
excuses  for  a  bad  man  by  pleading  that  perfect  goodness  was  un- 
attainable. Scopas  refused  to  pay  the  price  required  by  Simoni- 
des for  the  poem  in  question,- telling  him  to  get  half  of  it  from 
the  Dioscuri,  who  had  also  been  eulogized.  This  was  at  a  ban- 
quet. While  the  king  was  laughing  at  his  own  rude  jest,  a  ser- 
vant whispered  to  the  poet  that  two  goodly  youths  waited  without, 
desiring  earnestly  to  speak  with  him.  Simonides  left  the  palace, 
but  found  no  one.  Even  as  he  stood  looking  for  his  visitors,  he 
heard  the  crash  of  beams  and  the  groans  of  dying  men.  Scopas 
with  his  guests  had  been  destroyed  by  the  falling  of  the  roof,  and 
Simonides  had  received  a  godlike  guerdon  from  the  two  sons  of 
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Tyndareus.  This  story  belongs,  perhaps,  to  the  same  class  as  the 
cranes  of  Ibycus  and  the  dolphin  of  Avion.  Yet  there  seems  to 
be  no  doubt  that  the  Scopad  dynasty  was  suddenly  extinguished ; 
for  we  hear  nothing  of  them  at  the  time  of  the  Persian  war,  and 
we  know  that  Simonides  composed  a  threnos  for  the  family. 

The  most  splendid  period  of  the  life  of  Simonides  was  that 
Avhich  he  passed  at  Athens  during  the  great  wars  with  Persia. 
Here  he  was  the  friend  of  Miltiadcs,  Themistocles,  and  Pausanias. 
Here  he  composed  his  epigrams  on  Marathon,  Thermopyla?,  Sala- 
mis,  Plataea — poems  not  destined  to  be  merely  sung  or  consigned 
to  parchment,  but  to  be  carved  in  marble  or  engraved  in  letters 
of  imperishable  bronze  upon  the  works  of  the  noblest  architects 
and  statuaries.  The  genius  of  Simonides  is  unique  in  this  branch 
of  monumental  poetry.  His  couplets — calm,  simple,  terse,  strong 
as  the  deeds  they  celebrate,  enduring  as  the  brass  or  stone  which 
they  adorned — animated  succeeding  generations  of  Greek  patri- 
ots ;  they  were  transferred  to  the  brains  of  statesmen  like  Pericles 
and  Demosthenes,  inscribed  upon  the  fleshy  tablets  of  the  hearts 
of  warriors  like  Cleomenes,  Pelopidas,  Epaminondas.  We  are 
thrice  fortunate  in  possessing  the  entire  collection  of  these  epi- 
grams, unrivalled  for  the  magnitude  of  the  events  they  celebrate, 
and  for  the  circumstances  under  which  they  were  composed. 
When  v;e  reflect  what  would  have  become  of  the  civilization  of 
the  world  but  for  these  Greek  victories — when  we  remember  that 
the  events  which  these  few  couplets  record  transcend  in  impor- 
tance those  of  any  other  single  period  of  history — we  are  almost 
appalled  by  the  contrast  between  the  brevity  of  the  epigrams  and 
the  world-wide  vastness  of  their  matter.  In  reviewing  the  life  of 
Simonides,  after  admitting  that  he  was  greedy  of  gain  and  not 
adverse  to  flattery,  we  are  bound  to  confess  that,  as  a  poet,  he 
proved  himself  adequate  to  the  age  of  Marathon  and  Salamis. 
He  was  the  voice  of  Hellas  —  the  genius  of  Fame,  sculpturing 
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upon  licr  brazen  shield  with  a  pen  of  adamant,  in  austere  letters 
of  indelible  gold,  the  achievements  to  which  the  whole  world 
owes  its  civilization.  Happy  poet !  Had  ever  any  other  man 
so  splendid  a  heritage  of  song  allotted  to  him  ? 

In  style  Simonides  is  always  pure  and  exquisitely  polished. 
The  ancients  called  him  the  sweet  poet — Melicertes — •2>^''  ^-^'f^^- 
lence.  His  aw^ppocrvvr].  or  tempered  self-restraint,  gives  a  mellow 
tone  not  mei-ely  to  his  philosophy  and  moral  precepts,  but  also  to 
his  art.  He  has  none  of  Pindar's  rugged  majesty,  volcanic  force, 
gorgeous  exuberance :  he  does  not,  like  Pindar,  pour  forth  an  in- 
exhaustible torrent  of  poetical  ideas,  chafing  against  each  other  in 
the  eddies  of  breathless  inspiration.  On  the  contrary,  he  Avorks 
up  a  few  thoughts,  a  few  carefully  selected  images,  with  patient 
skill,  producing  a  perfectly  harmonious  result,  but  one  which  is 
always  bordering  on  the  commonplace.  Like  all  correct  poets,  he 
is  somewhat  tame,  though  tender,  delicate,  and  exquisitely  beauti- 
ful. Pindar  electrifies  his  hearer,  seizing  him  like  the  eagle  in 
Dante's  vision,  and  bearing  him  breathless  through  the  ether  of 
celestial  flame.  Simonides  leads  us  by  the  hand  along  the  banks 
of  pleasant  rivers,  through  laurel  groves,  and  by  the  porticos  of 
sunny  temples.  What  he  possesses  of  quite  peculiar  to  his  own 
genius  is  pathos  —  the  pathos  of  romance.  This  appears  most 
remarkably  in  the  fragment  of  a  threnos  which  describes  Danae 
afloat  upon  the  waves  at  night.  It  is  with  the  greatest  diffidence 
that  I  offer  a  translation  of  what  remains  one  of  the  most  perfect 
pieces  of  pathetic  poetry  in  any  literature : 
When,  in  the  carven  chest,  ' 
The  winds  that  blew  and  waves  in  wild  unrest 
Smote  her  with  fear,  she,  not  with  cheeks  unwet, 
Her  arms  of  lore  round  Perseus  set, 

And  said :  0  child,  what  grief  is  mine  ! 
But  thou  dost  slumber,  and  thy  baby  breast 
Is  sunk  in  rest, 
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Here  in  the  cheerless  brass-bound  bark, 
Tossed  amid  starless  night  and  pitchy  dark. 

Xor  dost  thou  heed  the  scudding  brine 
Of  waves  that  wash  above  thy  curls  so  deep, 
Nor  the  shrill  winds  that  sweep, — 
Lapped  in  thy  purple  robe's  embrace, 
Fair  little  face ! 

But  if  this  dread  were  dreadful  too  to  thee, 
Then  wouldst  thou  lend  thy  listening  car  to  me ; 
Therefore  I  cry, — Sleep,  babe,  and  sea  be  still. 
And  slumber  our  unmeasured  ill ! 

Oh,  may  some  change  of  fate,  sire  Zeus,  from  thee 
Descend,  our  woes  to  end  ! 
But  if  this  prayer,  too  overbold,  offend 
Thy  justice,  yet  be  merciful  to  me ! 

The  careful  development  of  simple  thoughts  in  Simonides  may 
best  be  illustrated  by  the  fragment  on  the  three  hundred  Spartans 
who  died  at  Thermopylte  : 

"  Of  those  who  died  at  Thermopylae  glorious  is  the  fate  and  fair  the  doom ; 
their  grave  is  an  altar;  instead  of  lamentation,  they  have  endless  fame;  their 
dirge  is  a  chant  of  praise.  Such  winding-sheet  as  theirs  no  rust,  no,  nor  all- 
conquering  time,  shall  bring  to  naught.  But  this  sepulchre  of  brave  men  hath 
taken  for  its  habitant  the  glory  of  Hellas.  Leonidas  is  witness,  Sparta's 
king,  who  hath  left  a  mighty  crown  of  valor  and  undying  fame." 

The  antitheses  are  wrought  with  consummate  skill ;  the  fate  of 
the  heroes  is  glorious,  their  doom  honorable.  So  far  the  eulogy 
is  commonplace ;  then  the  same  thought  receives  a  bolder  turn : 
their  grave  is  an  altar.  "We  do  not  lament  for  them  so  much  as 
hold  them  in  eternal  memory ;  our  very  songs  of  sorrow  become 
pajans  of  praise.  What  follows  is  a  still  further  expansion  of  the 
leading  theme :  rust  and  time  cannot  affect  their  fame ;  Hellas 
confides  her  glory  to  their  tomb.  Then  generalities  are  quitted ; 
and  Leonidas,  the  protagonist  of  Thermopylae,  appears. 

In  his  threnoi  Simonides  has  generally  recourse  to  the  common 
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grounds  of  consolation,  which  the  Ionian  elegists  repeat  ad  nau- 
seam^ dwelling  upon  the  shortness  and  uncertainty  and  ills  of  life, 
and  tending  rather  to  depress  the  survivors  on  their  own  account 
than  to  comfort  them  for  the  dead.*  In  one  he  says,  "  Short  is 
the  strength  of  men,  and  vain  are  all  their  cares,  and  in  their  brief 
life  trouble  follows  upon  trouble ;  and  death,  that  no  man  shuns, 
is  huno;  above  our  heads  —  for  him  both  ffood  and  bad  share 
equally."  It  is  impossible,  while  reading  this  lachrymose  lament, 
to  forget  the  fragment  of  that  mighty  threnos  of  Pindar's  which 
sounds  like  a  trumpet-blast  for  immortality,  and,  trampling  under 
feet  the  glories  of  this  world,  reveals  the  gladness  of  the  souls 
who  have  attained  Elysium  : 

For  them  the  night  all  through, 

In  that  broad  realm  below, 
The  splendor  of  the  sun  spreads  endless  light ; 

'Mid  rosy  meadows  bright, 
Their  city  of  the  tombs  with  incense-trees. 

And  golden  chalices 

Of  flowers,  and  fruitage  fair. 

Scenting  the  breezy  air. 
Is  laden.     There  with  horses  and  with  play. 
With  games  and  lyres,  they  while  the  hours  away. 

On  every  side  around 

Pure  happiness  is  found, 
With  all  the  blooming  beauty  of  the  world  ; 

There  fragrant  smoke,  upcurled 
From  altars  where  the  blazing  fire  is  dense 

With  perfumed  frankincense, 

Burned  unto  gods  in  heaven. 

Through  all  the  land  is  driven. 


*  The  reputation  gained  by  Simonides  among  the  ancients  for  the  sorrow 
of  his  song  is  proved  by  the  phrase  of  Catullus, — "'Moestius  lachrymis  Simo- 
nideis"  (more  sad  than  tears  shed  by  Simonides). 
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Making  its  pleasant  place  odorous 

With  scented  gales  and  sweet  airs  amorous. 

The  same  note  of  melancholy  reflection  upon  transient  human 
life  may  he  traced  in  the  following  fragment  ascribed  to  Simoni- 
des.  He  is  apparently  rebuking  Cleobulus  of  Lindus  in  Rhodes 
for  an  arrogant  epigraph  inscribed  upon  some  stele. 

Those  who  are  wise  in  heart  and  mind, 
0  Lindian  Cleobulus,  find 
Natiglit  in  thy  shallow  vaunt  aright ; 
Who  with  the  streams  that  flow  for  a}"e, 
The  vernal  flowers  that  bloom  and  die, 
The  fiery  sun,  the  moon's  mild  rays, 
The  strong  sea's  eddying  water-ways, 
Matchest  a  marble  pillar's  might — 
Lo,  all  things  that  have  being  arc 
To  the  high  gods  inferior  far ; 
But  carven  stone  may  not  withstand 
Even  a  mortal's  ruthless  hand. 
Therefore  thy  words  no  wisdom  teach 
More  than  an  idiot's  idle  speech. 

What  has  been  said  about  Simonides  applies  in  a  great  measure 
also  to  Bacchylides,  who  was  his  nephew,  pupil,  and  faithful  f(jl- 
lower.  The  personality  of  Bacchylides,  as  a  man  and  a  poet,  is 
absorbed  in  that  of  his  uncle — the  greater  bard,  the  more  distin- 
guished actor  on  the  theatre  of  the  world.  While  Simonides 
played  his  part  in  public  life,  Bacchylides  gave  himself  up  to  the 
elegant  pleasures  of  society ;  while  Simonides  celebrated  in  epi- 
grams the  military  glories  of  the  Greeks,  Bacchylides  wrote  wine- 
songs  and  congratulatory  odes.  Ilis  descriptions  of  Bacchic  in- 
toxication and  of  the  charms  of  peace  display  the  same  careful 
word-painting  as  the  description  by  Simonides  of  Orpheus,  with 
more  luxuriance  of  sensual  suggestion.  His  threnoi  exhibit  the 
same  Ionian  despondency  and  resignation — a  dead  settled  calm, 
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an  elegant  stolidity  of  epicureanism.  That  this  excellent,  if  some- 
what languid,  lyrist  may  receive  liis  due  meed  of  attention,  I  have 
selected  his  most  important  fragment,  the  Praise  of  Peace,  for 
translation  (Bcrglc,  vol.  iii.  p.  1230) : 

To  mortal  men  Peace  giveth  these  good  things : 

Wealth,  and  the  flowers  of  honey-throated  song ; 

The  flame  that  springs 

On  carven  altars  from  fat  sheep  and  kine, 

Slain  to  the  gods  in  heaven  ;  and,  all  day  long. 

Games  for  glad  youths,  and  flutes,  and  wreaths,  and  circling  wine. 

Then  in  the  steely  shield  swart  spiders  weave 

Their  web  and  dusky  woof : 

Rust  to  the  pointed  spear  and  sword  doth  cleave ; 

The  brazen  trump  sounds  no  alarms ; 

Nor  is  sleep  harried  from  our  eyes  aloof. 

But  with  sweet  rest  my  bosom  warms : 

The  streets  are  thronged  with  lovely  men  and  young, 

And  hymns  in  praise  of  boys  like  flames  to  heaven  are  flung. 

The  tone  common  to  Simonides  and  Bacchylidcs  in  funeral  po- 
ems will  be  illustrated  by  tlie  four  following  fragments:* 

Being  a  man,  say  not  what  comes  to-morrow, 
Nor,  seeing  one  in  bliss,  how  long  'twill  last ; 
For  wide-winged  fly  was  ne'er  of  flight  so  fast 
As  change  to  sorrow. 

Nay,  not  those  elder  men,  who  lived  of  yore. 
Of  sceptred  gods  the  half-immortal  seed, 
Not  even  they  to  prosperous  old  age  wore 
A  life  from  pain  and  death  and  danger  freed. 

Short  is  the  strength  of  men,  and  vain  their  trouble, 
Through  their  brief  age  sorrows  on  sorrows  double ; 
O'er  each  and  all  hangs  death  escaped  by  none ; 
Of  him  both  good  and  bad  an  equal  lot  have  won. 


*  See  Bergk,  vol.  iii.  pp.  1128,  1129,  1132,  1227. 
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For  mortal  men  not  to  be  born  is  best, 
Nor  e'er  to  see  the  bright  beams  of  the  day ; 
Since,  as  life  rolls  away, 
No  man  that  breathes  was  ever  alway  blest. 

Here  we  must  stop  short  in  the  front  of  Pindar — the  Hamlet 
among  these  lesser  actors,  the  Shakespeare  among  a  crowd  of  in- 
ferior poets.  To  treat  of  Greek  lyrical  poetry  and  to  omit  Pin- 
dar is  a  paradox  in  action.  Yet  Pindar  is  so  colossal,  so  much 
apart,  that  he  deserves  a  separate  study,  and  cannot  be  dragged 
in  at  the  end  of  a  bird's-eye  view  of  a  period  of  literature.  At 
the  time  of  Pindar,  poetry  was  sinking  into  mannerism.  He 
by  the  force  of  his  native  originality  gave  it  a  wholly  fresh  di- 
rection, and  created  a  style  as  novel  as  it  was  inimitable.  Like 
some  high  mountain-peak,  upon  the  border-land  of  plain  and  less- 
er hills,  he  stands  alone,  sky-piercing  and  tremendous  in  his  soli- 
tary strength. 

Before,  however,  entering  upon  the  criticism  of  Pindar's  poe- 
try, it  will  be  of  service  to  complete  this  review  of  the  Greek  lyric 
by  some  specimens  of  those  later  artificial  literary  odes,  a  few  of 
which  have  been  preserved  for  us  by  the  anthologists  and  gram- 
marians. The  following  Hymn  to  Virtue  has  a  special  interest, 
since  it  is  ascribed  to  Aristotle,  the  philosopher,  and  makes  allu- 
sion to  his  friend,  the  tyrant  of  Atarneus.  The  comparative  dry- 
ness of  the  style  is  no  less  characteristic  of  the  age  in  which  the 
poem  is  supposed  to  have  been  written,  than  its  animating  mo- 
tive, the  beauty  of  Virtue,  is  true  to  the  Greek  conception  of  mo- 
rality and  heroism. 

Virtue,  to  men  thou  bringest  care  and  toil ; 
Yet  art  thou  life's  best,  fairest  spoil ! 
0  virgin  goddess,  for  thy  beauty's  sake 
To  die  is  delicate  in  this  our  Greece, 
Or  to  endure  of  pain  the  stern  strong  ache. 
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Such  fruit  for  our  soul's  ease 
Of  joys  undying,  dearer  far  than  gold 
Or  home  or  soft-eyed  sleep,  dost  thou  unfold ! 

It  was  for  thee  the  seed  of  Zeus, 
Stout  Ilerakles,  and  Leda's  twins,  did  choose 
Strength-draining  deeds,  to  spread  abroad  thy  name : 

Srait  with  the  love  of  thee, 

Aias  and  Achileus  went  smilingly 
Down  to  Death's  portal,  crowned  with  deathless  fame. 

Now,  since  thou  art  so  fair, 

Leaving  the  lightsome  air, 
Atarneus'  hero  hath  died  gloriously. 
"Wherefore  immortal  praise  shall  be  his  guerdon : 
His  goodness  and  his  deeds  are  made  the  burden 

Of  songs  divine 

Sung  by  Memory's  daughters  nine, 
Hynniing  of  hospitable  Zeus  the  might 
And  friendship  firm  as  fate  in  fate's  despite. 

The  next  is  a  Hymn  to  Ilcaltli,  hardly  less  true  to  Greek  feel- 
iiif?  than  the  Hymn  to  Virtue.  Simonides,  it  will  be  remembered, 
had  said  that  the  first  and  best  possession  to  be  desired  by  man  is 
health.  The  ode  is  but  a  rhetorical  expansion  of  this  sentence, 
showinf?  that  none  of  the  good  things  of  human  life  can  be  en- 
joyed without  physical  \vell-being. 

Health  !     Eldest,  most  august  of  all 
The  blessed  gods,  on  thee  I  call ! 
Oh,  let  me  spend  with  thee  the  rest 
Of  mortal  life,  securely  blest ! 
Oh,  mayst  thou  be  my  house-mate  still. 
To  shield  and  shelter  me  from  ill ! 

If  wealth  have  any  grace, 
If  fair  our  children's  face ; 
If  kinghood,  lifting  men  to  be 
Peers  with  the  high  gods'  cmpery ; 
99 


338  TIJ^  GREEK  POETS. 

If  young  Love's  flyiug  feet 

Through  secret  snares  be  sweet ; 
If  aught  of  all  heaven's  gifts  to  mortals  sent, 
If  rest  from  care  be  dear,  or  calm  content — 
These  goodly  things,  each,  all  of  them,  with  thee 

Bloom  everlastingly, 
Blest  Health  !     Yea,  Beauty's  year 
Breaks  into  spring  for  thee,  for  only  thee ! 
Without  thee  no  man's  life  is  aught  but  cold  and  drear. 

As  an  example  of  the  paean  or  the  prosodial  hymn,  when  it  as- 
sumed a  literary  form,  I  may  select  an  ode  to  Phoebus,  which 
bears  the  name  of  Dionysius.  Apollo  is  here  addressed  in  his 
character  of  Light-giver,  and  leader  of  the  lesser  powers  of  heav- 
en. The  stars  and  the  moon  are  his  attendants,  rejoicing  in  his 
music,  and  deriving  from  his  might  their  glory. 

Let  all  wide  heaven  be  still ! 

Be  silent  vale  and  hill, 

Earth  and  whispering  wind  and  sea. 

Voice  of  birds  and  echo  shrill ! 

For  soon  amid  our  choir  will  be 
Phoebus  with  floating  locks,  the  Lord  of  Minstrelsy ! 

0  father  of  the  snow-browed  morn  ; 

Thou  who  dost  drive  the  rosy  car 

Of  day's  wing-footed  coursers,  borne 

With  gleaming  curls  of  gold  unshorn 

Over  heaven's  boundless  vault  afar ; 

Weaving  the  woof  of  myriad  rays, 

Wealth-scattering  beams  that  burn  and  blaze, 

En  winding  them  round  eai'th  in  endless  maze ! 
The  rivers  of  thy  fire  undying 

Beget  bright  day,  our  heart's  desire : 
The  throng  of  stars  to  greet  thee  flying 
Through  cloudless  heaven,  join  choric  dances, 
Hailing  thee  king  with  ceaseless  crying 

For  joy  of  thy  Phoebean  lyre. 
In  front  the  gray-eyed  Moon  advances 
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Drawn  by  her  snow-white  heifers  o'er 

Night's  silent  silvery  dancing-floor : 
With  gladness  her  mild  bosom  burns 
As  round  the  daedal  world  she  turns. 

From  these  specimens  we  may  infer  the  character  of  that  semi- 
ethical,  semi-religious  lyric  poetry  which  was  produced  so  copi- 
ously in  Greece,  and  of  which  we  have  lost  all  but  accidental  rem- 
nants. Though  not  to  be  compared  for  grandeur  of  style  and 
abundance  of  grace  with  the  odes  of  Pindar  and  the  fragments 
of  Simonides,  they  display  a  careful  workmanship,  a  clear  and 
harmonious  development  of  ideas,  that  make  us  long,  alas  too 
vainly,  for  the  treasures  of  a  literature  now  buried  in  irrevocable 
oblivion. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

PIXDAR. 

His  Life. — Legends  connected  with  him. — The  Qualities  of  his  Poetry. — Tlie 
Olympic  Games. — Pindar's  Professional  Character. — His  Morality. — His 
Religious  Belief. — Doctrine  of  a  Future  State. — Rewards  and  Puuish- 
ments. — The  Structure  of  his  Odes. — The  Proemia  to  his  Odes. — His  Dif- 
ficulty and  Tumidity  of  Style. 

Pindar,  in  spite  of  his  great  popularity  amono;  the  Greeks,  of- 
fers no  exception  to  the  rule  that  we  know  but  little  of  the  lives 
of  the  illustrious  poets  and  artists  of  the  world.  His  parents  be- 
longed to  the  town  of  Cynoscephalse  ;  but  Pindar  himself  resided 
at  Thebes,  and  spoke  of  Thebes  as  his  native  place — 9///3a  jiu-tp 
ifia.  That  his  father  w'as  called  Daiphantus  appears  tolerably 
certain ;  and  we  may  fix  the  date  of  his  birth  at  about  522  B.C. 
He  lived  to  the  age  of  seventy-nine ;  so  that  the  flourishing  period 
of  his  life  exactly  coincides  with  the  great  Persian  struggle,  in 
which  he  lived  to  see  Hellas  victorious.  He  had  three  children — 
a  son,  Daiphantus,  and  two  daughters,  Eumetis  and  Protomache. 
His  family  was  among  the  noblest  and  most  illustrious  of  Thebes, 
formino;  a  branch  of  the  ancient  house  of  the  ^geidse,  who  set- 
tied  both  at  Thebes  and  Sparta  in  heroic  times,  and  offshoots 
from  whom  were  colonists  of  Thcra  and  Cyrene.  Thus  many  of 
the  heroes  celebrated  by  Pindar,  and  many  of  the  illustrious  men 
to  whom  he  dedicates  his  odes,  were  of  his  own  kin.  Genius  for 
the  art  seems  to  have  been  hereditary  in  the  family  of  Pindar,  as 
it  was  in  that  of  Stesichorus  and  of  Simonides ;  therefore,  when 
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tlic  youth  sliowecl  an  aptitude  for  poetry,  his  father  readily  ac- 
ceded to  his  wishes,  and  sent  him  to  Athens  to  learn  the  art  of 
composing  for  the  chorus  from  Lasos,  the  then  famous  but  now 
forgotten  antagonist  of  the  bard  of  Ceos.  Before  his  twentieth 
year,  Pindar  returned  to  Thebes  and  took,  it  is  said,  instruction 
from  the  poetesses  Myrtis  and  Corinna.  To  this  period  of  his 
artistic  career  belongs  the  oft-told  talc,  according  to  which  Corinna 
bade  her  pupil  interweave  myths  with  his  panegyrics,  and  when, 
following  her  advice,  he  produced  an  ode  in  which  he  had  ex- 
hausted all  the  Theban  legends,  told  him  -rj  x'^'-P'-  ^^'^  (nreipnr, 
uXXa  fi))  6\a)  Tu)  dvXai^u — that  one  ought  to  sow  with  the  hand  and 
not  with  the  whole  sack.  Against  both  Myrtis  and  Corinna,  Pin- 
dar entered  the  lists  of  poetical  contest.  Corinna  is  reported  to 
have  beaten  him  five  times,  and  never  to  have  been  vanquished  by 
her  more  illustrious  rival.  Pausanias  hints  that  she  owed  her  vic- 
tories to  her  beauty,  and  to  the  fact  that  she  wrote  in  a  broad 
^olic  dialect,  more  suited  to  the  ears  of  her  judges  than  Pindar's 
Doric  style.  The  same  circumstance  which  insured  her  this  tem- 
porary triumph  may  have  caused  her  ultimate  neglect.  The  frag- 
ment we  possess  of  Corinna — 

fiiiKpojii]  St  K))  Xiyovpnv  Moiprid'  twvja 
oTi  (3a.va  ^ovff  tj3a  IlivSctpoio  ttot'  ipiv. 

"  I  blame  the  clear-voiced  Myrtis  for  that,  a  woman,  she  contend- 
ed against  Pindar,"  is  curiously  at-variance  with  her  own  practice. 
Its  JEolisms  prove  how  local  and  provincial  her  language  must 
have  been. 

The  history  of  Pindar's  life  is  the  record  of  his  poetical  com- 
positions. He  was  essentially  a  professional  artist,  taking  no  ac- 
tive part  in  politics,  and  studying  to  perfect  his  poetry  all  through 
the  perilous  days  of  Salamis  and  Plattca — like  Michael  Angelo, 
who  went  on  modelling  and  hewing  through  the  sack  of  Rome, 
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the  fall  of  Florence,  the  decline  of  Italian  freedom,  with  scarce  a 
•word  to  prove  the  anguish  of  his  patriot  soul.  Pindar,  unlike  his 
fellow-countrymen,  did  not  side  with  the  Persians,  but  felt  enthu- 
siasm for  Athens,  the  'iptia^a  "EXXacoQ  (buttress  of  Hellas),  as  he 
calls  her  in  a  dithyramb*  (Fr.  iv.).  For  this  he  was  made  Proxenos 
of  Athens,  and  received  a  present  of  10,000  drachmas.  It  is  said 
that  the  Thebans  fined  him  for  his  implied  reflections  upon  them, 
and  that  Athens  paid  the  debt.  These  facts,  if  true,  testify  to  the 
post  of  honor  which  a  mighty  poet  occupied  in  Hellas,  when  the 
vox  et  prceterea  nihil  of  a  bard,  inspired  indeed  by  Muses,  but  de- 
pendent on  a  patron  for  his  bread,  was  listened  to  '^'ith  such  jeal- 
ous ears  by  the  rulers  of  great  cities.  The  last  Isthmian  ode 
shows  in  Avhat  a  noble  spirit  Pindar  felt  the  dangers  of  Hellas 
during  her  deadly  strife  with  Persia,  and  how  he  could  scarcely 
breathe  for  anxiety  until  the  stone  of  Tantalus  suspended  over  her 
had  been  arrested.     In  the  Procmium  he  says : 

"  For  Cleandei'  and  his  prime  of  beauty  let  some  one,  0  ye  youths,  bear  the 
glorious  meed  of  toil  to  the  splendid  portals  of  his  sire  Telesarehus,  the  revel- 
song,  which  pays  him  for  his  Isthmian  victory  and  for  his  might  in  Nemean 
games.  For  him  I  too,  though  grieved  in  soul,  am  asked  to  call  upon  the 
golden  Muse.  Freed  as  we  are  from  mighty  griefs,  let  us  not  fall  into  the 
bereavement  of  victorious  crowns,  nor  nurse  our  cares  ;  but  ceasing  from  vain 
sorrows,  spread  we  honeyed  song  abroad  thus  after  our  great  trouble  :  foras- 
much as  of  a  truth  some  god  hath  turned  aside  the  stone  of  Tantalus  which 
hung  above  our  heads — intolerable  suffering  for  Hellas.  Me  verily  the  pass- 
ing away  of  dread  hath  cured  not  of  all  care ;  yet  it  is  ever  better  to  notice 
what  is  present :  for  treacherous  time  is  hung  above  the  lives  of  men,  rolling 
the  torrent  of  their  days.  Still,  with  freedom  on  our  side,  men  can  cure  even 
these  evils  ;  and  it  is  our  duty  to  attend  to  wholesome  hope." 

Pindar  passed  his  time  chiefly  at  Thebes,  where  his  home  was. 
But  he  also  visited  the  different  parts  of  Greece,  frequently  stay- 
ing at  Delphi,  where  the  iron  chair  on  which  he  sat  and  sang  was 
*  This  and  all  references  are  made  to  Bergk's  text  of  Pindar. 
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long  preserved;  and  also  journeying  to  the  houses  of  his  patrons 
— Hiero  of  Syracuse,  and  presumably  Theron  of  Agrigentum,  and 
perhaps,  too,  Alexander  of  Macedon.  Olympia  must  have  often 
received  him  as  a  guest,  as  Avell  as  the  island  of  ^gina,  where  he 
had  many  friends.  Odes  were  sent  by  him  to  Cyrene,  to  Ceos,  to 
Rhodes — on  what  tablets,  we  may  wonder,  adorned  with  what 
caligraphy  from  Pindar's  stylus,  in  what  casket  worthy  of  the 
man  who  loved  magnificence  ?  The  Rhodians  inscribed  his  sev- 
enth Olympian — the  most  radiant  panegyric  of  the  sea-born  isle 
of  Helios — in  letters  of  gold  on  the  walls  of  their  temple  of  the 
Lindian  Athene.  In  the  midst  of  his  artistic  labors,  and  while 
serving  many  patrons,  Pindar,  as  we  shall  see,  preserved  his  dig- 
nity and  loftiness  of  moral  character. 

Pindar  is  said  to  have  died  in  the  theatre  at  Argos,  in  the  arms 
of  Theoxenos,  a  youth  whom  he  loved  passionately,  and  whom  he 
has  praised  in  the  most  sublime  strains  for  his  beauty  in  a  scoli- 
on,  the  fragment  of  which  we  possess.*  Anacreon  choked  by  a 
grape-stone ;  Sophocles  breathing  out  his  life  together  with  the 
pathetic  lamentations  of  Antigone ;  ^schylus  killed  on  the  sea- 
shore by  the  eagle  whose  flight  he  had  watched;  Empedocles  com- 
mitting his  fiery  but  turbid  spirit  to  the  flames  of  Etna ;  Sappho 
drowning  her  sorrows  in  the  surf  of  the  Leucadian  sea ;  Ibycus,  the 
poet-errant,  murdered  by  land-robbers ;  Euripides  torn  to  pieces 
like  his  own  Pentheus ;  Archilochus  honored  in  his  death  by  an 
oracle  that  cursed  his  battle-foe ;  Pindar,  amid  the  plaudits  of  the 
theatre,  sinking  back  into  the  arms  of  his  Theoxenos  and  dying  in 
a  noontide  blaze  of  glory — these  are  the  appropriate  and  dramatic 
endings  which  the  literary  gossips  among  the  Greeks,  always  in- 
ventively ingenious,  ascribed  to  some  of  their  chief  poets.  Se 
non  son  veri,  son  ben  trovati. 

Some  purely  legendary  details  show  the  estimation  in  which 

*  See  above,  p.  303. 
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Pindar  was  held  by  his  countrymen.  Multitudes  of  bees  are  said 
to  have  settled  on  his  lips  when  he  was  an  infant.  Pan  chose  a 
hymn  of  his  and  sang  it  on  the  mountains,  honoring  a  mortal 
poet  with  his  divine  voice.  The  Mother  of  the  gods  took  up  her 
dwelling  at  his  door.  Lastly,  we  have  the  famous  story  of  the 
premonition  of  his  death  in  dreams — a  legend  of  peculiar  signifi- 
cance, when  we  remember  that  Pindar,  like  Sir  Thomas  Browne, 
believed  that "  we  are  more  than  ourselves  in  our  sleep,"  and  wi'otc  : 

All  by  liappy  fate  attain 

The  end  that  frees  them  from  their  pain ; 

And  the  body  yields  to  death, 

But  the  shape  of  vital  breath 

Still  in  life  continueth ; 

It  alone  is  heaven's  conferring : 

Sleeps  it  when  the  limbs  are  stirring. 
But  when  they  sleep,  in  many  dreams  it  shows 
The  coming  consummation  botli  of  joys  and  woes.* 

Just  before  his  death,  then,  Pindar  sent  to  inquire  of  the  oracle 
of  Amnion  what  was  best  for  man  ;  and  the  answer,  which  he  had 
already  himself  anticipated  in  his  commemoration  of  Trophonius 
and  Agamedes,  was — Death.  Meanwhile  Persephone  appeared  to 
him  in  his  sleep,  and  told  him  that  he  should  praise  her  in  her 
own  realm,  although  on  earth  he  had  left  her,  alone  of  the  blest 
gods,  unsung.  Ten  days  afterwards  he  died.  The  hymn  which 
Pindar  composed  for  Persephone  in  Hades  was  dictated  to  a  The- 
ban  woman  by  his  ghost — so  runs  the  tale — and  written  down. 
After  his  death,  Pindar  received  more  than  heroic  honors.  They 
kept  his  iron  chair  at  Delphi ;  and  the  priest  of  Phoebus,  before  he 
shut  the  temple  gates,  cried,  "  Let  Pindar  the  poet  go  into  the  ban- 
quet of  the  god."  At  Athens  his  statue  -was  erected  at  the  public 
cost.  At  Thebes  his  house  was  spared  in  the  ruin  of  two  sieges: 
*  Translated  by  Conington,  from  Fragment  ii.  of  Dirges. 
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Lift  not  thy  spear  against  the  Muse's  bower ; 
The  great  Emathian  conqueror  bid  spare 
The  house  of  Pindarus,  when  temple  and  tower 
Went  to  the  ground. 

At  Rhodes,  as  we  have  seen,  an  ode  of  his  was  sculptured  on  the 
temple  walls  of  Pallas.  Throughout  the  future,  as  long  as  Greet 
poetry  endured,  he  was  known  emphatically  by  the  title  of  6  \v- 

Pindar  was  famous,  as  these  semi-mythical  stories  about  his  in- 
fancy and  old  age  indicate,  for  piety.  Unlike  Horace,  who  calls 
himself  Parens  deorum  cultor  et  infrequens,  Pindar  was  a  devout 
and  steadfast  servant  of  his  country's  gods.  He  dedicated  a 
shrine  or  fiarpuJoy  near  his  own  house  to  the  Mother  of  the  gods, 
a  statue  to  Zeus  Amnion  in  Libya,  and  one  to  Hermes  in  the 
Theban  agora.  The  whole  of  his  poetry  is  impregnated  with  a 
lively  sense  of  the  divine  in  the  world.  Accepting  the  religious 
traditions  of  his  ancestors  with  simple  faith,  he  adds  more  of 
spiritual  severity  and  of  mystical  morality  than  we  find  in  Homer. 
Yet  he  is  not  superstitious  or  credulous.  He  can  afford  to  criti- 
cise the  myths  like  Xenophanes  and  Plato,  refusing  to  believe 
that  a  blessed  god  could  be  a  glutton.  In  Pindar,  indeed,  we  see 
the  fine  flower  of  Hellenic  religion,  free  from  slavish  subservience 
to  creeds  and  ceremonies,  capable  of  extracting  sublime  morality 
from  mythical  legends,  and  adding  to  the  old  glad  joyousness  of 
the  Homeric  faith  a  deeper  and  more  awful  perception  of  super- 
human mysteries.  The  philosophical  scepticism  which  in  Greece, 
after  the  age  of  Pericles,  corroded  both  the  fabric  of  mythology 
and  the  indistinct  doctrines  of  theological  monotheism,  had  scarce- 
ly yet  begun  to  act. 

Passing  to  the  poetry  of  Pindar,  we  have  a  hard  task  before  us. 
What  can  be  said  adequate  to  such  a  theme?  "What  can  be  left 
unsaid  of  the  many  thoughts  that  ought  to  be  expressed  ?     At  the 
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time  of  Pindar's  youth,  lyrical  poetry  in  Greece  was  sinking  into 
mannerism.  He,  by  the  force  of  his  originality,  gave  it  a  wholly 
new  direction,  and,  coming  last  of  the  great  Dorian  lyrists,  taught 
posterity  Avhat  sort  of  thing  an  ode  should  be.  The  grand  pre- 
eminence of  Pindar  as  an  artist  was  due  in  a  great  measure  to  his 
personality.  Frigid,  austere,  and  splendid ;  not  genial  like  that 
of  Simonidcs,  not  passionate  like  that  of  Sappho,  not  acrid  like 
that- of  Archilochus;  hard  as  adamant,  rigid  in  moral  firmness, 
flittering  with  the  strong  keen  light  of  snow ;  haughty,  aristo- 
ci'atic,  magnificent — the  unique  personality  of  the  man  Pindar,  so 
irresistible  in  its  influence,  so  hard  to  characterize,  is  felt  in  every 
strophe  of  his  odes.  In  his  isolation  and  elevation  Pindar  stands 
like  some  fabled  heaven-aspiring  peak,  conspicuous  from  afar, 
girdled  at  the  base  with  ice  and  snow,  beaten  by  winds,  wreathed 
round  with  steam  and  vapor,  jutting  a  sharp  and  dazzling  outline 
into  cold  blue  ether.  Few  things  that  have  life  dare  to  visit  him 
at  his  grand  altitude.  Glorious  with  sunlight  and  with  stars, 
touched  by  rise  and  set  of  day  with  splendor,  he  shines  when 
other  lesser  heights  are  dulled.  Pindar  among  his  peers  is  soli- 
tary. He  had  no  communion  with  the  poets  of  his  day.  He  is 
the  eagle ;  Simonidcs  and  Bacchylides  are  jackdaws.  He  soars 
to  the  empyrean ;  they  haunt  the  valley  mists.  Noticing  this 
rocky,  barren,  severe,  glittering  solitude  of  Pindar's  soul,  critics 
have  not  unfrequently  complained  that  Ids  poems  are  devoid  of 
individual  interest.  Possibly  they  have  failed  to  comprehend  and 
appreciate  the  nature  of  this  sublime  and  distant  genius,  whose 
character,  in  truth,  is  just  as  marked  as  that  of  Dante  or  of  Mi- 
chael Angelo. 

Since  I  have  indulged  in  one  metaphor  in  the  vain  attempt  to 
enter  into  some  rapport  with  Pindar,  let  me  proceed  to  illustrate 
the  Pindaric  influence — the  impression  produced  by  a  sympathet- 
ic study  of  his  odes  upon  the  imagination  saturated  witli  all  that 
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is  peculiar  in  his  gorgeous  style — by  the  deliberate  expansion  of 
some  similes,  wliicli  are  by  no  means  mere  ornaments  of  rhetoric, 
but  illustrations  carefully  selected  from  the  multitude  of  images 
forced  upon  the  mind  during  a  detailed  perusal  of  his  poetry. 
One  of  the  common  names  for  Pindar  is  the  Theban  Eagle.  This 
supplies  us  with  the  first  image,  -which  may  be  conveyed  in  the 
very  words  of  Dante  :* 

"  In  dreams  I  seemed  to  sec  an  eagle  hovering  in  air  on  wings  of  gold, 
with  pinions  spread  and  ready  to  swoop.  I  thought  I  was  on  the  spot  where 
Ganymede  was  taken  from  his  comrades  and  borne  aloft  to  the  celestial 
consistory.  I  pondered — peradventure  the  great  bird  only  strikes  this  hill, 
and  peradventure  scorns  to  snatch  elsewhere  his  prey.  Then  it  seemed  to 
me  that,  after  wheeling  a  while,  it  swooped,  terrible  like  lightning,  and  caught 
me  up  into  the  sphere  of  flame ;  and  there  I  thought  that  it  and  I  both  burn- 
ed ;  and  so  fiercely  did  the  fire  in  my  imagination  blaze,  that  sleep  no  longer 
could  endure,  but  broke." 

This  simile  describes  the  rapidity  and  fierceness  of  Pindar's  spirit, 
the  attnosphere  of  empyreal  splendor  into  which  he  bears  us  with 
strong  wings  and  clinging  talons.     Another  image  may  be  bor-' 
rowed  from  Horace,!  ^^'^^^  ^^y^» 

Fervet  immensusque  ruit  prof  undo  Pindarus  ore; 

likening  the  poet  to  a  torrent,  unrestrained,  roaring  to  the  woods 
and  precipices  with  a  thunderous  voice.  This  image  does  not, 
like  the  other,  fix  our  attention  upon  the  quality  peculiar  to  Pin- 
dar "Imong  all  the  poets  of  the  world — splendor,  fire,  the  blaze  of 
pure  effulgence.     But  it  does  suggest  another  characteristic,  which 

*  Furff.,  ix.  19. 

f  Carm.,  iv.  2.     Translated  thus  by  Conington  : 

Pindar,  like  torrent  from  the  steep 
Which,  swollen  with  rain,  its  banks  o'erflows, 
With  mouth  unfathomably  deep. 
Foams,  thunders,  glows. 
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is  the  stormy  violence  of  his  song,  that  chafes  within  its  limits 
and  seems  unable  to  advance  quickly  enough  in  spite  of  its  speed. 
This  violence  of  Pindar's  style,  as  of  some  snow-swollen  Alpine 
stream,  the  hungry  Arve  or  death-cold  Lutschine,  leaping  and 
raging  among  granite  boulders,  has  misled  Horace  into  the  notion 
that  Pindar's  odes  are  without  metrical  structure : 

numerisque  fertur 
Lege  solutis : 

whereas  we  know  that,  while  pursuing  his  eagle-flight  to  the  sun, 
or  thundering  along  his  torrent-path,  Pindar  steadily  observed  the 
laws  of  strophe,  antistrophe,  and  opode  with  consummate  art.  A 
third  figure  may  be  chosen  from  Pindar''"  himself. 

"As  when  a  man  takes  from  his  wealtliy  hand  a  goblet  foaming  with  the 
dew  of  the  grape,  and  gives  it  with  lieaUlis  and  pledges  to  his  youthful  son- 
in-law  to  bear  from  one  home  to  the  other  home,  golden,  the  crown  of  his  pos- 
sessions, gracing  the  feast  and  glorifying  his  kinsman,  and  makes  him  in  the 
eyes  of  the  assembled  friends  to  be  admired  for  his  harmonious  wedlock  :  so 
"I,  sending  outpoured  nectar,  the  Muse's  gift,  to  conquering  heroes,  the  sweet 
fruit  of  the  soul,  greet  them  like  gods,  victors  at  Olympia  and  Pytho." 

Then,  too,  he  adds :  "  With  the  lyre  and  with  the  various  voices 
of  flutes  f  I  have  come  with  Diagoras  across  the  sea,  chanting 
the  wave-born  daughter  of  the  Cyprian  goddess  and  the  bride  of 
Helios,  island  Rhodes."  In  this  passage  we  get  a  lively  impres- 
sion of  some  of  the  marked  qualities  of  Pindar.  Reading  his  po- 
etry is  like  quaffing  wine  that  bubbles  in  a  bowl  of  gold.  Then, 
too,  there  is  the  picture  of  the  poet,  gorgeously  attired,  with  his 
singing-robes  about  him,  erect  upon  the  prow  of  a  gilded  galley, 
floating  through  dazzling  summer-waves  towards  the  island  of  his 

*  Yth  01. 

f  Compare  this  with  the  passage  in  Pythian,  iii.  68,  where  Pindar  describes 
himself  'lov'iav  reiivwv  QaKaaaav. 
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love,  Rbodes  or  Sicily  or  JEgina.  The  lyre  and  the  flute  send 
their  clear  sounds  across  the  sea.  We  pass  temple  and  citadel  on 
shore  and  promontory.  The  banks  of  oars  sweep  the  flashing 
brine.  MeanAvhile  the  mighty  poet  stretches  forth  his  golden 
cup  of  song  to  greet  the  princes  and  illustrious  athletes  who 
await  him  on  the  marble  quays.  Reading  Pindar  is  a  progress 
of  this  pompous  kind.  Pindar,  as  one  of  his  critics  remarks,  was 
born  and  reared  in  splendor;  splendor  became  his  vital  atmos- 
phere. The  epithet  (piXayXaoQ,  which  he  gives  to  Girgenti,  suits 
himself.  The  splendor-loving  Pindar  is  his  name  and  title  for  all 
time.  If  we  search  the  vocabulary  of  Pindar  to  find  what  phrases 
are  most  frequently  upon  his  lips,  we  shall  be  struck  with  the 
great  preponderance  of  all  words  that  indicate  radiance,  magnifi- 
cence, lustre.  To  Pindar's  soul  splendor  was  as  elemental  as  har- 
mony to  Milton's.  Of  the  graces,  Aglaia  must  have  been  his  fa- 
vorite. Nor,  love  as  he  did  the  gorgeousness  of  wealth,  was  it 
mere  transitory  pomp,  the  gauds  and  trappings  of  the  world, 
Avhich  he  aduiired.  There  must  be  something  to  stir  the  depths 
of  his  soul — beauty  of  person,  or  perfection  of  art,  or  moral  radi- 
ance, or  ideal  grandeur.  The  blaze  of  real  magnificence  draws 
him  as  the  sun  attracts  the  eagle ;  he  does  not  flit  moth-like  about 
the  glimmer  of  mere  ephemeral  lights. 

After  these  three  figures,  which  illustrate  the  fiery  flight,  the 
torrent-fulness,  the  intoxicating  charm  of  Pindar,  one  remains  by 
which  the  magnetic  force  and  tumult  of  his  poetry  may  be  faint- 
ly adumbrated.  He  who  has  watched  a  sunset  attended  by  the 
passing  of  a  thunderstorm  in  the  outskirts  of  the  Alps ;  who  has 
seen  the  distant  ranges  of  the  mountains  alternately  obscured  by 
cloud  and  blazing  with  the  concentrated  brightness  of  the  sinkino- 
.sun,  while  drifting  scuds  of  hail  and  rain,  tawny  with  sunlight, 
glistening  with  broken  rainbows,  clothe  peak  and  precipice  and 
forest  in  the  golden  veil  of  flame-irradiated  vapor ;  who  has  heard 
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tlic  tluinder  bellow  in  tlie  tliwarting  folds  of  hills,  and  watched 
the  lightning,  like  a  snake's  tongue,  flicker  at  intervals  amid  gloom 
and  glory — knows  in  Nature's  language  what  Pindar  teaches  with 
the  voice  of  Art.  It  is  only  by  a  strained  metaphor  like  this  that 
any  attempt  to  realize  the  Sturm  und  Drang  of  Pindar's  style 
can  be  communicated.  In  plainer  language,  Pindar,  as  an  artist, 
combines  the  strong  flight  of  the  eagle,  the  irresistible  force  of 
the  torrent,  the  richness  of  Greek  wine,  the  majestic  pageantry  of 
Nature  in  one  of  her  sublimer  moods. 

Like  all  the  great  lyrists  of  the  Dorian  school,  Pindar  composed 
odes  of  various  species — hymns,  prosodia,  parthenia,  threnoi,  sco- 
lia,  dithyrambs,  as  well  as  epinikia.  Of  all  but  the  epinikian  odes 
we  have  only  inconsiderable  fragments  left ;  yet  these  are  sublime 
and  beautiful  enough  to  justify  us  in  believing  that  Pindar  sur- 
passed his  rivals  in  the  threnos  and  the  scolion  as  far  as  in  the 
epinikian  ode.  Forty-four  of  his  poems  we  possess  entire — four- 
teen Olympians,  twelve  Pythians,  eleven  Nemeans,  seven  Isthmi- 
ans. Of  the  occasions  which  led  to  the  composition  of  these  odes 
something  must  be  said.  The  Olympian  games  were  held  in  El  is 
once  in  five  years,  during  the  summer:  their  prize  Avas  a  wreath 
of  wild  olive.  The  Pythian  games  were  held  in  spring,  on  the 
Crissa^an  plain,  once  in  five  years :  their  prizes  were  a  wreath  of 
laurel  and  a  palm.  The  Nemean  games  Avere  held  in  the  groves 
of  Nemea,  near  Cleonae,  in  Argolis,  once  in  three  years :  their 
prize  was  a  wreath  of  parsley.  The  Isthmian  games  were  held 
at  Corinth,  once  in  three  years :  their  prize  was  a  Avroath  of  pine, 
native  to  the  spot.  The  Olympian  festival  honored  Zeus;  that 
of  Pytho,  Phoebus;  that  of  Nemea,  Zeus;  that  of  the  Isthmus, 
Poseidon.  Originally  they  were  all  of  the  nature  of  a  Tray))yvpiQ 
or  national  assembly  at  the  shrine  of  some  deity  local  to  the  spot, 
or  honored  there  with  more  than  ordinary  reverence.  The  Isth- 
mian games  in  particular  retained  a  special  character.     Instituted 


FIN  BAR.  351 

for  an  Ionian  dcitv,  Avliose  rites  the  men  of  Elis  refused  to  ac- 
knowledge,  they  failed  to  unite  the  whole  Greek  race.  The 
Greek  games,  like  the  Schwing-feste  and  shooting -matches  of 
Switzerland,  served  as  recurring  occasions  of  reunion  and  fellow- 
ship. Their  influence  in  preserving  a  Panhellenic  feeling  was 
very  marked.  During  the  time  of  the  feast,  and  before  and  af- 
ter, for  a  sufficient  number  of  days  to  allow  of  travellers  journey- 
ing to  and  from  Olympia  and  Delphi,  hostilities  were  suspended 
throughout  Hellas ;  safe-conduct  was  given  through  all  states  to 
pilgrims.  One  common  feeling  animated  all  the  Greeks  at  these 
seasons :  they  met  in  rivalry,  not  of  arms  on  the  battle-field,  but 
of  personal  prowess  in  the  lists.  And  though  the  various  fami- 
lies of  the  Hellenic  stock  were  never  united,  yet  their  games  gave 
them  a  common  object,  and  tended  to  the  diffusion  of  national 
ideas. 

Let  us  pause  to  imagine  the  scene  which  the  neighborhood  of 
Olympia  must  have  presented  as  the  great  recurring  festival  of 
the  Greek  race  approached — a  festival  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the 
word  popular,  but  at  the  same  time  consecrated  by  religion,  digni- 
fied by  patriotic  pride,  adorned  with  art.  The  full  blaze  of  summer 
is  overhead ;  plain  and  hill-side  yield  no  shade  but  what  the  spare 
branches  of  the  olive  and  a  few  spreading  pines  afford.  Along 
the  road  throng  pilgrims  and  deputies,  private  persons  journeying 
modestly,  and  public  ambassadors  gorgeously  equipped  at  the  ex- 
pense of  their  state.  Strangers  from  Sicily  or  Gyrene  or  Magna 
Gra3cia  land  from  galleys  on  the  coast  of  Elis.  Then  there  are  the 
athletes  with  their  trainers — men  who  have  been  in  rude  exercise 
for  the  prescribed  ten  months,  and  whose  limbs  are  in  the  bloom 
of  manly  or  of  boyish  strength.  Sages,  like  Gorgias  or  Prodicus 
or  Protagoras,  are  on  their  way,  escorted  by  bands  of  disciples, 
eager  to  engage  each  other  in  debate  beneath  the  porticos  of  the 
Olympian  Zeus.     Thales  or  Anaxagoras  arrives,  big  with  a  new 
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theory  of  the  universe.  Historians  like  Herodotus  are  carrying 
their  scrolls  to  read  before  assembled  Hellas.  Epic  poets  and 
rhapsodes  are  furnished  Avitli  tales  of  heroes,  freshly  coined  from 
their  own  brains  or  conned  with  care  from  Homer.  Rich  men 
bring  chariots  for  racing  or  display ;  the  more  a  man  spends  at 
Olympia,  the  more  he  honors  his  native  city.  Women,  we  need 
not  doubt,  are  also  on  the  road — Hetaira)  from  Corinth  and  Cy- 
prus and  Ionia.  Sculptors  show  models  of  their  slvill.  Potters 
exhibit  new  shapes  of  vases,  with  scrolls  of  honeysuckle  Avreath- 
ing  round  the  pictured  image  of  some  handsome  boy,  to  attract 
the  eyes  of  buyers.  Painters  have  their  tablets  and  colors  ready. 
Apart  from  these  more  gay  and  giddy  servants  of  the  public  taste, 
are  statesmen  and  diplomatists,  plenipotentiaries  despatched  to  feel 
the  pulse  of  Hellas,  negotiators  seeking  opportunities  for  safe  dis- 
cussion of  the  affairs  of  rival  cities.  Every  active  brain,  or  curi- 
ous eye,  or  wanton  heart,  or  well-trained  limb,  or  skilful  hand,  or 
knavish  wit  may  find  its  fit  employment  here.  A  mediteval  pil- 
grimage to  St.  James  of  Compostella  or  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury 
was  nothing  to  this  exodus  of  wit  in  Greece. 

As  they  approached  Olympia,  a  splendid  scene  burst  upon  the 
travellers'  eyes — the  plain  of  Elis,  rich,  deep -meado wed,  hoary 
with  olive-trees.  One  cried  to  the  other,  There  is  the  hill  of 
Cronion  !  There  is  the  grove  of  Altis !  Thither  flows  Alpheus 
to  the  sea !  Those  white  and  glittering  statues  are  the  portraits 
of  the  victors!  That  temple  is  the  house  of  everlasting  Zeus; 
beneath  its  roof  sits  the  Thunderer  of  Pheidias !  Every  step 
made  the  journey  more  exciting.  By  the  bed  of  the  Alpheus, 
tawny  in  midsummer  with  dusty  oleander-blossoms,  the  pilgrims 
passed.  At  last  they  enter  the  precincts  of  Olympian  Zeus :  the 
sacred  enclosure  is  alive  with  men  ;  the  statues  among  the  trees 
are  scaroely  more  wonder-worthy  in  their  glittering  marble  than 
are  the  bodies  of  the  athletes  moving  beneath  them.     The  first 
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preoccupation  of  every  Greek  wlio  visited  Olympia  was  to  see  the 
statue  of  Zeus.  Not  to  have  gazed  upon  this  masterpiece  of 
Pheidias  was,  according  to  a  Greek  proverb,  the  unhappiness  of 
life.  In  this,  his  greatest  work,  the  Athenian  sculptor  touched 
the  highest  point  of  art,  and  incarnated  the  most  sublime  concep- 
tion of  Greek  religious  thought.  The  god  was  seated  on  his 
throne ;  but,  even  so,  the  image  rose  to  the  height  of  forty  feet, 
Avrought  of  pure  ivory  and  gold.  At  his  feet  stood  figures  sym- 
bolical of  victory  in  the  Olympian  games :  among  them  the  por- 
trait of  Pantarkes,  himself  a  victor,  the  youth  whom  Pheidias 
loved.  In  designing  his  great  statue  the  sculptor  had  in  mind 
those  lines  of  Homer  which  describe  Zeus  nodding  his  ambrosial 
locks,  and  shaking  Olympus.  That  he  had  succeeded  in  present- 
ing to  the  eye  all  that  the  Greek  race  could  imagine  of  godlike 
power  and  holiness  and  peace  was  attested  not  only  by  the  uni- 
vei'sal  voice  of  Ilellas,  but  also  by  the  Romans  who  gazed  as  con- 
querors upon  the  god.  Lucius  Paulus  ^milius,  we  are  told,  after 
the  battle  of  Pydna,  swept  Greece,  and  coming  to  Olympia,  saw 
the  Pheidian  Zeus.  He  shuddered,  and  exclaimed  that  he  had 
set  mortal  eyes  upon  the  deity  incarnate.  Yet  Paulus  was  a  Ro- 
man trampling  with  his  legionaries  the  subject  states  of  fallen 
Hellas.  Cicero  proclaimed  that  Pheidias  had  copied  nothing  hu- 
man, but  had  carved  the  ideal  image  existing  in  an  inspired  mind. 
Zeus,  it  must  be  remembered,  was  the  supreme  god  of  the  Ar}^- 
an  race,  the  purest  divinity  of  the  Greek  cultus.  He  was  called 
Father,  Sire  of  gods  and  men.  Therefore  his  presence  in  the 
Panhellenic  temple  was  peculiarly  appropriate  and  awe-inspiring. 
AVe  may  imagine  the  feelings  of  an  athlete  coming  to  struggle 
for  the  fame  of  his  own  city,  when  he  first  approached  this  statue 
in  the  august  Olympian  shrine.  The  games  were  held  at  the  time 
of  a  full  moon;  through  the  hypsethral  opening  of  the  temple  >^ 
roof  fell  the  silver  rays  aslant  upon  those  solemn  lineaments,  mak- 
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ing  the  glow  of  ivory  and  gold  more  solemn  in  the  dimness  of  a 
■wondrous  gloom. 

Presidents  cboson  from  the  people  of  Elis,  and  named  Hella- 
nodikai,  awarded  the  prizes  and  controlled  the  conduct  of  the 
games.  From  their  decision,  in  cases  of  doubt,  there  was  a  final 
appeal  to  the  assembly  of  El  is.  In  the  morning  the  heralds 
opened  the  lists  with  this  proclamation  :'''  "  Now  begins  the  con- 
test that  dispenses  noblest  prizes ;  time  tells  you  to  delay  no  lon- 
ger." When  the  runners  were  ready,  the  heralds  started  them 
with  these  words,  "  I*ut  your  feet  to  the  line  and  run."  At  the 
end  of  the  day  they  cried,  "Now  ceases  the  contest  that  dispenses 
noblest  prizes ;  time  tells  you  to  delay  no  longer."  The  victor 
was  crowned  with  wild  olive,  and  led  by  his  friends  to  the  Tem- 
ple of  Zeus.  On  the  way  they  shouted  the  old  Archilochian  cho- 
rus, rijreWa  KiiWh'iKc,  to  which  Pindar  alludes  in  the  beginning 
of  his  9th  Olympian  :  "  The  song  of  Archilochus  uttered  at  Olym- 
pia,  the  triple  cry  of  Hail  Victorious !  was  enough  to  conduct 
.Epharmostus,  leading  the  revel  to  the  Cronian  hill  with  his  com- 
rades. But  now,  from  the  far-darting  bows  of  the  Muses,  ap- 
proach Zeus  of  the  blazing  thunder  and  the  holy  jutting  land  of 
Elis  with  these  mightier  shafts."  Sacrifice  and  banquet  took 
place  in  the  evening ;  and  happy  was  the  athlete  who,  in  this  su- 
preme moment,  was  greeted  by  Pindar  with  attendant  chorus  and 
musicians  of  the  flute  and  lyre.  Three  Olympians,  which  seem  to 
have  been  composed  and  chanted  on  the  spot,  survive — the  4th, 
the  8th,  the  lOtli.  The  proemia  to  these  odes,  two  of  which  are 
remarkably  short,  indicating  the  haste  in  which  they  had  been 
prepared,  sufficiently  establish  this  fact.  "  Supreme  hurler  of  the 
thunderbolt  that  never  tires,  Zeus !  Thy  festival  recurring  with 
the  season  brings  me  with  sound  of  lyre  and  song  to  witness  au- 
gust games."  "  Parent  of  golden-crowned  contests,  Olympia,  mis- 
*  Bergk,  Foetce  L>/nci,  p.  1301. 
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tress  of  trntli,"  etc.  But  it  could  not  be  expected  that  the  more 
elaborate  of  Pindar's  compositions  should  be  ready  on  such  occa- 
sions. It  usually  happened  that  the  victor  either  found  Pindar 
at  Olympia,  or  sent  a  message  to  him  at  Thebes,  and  bespoke  an 
ode,  adding  gifts  in  accordance  with  the  poet's  rank  and  fame. 
Then  Pindar  composed  his  epinikian,  which  was  sung  when  the 
conquero;-  returned  to  his  own  city.  The  ode  would  be  repeated 
on  successive  anniversaries  at  banquets,  sacrificial  festivals,  and 
processions  in  honor  of  the  victory.  The  ninth  Olympian,  which 
lias  been  already  quoted,  was,  for  example,  sung  at  a  banquet  in 
honor  of  Epharinostus  of  Opus,  after  the  altar  of  Ajax,  son  of 
Oileus,  had  been  crowned.  Pindar,  as  we  find  from  frequent  al- 
lusions in  the  odes,  had  such  a  press  of  work  that  he  often  delayed 
sending  his  poems  at  the  proper  time,  and  had  to  excuse  himself 
for  neglect.  In  the  second  Isthmian  he  records  a  delay  of  two 
years.  We  may  add  that  he  did  not  disdain  to  accept  money  for 
his  toil.  In  the  eleventh  Pythian  he  says :  "  Muse,  it  is  thy  part, 
since  thou  hast  contracted  to  give  thy  voice  for  gold,  to  set  it 
going  in  various  ways."  In  the  proemium  to  the  second  Isthmian 
he  somewhat  bitterly  laments  the  necessity  that  made  him  sell 
his  songs : 

"  The  men  of  old,  Tlirasybulus,  wlio  climbed  the  chariot  of  the  gold-crowiiod 
Muses,  and  received  a  famous  lyre,  lightly  shot  their  arrows  of  honey-voiced 
hymns  in  praise  of  boys,  of  him  whose  beauty  kept  the  summer  bloom  of 
youth,  that  sweetest  souvenir  of  Aphrodite  throned  in  joy.  For  the  Muse  as 
yet  loved  not  gain,  nor  worked  for  hire,  nor  were  sweet  and  tender  songs  with 
silvered  faces  sold  by  Terpsichore.  But  now  she  bids  us  keep  the  Argive's 
speech  in  miud ;  and  verily  it  hits  the  truth — that  money,  money,  money  makes 
the  man.     He  spoke  it  when  deserted  of  his  riches  and  his  friends." 

Yet  we  must  not  suppose  that  Pindar  sang  slavishly  the  praise 
of  every  bidder.  He  was  never  fulsome  in  his  panegyric.  He 
knew  how  to  mingle  eulogy  with  admonition.     If  his  theme  be 
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the  wealth  of  a  tyrant  like  Iliero,  he  reminds  him  of  the  dangers 
of  ambition  and  the  crime  of  avarice.  Arcesilaus  of  Cyrene  is 
warned*  to  remit  his  sentence  of  banishment  in  favor  of  a  pow- 
erful exile.  Victors,  puffed  up  with  the  pride  of  their  achievc- 
inents,  hear  from  him  how  variable  is  the  life  of  man,  how  all 
men  are  mere  creatures  of  a  day.  Handsome  youths  are  admon- 
ished to  beware  of  lawlessness  and  shun  incontinence.  Thus 
Pindar,  while  suiting  his  praises  to  the  persons  celebrated,  always 
interweaves  an  appropriate  precept  of  morality.  There  was  noth- 
ing that  he  hated  more  than  flattery  and  avarice,  and  grasping 
after  hiirher  honors  than  became  his  station.  In  him  more  than 
in  any  other  poet  were  apparent  the  Greek  virtues  of  evt^oafdn, 
tTwcppocrvfT),  and  all  the  moral  and  artistic  qualities  which  were 
summed  up  in  the  motto  /iijoei'  ayar.  f  Those  who  are  curious 
to  learn  Pindar's  opinions  on  these  points  may  consult  the  fol- 
lowing passages : J  Nem.  viii.  32  ;  id.  vii.  65  ;  Pyth.  xi.  50  ;  Isthm. 

*  Pyth.  iv.  263. 

f  These  pregnant  words  imply  self-government  and  self-restraint  in  obedi- 
ence to  a  high  ideal  of  order  and  symmetry,  as  opposed  to  the  perils  and  the 
uncomeliness  of  extravagance. 

jj.  "  Hateful  of  a  truth,  even  in  days  of  old,  was  treacherous  blandishment, 
attendant  of  wily  words  designing  guile,  mischief-making  slander,  which  loves 
to  wrest  the  splendor  of  fame  and  to  maintain  the  unreal  honors  of  ignoble 
men.  Never  may  such  be  my  temper,  Zeus,  my  father  !  but  may  I  follow  the 
plain  paths  of  life,  that,  dying,  I  may  leave  no  foul  fame  to  my  children.  Some 
pi'ay  for  gold,  and  some  for  vast  lands  ;  but  I  to  please  my  countrymen,  and 
so  to  hide  my  limbs  beneath  the  eartli,  praising  where  praise  is  due,  and  sow- 
ing blame  for  sinful  men.  Virtue  grows  and  blooms,  like  a  tree  that  shoots 
up  under  fostering  dews,  when,  skilled  men  and  just  raise  it  towards  the  liq- 
uid air."  ..."  Among  my  fellow-citizens  I  look  with  brightness  in  my  eye, 
not  having  overstepped  due  bounds,  and  having  removed  from  before  my  feet 
all  violence.  May  future  time  come  kindly  to  me."  ..."  May  I  obtain  from 
Heaven  the  desire  of  what  is  right,  aiming  at  things  within  my  powers  in  my 
prime  of  life.     For  finding,  as  I  do,  that  the  middle  status  in  a  city  flourishes 
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vii.  40 ;  id.  v.  14  ;  and,  lastly,  Pytli.  x.  22,  wliicli  contains  this 
truly  beautiful  description  of  a  thoroughly  successful  life,  as  mv- 
agined  by  a  Greek  : 

"  That  man  is  happy  and  songworthy  by  the  skilled,  who,  victorious  by 
might  of  hand  or  vigor  of  foot,  achieves  the  greatest  prizes  with  daring  and 
with  strength  ;  and  who  in  his  lifetime  sees  his  son,  while  yet  a  boy,  crowned 
happily  with  Pythian  wreaths.  The  brazen  heaven,  it  is  true,  is  inaccessible' 
to  him  ;  but  whatsoever  joys  we  race  of  mortals  touch,  he  reaches  to  the 
farthest  voyage." 

With  this  we  may  compare  the  story  of  happy  lives  told  by 
Croesus  to  Solon,  and  the  celebrated  four  lines  of  Simonides : 
"  Health  is  best  for  a  mortal  man  ;  next,  beauty ;  thirdly,  well- 
gotten  wealth  ;  fourthly,  the  pleasure  of  youth  among  friends." 

Closely  connected  with  Pindar's  ethical  beliefs  were  his  relig- 
ious notions,  which  were  both  peculiar  and  profound.  Two 
things  with  regard  to  his  theology  deserve  especial  notice  — 
its  conscious  criticism  of  existing  legends,  and  its  strong  Pytha- 
gorean bias,  both  combined  with  true  Hellenic  orthodoxy  in  all 
essentials.  One  of  the  greatest  difficulties  in  forming  an  exact 
estimate  of  the  creed  of  a  philosophical  Greek  intellect  is  to  know 
how  to  value  the  admixture  of  scientific  scepticism  on  the  one 
hand,  and  of  purer  theism  on  the  other.  About  Pindar's  time 
the  bodj^  of  Hellenic  mythology  was  being  invaded  by  a  double 
process  of  destructive  and  constructive  criticism.  Xenophanes, 
for  example,  very  plainly  denounced  as  absurd  the  anthropomor- 

with  more  lasting  prosperity,  I  deprecate  the  lot  of  kings."  ..."  Passing 
the  pleasure  of  the  days,  I  gently  glide  towards  old  age  and  man's  destined 
end ;.  for  all  alike  we  die :  yet  is  our  fortune  unequal ;  and  if  a  man  seek  far, 
short  is  his  strength  to  reach  the  brazen  seat  of  the  gods  :  verily  winged  Pe- 
gasus cast  his  lord  Bellcrophon,  who  sought  to  come  into  the  dwellings  of  the 
heaven,  unto  the  company  of  Zeus."  ..."  Seek  not  to  be  Zeus,  .  .  .  mortal 
fortunes  are  for  mortal  men." 
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pliic  Pantheon  made  in  the  image  of  man,  wliile  he  endeavored 
to  substitute  a  cult  of  the  One  God,  indivisible  and  incognizable. 
Plato  still  further«developed  the  elements  suggested  by  Xenopha- 
nes.  But  there  was  some  inherent  incapacity  in  the  Greek  intel- 
lect for  arriving  at  monotheism  by  a  process  of  rarefaction  and 
purification.  The  destructive  criticism  -which  in  Xenophanes, 
Pindar,  and  Plato  had  assailed  the  grosser  myths,  dwindled  into 
unfruitful  scepticism.  The  attempts  at  constructing  a  rational 
theosophy  ended  in  metaphysics.  Morality  was  studied  as  a 
separate  branch  of  investigation,  independent  of  destructive  crit- 
icism and  religious  construction.  Meanwhile  the  popular  poly- 
theism continued  to  flourish,  though  enfeebled,  degenerate,  and 
disconnected  from  the  nobler  impulses  of  poetry  and  art.  In 
Pindar  the  process  of  decadence  had  not  begun.  He  stood  at 
the  very  highest  point  which  it  was  possible  for  a  religious  Greek 
to  reach — combining  the  aesthetically  ennobling  enthusiasm  for 
the  old  Greek  deities  with  so  much  critical  acti\ity  as  enabled 
him  to  reject  the  grosser  myths,  and  with  that  moderate  amount 
of  theological  mysticism  which  the  unassisted  intellect  of  the 
Greeks  seemed  capable  of  receiving  without  degeneracy  into  pu- 
erile superstition.  The  first  Olympian  ode  contains  the  most 
decided  passages  in  illustration  of  his  critical  independence  of 
judgment : 

"  Impossible  is  it  for  me  to  call  one  of  the  blessed  ones  a  glutton :  I  stand 
aloof :  loss  hath  often  overtaken  evil  speakers." 

Again  : 

"  Truly  many  things  are  wonderful ;  and  it  may  be  that  in  some  cases  fa- 
bles dressed  up  with  cunning  fictions  beyond  the  true  account  falsify  the  tra- 
ditions of  men.  But  beauty,  which  is  the  author  of  all  delicious  things  for 
mortals,  by  giving  to  these  myths  acceptance,  ofttimes  makes  even  what  is 
incredible  to  be  credible :  but  succeeding  time  gives  the  most  certain  evidence 
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of  truth  ;  and  for  a  man  to  speak  nobly  of  the  gods  is  seemly ;  for  so  the 
blame  is  less." 

These  two  passages  suffice  to  prove  liow  freely  Pindar  handled 
the  myths,  not  indeed  exposing  them  to  the  corrosive  action  of 
mere  scepticism,  but  testing  them*  by  the  higher  standard  of  the 
healthy  human  conscience.  When  he  refuses  to  believe  that  the 
immortals  were  cannibals  and  ate  the  limbs  of  Pelops,  lie  is  like 
a  rationalist  avowino-  his  disbelief  in  the  savao;e  doctrine  of  eter- 
nal  damnation.  His  doubt  does  not  proceed  from  irreligion,  but 
from  faith  in  the  immutable  holiness  of  the  gods,  who  set  the 
ideal  standard  of  human  morality.  What  seems  to  him  false  in 
the  myths  he  attributes  to  the  accretions  of  ignorant  opinion  and 
vain  fancy  round  the  truth. 

The  mystical  element  of  Pindar's  creed,  whether  we  call  it  Or- 
phic or  Pythagorean,  is  remarkable  for  a  definite  belief  in  the 
future  life,  including  a  system  of  rewards  and  punishments;  for 
the  assertion  of  the  supreme  tribunal  of  conscience,!  and,  finally, 
for  a  reliance  on  rites  of  purification.  The  most  splendid  pas- 
sage in  which  these  opinions  are  expressed  by  Pindar  is  that 
portion  of  the  second  Olympian  in  which  he  describes  the  tor- 
ments of  the  wicked  and  the  blessings  of  the  just  beyond  the 
grave  : 

*  Compare  for  a  similar  freedom  of  judgment  Antigone's  famous  speech 
on  the  unwritten  Laws. 

f  The  conscience  forms  a  strong  point  in  the  ethical  systems  of  many  of 
tiie  ancients,  especially  of  Plato,  of  Lucretius,  of  Persius— authors  otherwise 
dissimilar  enough  as  representing  three  distinct  species  of  thought.  In  my- 
thology it  receives  an  imperfect  embodiment  in  the  Erinnyes,  who,  however, 
are  spiritual  forces  acting  from  without,  rather  than  from  within,  upon  the 
criminal.  Purifying  rites  belonged  to  the  Mysteries,  or  reXerai ;  they  formed 
a  prominent  feature  in  the  ethics  of  Empedocles  and  Pythagoras,  and  an  in- 
tegral part  of  the  cult  of  Apollo  and  the  nether  deities.  Philosophers  like 
Plato  rejected  them  as  pertaining  to  ceremonial  superstition. 
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"  Among  the  dead,  sinful  souls  at  once  pay  penalty,  and  the  crimes  done  in 
this  realm  of  Zeus  are  judged  beneath  the  earth  by  one  who  gives  sentence 
under  dire  necessity. 

"  But  the  good,  enjoying  perpetual  sunlight  equally  by  uight  and  day,  re- 
ceive a  life  more  free  from  woes  than  this  of  ours  ;  they  trouble  not  the  earth 
with  strength  of  hand,  nor  the  water  of  the  sea  for  scanty  sustenance  ;  but 
with  the  honored  of  the  gods,  all  they  who  delighted  in  the  keeping  of  their 
oath  pass  a  tearless  age :  the  others  suffer  woe  on  which  no  eye  can  bear  to 
look.  Those  who  have  thrice  endured  on  either  side  the  grave  to  keep  their 
spirits  wholly  free  from  crime,  journey  on  the  road  of  Zeus  to  the  tower  of 
Kronos :  where  round  the  islands  blow  breezes  ocean-borne ;  and  flowers  of 
gold  burn  some  on  the  land  from  radiant  trees,  and  others  the  wave  feeds; 
with  necklaces  whereof  they  twine  their  hands  and  brows,  in  the  just  decrees 
of  Rhadamauthus,  whom  father  Kronos  has  for  a  perpetual  colleague,  he  who 
is  spouse  of  Rhea  throned  above  all  gods. 

"  Peleus  and  Cadmus  are  numbered  among  these  :  and  thither  was  Achil- 
les brought  by  his  mother  when  she  swayed  the  heart  of  Zeus  with  prayer : 
he  who  slew  Hector,  the  invincible  firm  pillar  of  Troy,  and  gave  Cycnus  to 
death  and  Eo's  JSthiopian  son." 

The  following  fragments  from  threnoi*  translated  by  Profess- 
or Conino-ton  further  illustrate  Pindar's  belief  in  a  future  state 
of  weal  or  woe  : 

They  from  whom  Persephone 
Due  atonement  shall  receive 
For  the  things  that  made  to  giieve, 

To  the  upper  sunlight  she 

Sendeth  back  their  souls  once  more, 

Soon  as  winters  eight  are  o'er. 

From  those  blessed  spirits  spring 

Many  a  great  and  goodly  king, 

Many  a  man  of  glowing  might, 

Many  a  wise  and  learned  wight : 

And  while  after-days  endure. 

Men  esteem  them  heroes  pure. 


*  Bunsen's  God  in  History,  vol.  ii.  pp.  144  and  136. 
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And  airain 


Shines  for  tliem  the  sun's  warm  glow 
When  'tis  darkness  here  below  : 
And  the  ground  before  their  towers, 
Meadow-land  with  purple  flowers, 
Teems  with  incense-bearing  treen. 
Teems  with  fruit  of  golden  sheen. 
Some  in  steed  and  wrestling  feat, 
Some  in  dice  take  pleasure  sweet, 
Some  in  harping  :  at  their  side 
Blooms  the  spring  in  all  her  pride. 
Fragrance  all  about  is  blown 

O'er  that  country  of  desire. 
Ever  as  rich  gifts  are  thrown 

Freely  on  the  far-seen  fire, 
Blazing  from  the  altar-stone. 

4c  He  4:  :<<  If 

But  the  souls  of  the  profane, 

Far  from  heaven  removed  below, 
Flit  on  earth  in  murderous  pain 

'Neath  the  unyielding  yoke  of  woe  ; 
While  pious  spirits  tenanting  the  sky 
Chant  praises  to  the  mighty  one  on  high. 

For  Pindar's  conception  of  the  destinies  of  frail  humanity,  take 
this  sublime  but  melancholy  ending  to  an  ode*  which  has  been 
full  of  triumphant  exultation :  "  Brief  is  the  growing-time  of  joy 
for  mortals,  and  briefly,  too,  doth  its  flower  fall  to  earth  shaken 
by  fell  fate.  Things  of  a  day  !  what  are  Ave — and  w^hat  are  we 
not !  A  shadow's  dream  is  man.  But  when  the  splendor  that 
God  gives  descends,  then  there  remains  a  radiant  light  and  glad- 
some life  for  mortals."  Compare  with  this  the  opening  of  the 
sixth  Nemean : 

"  One  is  the  race  of  men,  and  one  the  race  of  gods  ;  from  one  mother  we 

*  Pyth.  viii. 
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both  draw  breath.  But  a  total  difference  of  force  divides  us,  since  man's 
might  is  naught,  while  brazen  heaven  abideth  a  sure  seat  for  a\e.  Keverthe- 
less,  we  ai-e  not  all  unlike  immortals  either  in  our  mighty  soul  or  strength  of 
limb,  though  we  know  not  to  what  goal  of  night  or  day  fate  hath  written 
down  for  us  to  run." 

Passing  to  the  consideration  of  Pindar  purely  as  an  artist,  we 
may  first  examine  the  structure  of  his  odes,  and  then  ilhistrate 
the  qualities  of  his  poetry  by  reference  to  some  of  the  more  splen- 
did proem ia  and  descriptions.  The  task  which  lay  before  hiui 
when  he  undertook  to  celebrate  a  victory  at  one  of  the  Greek 
games  was  this :  Some  I'ich  man  had  won  a  race  with  his  chariot 
and  horses,  or  sorne  strong  man  had  conquered  his  competitors 
by  activity  or  force  of  limb.  Pindar  had  to  praise  the  ricli  man 
for  his  wealth  and  liberality,  the  strong  man  for  his  endurance  of 
training  and  personal  courage  or  dexterity.  In  both  cases  the 
victor  might  be  felicitated  on  his  good-fortune — on  the  piece  of 
luck  Avliich  had  befallen  him  ;  and  if  he  were  of  comely  person 
or  illustrious  blood,  these  also  offered  topics  for  congratulation. 
The  three  chief  commonplaces  of  Pindar,  therefore,  are  oXftoc, 
optr//,  f.urvxia,  wealth  or  prosperit}',  manliness  or  spirit,  and  bless- 
ings independent  of  both,  god-given,  not  acquired.  But  it  could 
not  be  that  a  great  poet  should  ring  the  changes  only  on  these 
three  subjects,  or  content  himself  with  describing  the  actual  con- 
test, which,  probably,  he  had  not  witnessed.  Consequently  Pin- 
dar illustrates  his  odes  with  myths  or  stories  bearing  more  or  less 
closely  on  the  circumstances  of  his  hero.  Sometimes  he  cele- 
brates the  victor's  ancestry,  as  in  the  famous  sixth  Olympian,  in 
which  the  history  of  the  laraida?  is  given ;  sometimes  his  city,  as 
in  the  seventh  Olympian,  where  he  describes  the  birthplace  of 
Diagoras,  the  island  Rhodes ;  sometimes  luc  dwells  upon  an  inci- 
dent in  the  hero's  life,  as  when  in  the  third  Pythian  the  illness  of 
Hiero  suggests  the  legend  of  Asclepius  and  Cheiron  ;  sometimes 


PINDAR.  363 

a  recent  event,  like  the  eruption  of  Etna,  alluded  to  in  the  first 
Pythian,  gives  color  to  his  ode ;  sometimes,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
last  Pythian,  where  the  story  of  Medusa  is  narrated,  the  legendary 
matter  is  introduced  to  specialize  the  nature  of  the  contest.  The 
victory  itself  is  hardly  touched  upon  :  the  allusions  to  oX/3oc,  ape- 
7/'/,  svrvx'a,  though  frequent  and  interwoven  with  the  texture  of 
the  ode,  are  brief :  the  whole  poetic  fabric  is  so  designed  as  to  be 
appropriate  to  the  occasion  and  yet  independent  of  it.  There- 
fore Pindar's  odes  have  not  perished  with  the  memory  of  the 
events  to  which  they  owed  their  composition. 

Pindar's  peculiar  treatment  of  the  cpinikian  ode  may  best  be 
illustrated  by  analyzing  the  structure  of  one  or  two  of  his  poems. 
But  first  take  this  translation  of  one  of  the  shorter  and  simpler 
of  the  series — the  twelfth  Pythian  : 

To  thee,  fairest  of  eartlily  towns,  I  pray — 

Thou  splendor-lover,  throne  of  Proserpine, 
Piled  o'er  Girgenti's  slopes,  that  feed  ahvay 

Fat  sheep ! — with  grace  of  gods  and  men  incline, 
Great  queen,  to  take  this  Pythian  crown  and  own 

Midas  ;  for  he  of  all  the  Greeks,  thy  son. 

Hath  triumphed  in  the  art  which  Pallas  won. 
Weaving  of  fierce  Gorgonian  throats  the  dolorous  moan. 

She  from  the  snake-encircled  hideous  head 

Of  maidens  heard  the  wailful  dirges  flow. 
What  time  the  third  of  those  fell  Sisters  bled 

By  Perseus'  hand,  Avho  brought  the  destined  woe 
To  vexed  Seriphos.     He  on  Phorkys'  brood 

Wrought  ruin,  and  on  Polydectes  laid 
Stern  penance  for  his  mother's  servitude, 

And  for  her  forceful  wedlock,  when  he  slew  the  maid 

Medusa.     He  by  living  gold,  they  say. 

Was  got  on  Danae  :  but  Pallas  bore 
Her  hero  through  those  toils,  and  wrought  the  lay 

Of  fuU-voiceJ  flutes  to  mock  the  ghastly  roar 


364  THE  GREEK  POETS. 

Of  those  strong  jaws  of  grim  Euryalc  : 

A  goddess  made  and  gave  to  men  the  flute, 
The  fountain-head  of  many  a  strain  to  be, 

That  ne'ci'  at  game  or  nation's  feast  it  might  be  mute, 

Sounding  througli  subtle  brass  and  voieeful  reeds, 

Which  near  the  city  of  the  Graces  spring 
By  fair  Cephisus,  faithful  to  the  needs 

Of  dancers.     Lo  !  there  cometh  no  good  thing 
Apart  from  toils  to  mortals,  though  to-day 

Heaven  crown  their  deeds :  yet  shun  we  not  the  laws 

Of  Fate ;  for  times  impend  when  chance  withdraws 
What  most  we  hoped,  and  what  we  hoped  not  gives  for  aye. 

Here  it  will  be  seen  that  Pindar  introdnces  liis  subject  with  a 
panegyric  of  Girgcnti,  his  hero's  birthplace.  Then  he  names 
Midas,  and  tells  the  kind  of  triumph  he  has  gained.  This  leads 
him  to  the  legend  of  Medusa.  The  whole  is  concluded  with  mor- 
al reflections  on  the  influence  of  fate  over  human  destinies.  The 
structure  of  the  sixth  Pythian  is  also  very  simple.  "  I  build  an 
indestructible  treasure-house  of  praise  for  Xenocrates  (lines  1-18), 
which  Thrasybulus,  his  son,  gained  for  him  ;  as  Antilochus  died 
for  Nestor  (19-43),  so  Thrasybulus  has  done  what  a  son  could 
do  for  his  father  (44-46) ;  wise  and  fair  is  he  in  his  youth ;  his 
company  is  sweeter  than  the  honeycomb"  (47-54).  One  of  the 
longest  odes,  the  fourth  Pythian,  is  constructed  thus  :  "  Muse  ! 
celebrate  Arcesilaus  (1-5).  Gyrene,  Arcesilaus's  home  ;  its  foun- 
dation and  the  oracle  given  to  Battus  (5-69).  The  tale  of  the 
Argonauts,  ancestors  of  the  founders  of  Thera  and  of  Gyrene 
(69-262).  Advice  to  Arcesilaus  in  the  interest  of  Demophilus" 
(263-299).  Here  the  victory  at  Pytho  is  but  once  briefly  alluded 
to  (1.  64).  The  whole  ode  consists  of  pedigree  and  political  ad- 
monition, either  directly  administered  at  the  end,  or  covertly  con- 
veyed through  the  example  of  Pelias.  The  sixth  Olympian,  which 
contains  the  pedigree  of  the  laraida?,  is  framed  on  similar  princi- 
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pies.  The  third  Pythian  introduces  its  mythology  by  a  different 
method  :  "  I  wish  I  could  restore  Cheiron,  the  healer  and  the 
tutor  of  Asclepius,  to  life  (1-7).  The  story  of  Coronis,  her  son 
Asclepius,  and  Ilippolytus  (7-58).  Moral,  to  be  content  and  sub- 
mit to  mortality  (58-62).  Yet  would  that  Cheiron  might  return 
and  heal  Hiero  (62-76) !  I  will  pray  ;  and  do  you,  Hiero,  re- 
member that  Heaven  gives  one  blessing  and  two  curses,  and  that  J 
not  even  Cadmus  and  Peleus  were  always  fortunate  (77-106). 
May  I  suit  myself  always  to  my  fortune!"  (107-115).  The 
whole  of  this  ode  relates  to  Hiero's  illness,  and  warns  him  of 
vicissitudes  :  even  the  episode  of  Coronis  and  Asclepius  contains 
a  covert  warning  against  arrogance,  while  it  gracefully  alludes  to 
Hiero's  health. 

The  originality  and  splendor  of  Pindar  are  most  noticeable  in 
the  openings  of  his  odes — the  proemia,  as  they  are  technically 
called.  It  would  appear  that  he  possessed  an  inexhaustible  store- 
house of  radiant  imagery,  from  which  to  draw  new  thoughts  for 
the  commencement  of  his  poems.  In  this  region,  which  most 
poets  find  but  barren,  he  displayed  the  fullest  vigor  and  fertility 
of  fancy.  Sometimes,  but  rarely,  the  opening  is  simple,  as  in  the 
second  Olympian  :  "  Hymns  that  rule  the  lyre  !  what  god,  what 
hero,  what  man  shall  we  make  famous  ?"  Or  the  ninth  Pythian  : 
"  I  wish  to  proclaim,  by  help  of  the  deep-girdled  Graces,  brazen- 
shielded  Tclesicrates,  Pythian  victor,"  etc.  Rather  more  complex 
are  the  following  :  Nem.  iv.,  "  The  joy  of  the  feast  is  the  best  ^ 
physician  after  toil ;  but  songs,  the  wise  daughters  of  the  Muses, 
soothe  the  victor  with  their  touch  :  warm  water  does  not  so  re- 
fresh and  supple  weary  limbs  as  praise  attended  by  the  lyre ;"  or 
again :  01.  xi.,  "  There  is  a  time  wdien  men  have  greatest  need  of 
winds ;  there  is  when  heaven's  showers  of  rain,  children  of  the 
cloud,  are  sorest  sought  for.  But  if  a  man  achieves  a  victory 
with  toil,  then  sweet-voiced  hymns  arise  as  the  beginning  of  fut- 
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urc  fame,"  etc.,  etc.  Bat  soon  we  pass  into  a  more  gorgeous 
reo-ion.  "  As  when  with  golden  columns  rcai'ed  beneath  the  well- 
walled  palace-porch  we  build  a  splendid  hall,  so  will  I  build  my 
song.  At  the  beginning  of  the  work  we  must  make  the  portal 
radiant."*  Or  again:  "No  carver  of  statues  am  I,  to  fashion 
figures  stationary  on  their  pedestal ;  but  come,  sweet  song !  on 
every  argosy  and  skifE  set  forth  from  ^gina  to  proclaim  that 
Pytheas,  Lampon's  son,  by  strength  of  might  is  victor  in  Nemean 
games,  upon  whose  chin  and  cheek  you  see  not  yet  the  tender 
mother  of  the  vine-flower,  summer's  bloom."  f  Or  again  :  "  Hal- 
lowed bloom  of  youth,  herald  of  Aphrodite's  ambrosial  pleasures, 
who,  resting  on  the  eyelids  of  maidens  and  of  boys,  bearest  one 
aloft  with  gentle  hands  of  violence,  but  another  rudely!"  J  Or 
once  again,  in  a  still  grander  style : 

"  Listen  !  for  verily  it  is  of  beauty's  queen,  or  of  the  Graces,  that  we  turn 
the  glebe,  approaching  the  rocky  centre  of  the  deep-voiced  earth :  where  for 
the  blest  Emmenidaj  and  stream-washed  Acragas,  yea,  and  for  Zenocrates,  is 
built  a  treasure-house  of  Pythian  hymns  in  the  golden  Apollonian  vale.  This, 
no  rain  of  winter,  driving  on  the  wings  of  wind  the  pitiless  army  of  the  rush- 
ing cloud,  no  hurricane  shall  toss,  storm-lashed  with  pebbles  of  the  uptorn 
beach,  into  the  briny  ocean  caves ;  but  in  pure  light  its  glorious  face  shall 
speak  the  victory  that  brings  a  common  fame  on  thy  sire,  Thrasybulus,  and 
thy  race,  remaining  in  the  windings  of  Crisasan  valleys."  § 

We  have  already  seen  how  Pindar  compares  his  odes  to  arrows, 
to  sun-soaring  eagles,  to  flowers  of  the  Muses,  to  wine  in  golden 
goblets,  to  water,  to  a  shrine  which  no  years  will  fret  away.  A\\- 
other  strange  figure  ||  may  be  quoted  from  the  third  Nemean 
(line  76)  :  "  I  send  to  thee  this  honey  mingled  with  white  milk  ; 
the  dew  of  their  mingling  hangs  around  the  bowl,  a  draught  of 
song,  flowing  through  the  ^Eolian  breath  of  flutes."     It  will  be 

*  01.  vi.  f  Nem.  V.  %  Nem.  viii. 

§  Pyth.  vi.  II  Compare,  too,  Nem.  vii.  11,  62,  77. 
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perceived  that  to  what  is  called  confusion  of  metaphors  Pindar 
shows  a  lordly  indifference.  Swift  and  sudden  lustre,  the  lunii- 
nousness  of  a  meteor,  marks  this  monarch  of  lyric  song.  lie 
grasps  an  image,  gives  it  a  form  of  bronze,  irradiates  it  with  the 
fire  of  flame  or  down-poured  sunlight. 

To  do  justice  to  Pindar's  power  of  narrative  by  extracts  and 
translations  is  impossible.  No  author  suffers  more  by  mutilation 
and  by  the  attempt  to  express  in  another  language  and  another 
rhythm  what  he  has  elaborately  fashioned.  Yet  it  may  be  allowed 
me  to  direct  attention  to  the  rapidity  with  which  the  burning  of 
Coronis  (Pyth.  iii.  38)  and  the  birth  of  Rhodes  from  the  sea  (01. 
vii.  54)  are  told  in  words  the  grandest,  simplest,  and  most  ener- 
getic that  could  be  found.     This  is  the  birth  of  lanios  (01.  vi. 

39): 

Nor  could  she  liido  from  ^Epytus  the  seed 

Divine :  but  he  to  Pytho,  chewing  care, 
Journeyed  to  gain  for  this  great  woe  some  rede ; 

She  loosening  her  crimson  girdle  fair, 
And  setting  on  the  ground  her  silver  jar, 

Beneath  the  darksome  tliiclcet  bare  a  son, 
Within  whose  soul  flamed  godhead  like  a  star; 

And  to  her  aid  the  golden-haired  sent  down 
Mild  Eleithuia  and  the  awful  Fates, 
Who  stood  beside,  while  from  the  yearning  gates 

Of  childbirth,  with  a  brief  and  joyous  pain. 

Came  lamos  into  the  light,  whom  she  therewith 
Sore-grieving  left  upon  the  grass  :  amain 

By  gods'  decree  two  bright-eyed  serpents  lithe 
Tended,  and  with  the  harmless  venom  fed 

Of  bees,  the  boy ;  nor  ceased  they  to  provide 
Due  nurture.     But  the  king,  what  time  he  sped 

Homeward  from  rocky  Pytho,  to  his  side 
Called  all  his  household,  asking  of  the  son 
Born  of  Evadnc,  for  he  said  that  none 
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But  Phoebus  was  the  sire,  and  he  should  be 

Chief  for  his  prophecy  'mid  mortal  men, 
Nor  should  his  children's  seed  have  cud.     Thus  he 

Uttered  the  words  oracular  :  and  then 
They  swore  they  had  not  heard  or  seen  the  child, 

Now  five  days  old  ;  but  he  within  the  reed 
And  thick-entangled  woodland  boskage  wild. 

His  limbs  'mid  golden  beams  and  purple  brede 
Of  gillyflowers  deep-sunken,  lay  ;  wherefore 
He  by  his  mother's  wish  for  all  time  bore 

That  deathless  name.     But  when  he  plucked  the  flower 

Of  golden-wreathed  youth,  he  went  and  stood 
Midmost  Alpheus,  at  the  midnight  hour, 

And  called  upon  the  ruler  of  the  flood, 
His  ancestor  Poseidon,  and  the  lord 

Of  god-built  Delos,  praying  that  he  might 
Rear  up  some  race  to  greatness.     Then  the  word 

Responsive  of  his  sire  upon  the  night 
Sounded  : — '  Arise,  my  son,  go  forth  and  fare 
Unto  the  land  whereof  all  men  shall  share !' 

So  came  they  to  the  high  untrodden  mound 

Of  Cronion ;  and  there  a  double  meed 
Of  prophecy  on  lamos  was  bound. 

Both  from  the  voice  that  knows  no  lie  to  heed 
Immortal  words,  and  next,  when  Herakles, 

Bold  in  his  counsels,  unto  Pisa  came. 
Founding  the  festivals  of  sacred  peace 

And  mighty  combats  for  his  father's  fame, 
Then  on  the  topmost  altar  of  Jove's  hill, 
The  seat  of  sooth  oracular  to  fill. 

After  so  much  praise  of  Pindar's  style,  it  must  be  confessed 
tliat  he  has  faults.  One  of  these  is  notoriously  tumidity — an 
overblown  exaggeration  of  phrase.  For  example,  when  he  wants 
to  express  that  he  cannot  enlarge  on  the  fame  of  ^■Egina,  but  will 
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relate  as  quickly  as  lie  can  the  achievements  of  Aristomenes  which 
he  has  undertaken,  he  says :  "  But  I  am  not  at  leisure  to  conse- 
crate the  whole  long  tale  to  the  lyre  and  delicate  voice,  lest  satie- 
ty should  come  and  cause  annoy ;  but  that  which  is  before  my 
feet  shall  go  at  running  speed — thy  affair,  my  boy — the  latest  of 
the  noble  deeds  made  winged  by  means  of  my  art."*  The  im- 
aginative force  which  enabled  him  to  create  epithets  like  4>tXa- 
yXaoc,  ■n-a/.nropcpvpoc,  and  to  put  them  exactly  in  their  proper  places, 
like  blocks  of  gleaming  alabaster  or  of  glowing  porphyry — for 
the  architectural  power  over  language  is  eminent  in  Pindar ;  the 
Titanic  faculty  of  language  which  produced  such  phrases  as  i^ 
aCa^taiToc  »*/  aicc'tpov  cf)^a\CTin-at  fiiXau'av  KapCiav  \pv)(^p^  (pXoyi,  did 
also  betray  him  into  expressions  as  pompous  and  frigid  as  these : 
TroiKiXocpcpfiiyyoQ  aoicdc,,  .  .  .  a^on'o-erela  r  iioiZa  ZiQvpu^lJiiJV, 
These,  poured  forth  by  Pindar  in  the  insolence  of  prodigality, 
when  imitated  by  inferior  poets,  produced  that  inflated  manner 
of  lyrical  diction  which  Aristophanes  ridicules  in  Kinesias.  The 
same  may  be  said  about  his  mixed  metaphors,  whereof  the  follow- 
ing are  fair  examples : 

Su^av  t'xo)  riv  iirl  yXwcrffft  ciKovaQ  \iyvpaQ 

ii  ji   t9e\ovTa  ■KpoatKKU  KciWipooioi  nvoalg. — 01.  vi.  82. 

KwTrav  a-x^daov  raxv  S'  dyKvpav  tpeiaov  x^^oid 

Ttpt^paQi  xoipdSog  dXKCip  Tr'tTpag 

iyKiop'uov  yap  dioroQ  vfivwv 

iir'  dWoT  dWov  wtc  ^iiXiffca  9vvu  Xoyoi^. — Pytli.  x.  51. 

Nor  are  these  the  worst,  perhaps,  of  the  sort  which  might  be 
chosen :  for  Pindar  uses  images  like  precious  stones,  setting  them 
together  in  a  mass,  without  caring  to  sort  them,  so  long  as  they 
produce  a  gorgeous  show.  Apparent  incoherences,  involving  dif- 
ficulty to  the  reader,  and  producing  a  superficial  effect  of  obscuri- 

*  Pyth.  viii.  30. 
24 


370  ^'^^  GREEK  POETS. 

ty,  constitute  another  class  of  his  alleged  faults — due  partly  to 
his  allusive  and  elliptical  style,  partly  to  his  sudden  transitions, 
partly  to  the  mixture  of  his  images.  Incapable  of  what  is  com- 
monplace, too  fiery  to  trudge,  like  Simonides,  along  the  path  of 
rhetorical  development,  infinitely  more  anxious  to  realize  by  au- 
dacity the  thought  that  seizes  him  than  to  make  it  easy  to  his 
heai-er,  Pindar  is  obscure  to  all  who  are  unwilling  to  assimilate 
their  fancy  to  his  own.  La  Harpc  called  the  Divine  Comedy  wne 
am2)liJiccttion  stupidement  barbare :  what,  if  he  had  found  occa- 
sion to  speak  the  truth  of  his  French  mind,  would  he  have  said 
about  the  Odes  of  Pindar?  Another  difliculty,  apart  from  these 
of  verbal  style  and  imagination,  is  derived  from  the  fact  that  the 
mechanism  of  Pindar's  poetry,  carefully  as  it  is  planned,  is  no  less 
carefully  concealed.  He  seems  to  take  delight  in  trying  to  solve 
the  problem  of  how  slight  a  suggestion  can  be  made  to  introduce 
a  lengthy  narrative.  The  student  is  obliged  to  maintain  his  at- 
tention at  the  straining-point  if  an  ode  of  Pindar's,  even  after 
patient  analysis,  is  to  present  more  than  a  mass  of  confused 
thoughts  and  images  to  his  mind.  But  when  he  has  caught  the 
poet's  drift,  how  delicate  is  the  machinery,  how  beautiful  is  the 
art,  which  governs  this  most  sensitive  fabric  of  linked  melodies! 
What  the  hearers  made  of  these  odes — the  athletes  for  whom  they 
were  written,  the  handsome  youths  praised  in  them,  the  rich  men 
at  whose  tables  they  were  chanted — remains  an  impenetrable  mys- 
tery. Had  the  Greek  race  perceptions  infinitely  finer  than  ours? 
Or  did  the  classic  harmonies  of  Pindar  sweep  over  their  souls, 
ruffling  the  surface  merely,  but  leaving  the  deeps  untouched,  as 
the  soliloquies  of  Hamlet  or  the  profound  philosophy  of  Troilus 
and  Cressida  must  have  been  lost  upon  the  groundlings  of  Eliza- 
beth's days,  who  caught  with  eagerness  at  the  queen's  poisoned 
goblet  or  the  by-play  of  Sir  Pandarus?  That  is  a  problem  we 
cannot  solve.     All  we  know  for  certain  is,  that  even  allowing  for 
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the  currency  of  Pindar's  language  and  for  the  familiarity  of  his 
audience  with  the  circumstances  under  which  his  odes  were  com- 
posed, as  well  as  with  their  mythological  allusions,  these  poems 
must  at  all  times  have  been  more  difficult  to  follow  than  Bach's 
fuo-ue  in  G  minor  to  a  man  who  cannot  play  the  organ. 
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CHAPTER  Xir. 

uESCHYLUS. 

Life  of  ^Eschylus. — Xature  of  his  luspiratiou. — The  Theory  of  Art  in  the 
Ion  of  Plato. — .<Eschylus  and  Sophocles. — What  ^schylus  accomplished 
for  the  Attic  Drama. — His  Demiurgic  Genius. — Colossal  Scale  of  his 
Work. — Marlowe. — Oriental  Imagery. — Absence  of  Love  as  a  Motive  in 
bis  Plays. — The  Organic  Vitality  of  his  Art. — Opening  Scenes. — Messen- 
ger.— Chorus. — His  Theology. — Destiny  in  J]]schylus. — The  Domestic 
Curse. — His  Character- drawing. — Clytemnestra. — Difficulty  of  Dealing 
with  the  Prometheus. — What  was  his  Fault  ? — How  was  Zeus  justified  ? 
— Shelley's  Opinion. — The  Last  IvWogy  oi  Prometheus. — Middle  Plays  in 
Trilogies. — Attempt  to  Reconstruct  a  Promctlieis. — The  Part  of  Herakles. 
— Obscurity  of  the  Promethean  Legend. — The  Free  Handling  of  Myths 
permitted  to  the  Dramatist. — The  Oresfeia. — Its  Subject. — The  Structure 
of  the  Three  Plays. — The  Agamemnon. — Its  Imagery. — Cassandra. — The 
Cry  of  the  King. — The  Chorus. — Iphigeneia  at  the  Altar. — Menelaus 
abandoned  by  Helen. — The  Dead  Soldiers  on  the  Plains  of  Troy. — The 
Persce. — The  Crime  of  Xerxes. — Irony  of  the  Situation. — Description  of 
the  Battle  of  Salamis. — The  Style  of  ^Eschylus. — His  Religious  Feeling. 

^SCHYLUS,  son  of  Eiipliorion,  Avasborn  at  Eleusis  in  525  B.C. 
When  he  was  thirty-five  years  of  age,  just  ten  years  after  the  pro- 
duction of  his  first  tragedy,  he  fought  at  Marathon.  This  fact  is 
significant  in  its  bearing  on  his  art  and  on  his  life,  ^schylus 
belonged  to  a  family  distinguished  during  the  decisive  actions  of 
the  Persian  war  by  their  personal  bravery.  Ameinias,  his  broth- 
er, gained  the  aristeia,  or  reward  for  valor,  at  the  battle  of  Sala- 
mis; and  there  was  an  old  picture  in  the  theatre  of  Dionysus  at 
Athens  which  represented  the  great  deeds  of  the  poet  and  his 
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brother  Cynregeirus  at  Marathon.  Of  his  military  achievements 
he  was  more  proud  tlian  of  his  poetical  success ;  for  he  mentions 
the  former  and  is  silent  about  the  latter  in  the  epitaph  he  Avrote 
for  his  own  tomb.  Of  his  actual  life  at  Athens,  we  only  know 
this  much,  that  he  sided  with  the  old  aristocratic  party.  His  re- 
tirement to  Sicily  after  his  defeat  by  Sophocles  in  468  B.C.  arose 
probably  from  the  fact  that  Cimon,  who  adjudged  the  prize,  Avas 
leader  of  the  democratic  opposition,  and  was  felt  to  have  allowed 
his  political  leanings  to  influence  his  decision.  His  second  retire- 
ment to  Sicily  in  453  B.C.,  after  the  production  of  the  Oresteia, 
in  which  he  unsuccessfully  supported  the  Areiopagus  against 
Pericles,  was  due,  perhaps,  in  like  manner  to  his  disagreement 
with  the  rising  powers  in  the  State.  That  at  some  period  of  his 
career  he  was  publicly  accused  of  impiety,  because  he  had  either 
divulged  the  mysteries  of  Demeter,  or  had  offended  popular  taste 
by  his  presentation  of  the  Furies  on  the  stage,  rests  upon  suffi- 
cient antique  testimony.  Such  charges  were  not  uncommon  at 
Athens,  as  might  be  pi'oved  by  the  biographies  of  Anaxagoras 
and  Socrates.  But  the  exact  nature  of  the  prosecution  directed 
against  ^schylus  is  not  known  ;  we  cannot  connect  it  with  any 
of  his  extant  works  for  certain,  or  determine  how  far  it  affected 
his  action.  He  died  at  Gela,  in  456  B.C.,  aged  sixty-nine,  having 
spent  his  life  partly  at  Athens  and  partly  at  the  court  of  Iliero, 
pursuing  in  both  places  his  profession  of  tragic  poet  and  chorus- 
master. 

Pausanias  tells  a  story  of  his  early  vocation  to  di'amatic  art : 
"  When  he  was  a  boy  he  was  set  to  watch  grapes  in  the  country, 
and  thei'e  fell  asleep.  In  his  slumber  Dionysus  appeared  to  him, 
and  ordered  him  to  apply  himself  to  traged}'.  At  daybreak  he 
made  the  attempt,  and  succeeded  very  easily."  There  is  no  rea- 
son that  this  legend  should  not  have  been  based  on  truth.  It  was 
the  general  opinion  of  antiquity  that  ^schylus  was  a  poet  pos- 
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sessed  by  tlie  deity,  working  less  by  artistic  method  than  by  im- 
mediate inspiration.  Athenscus  asserts  crudely  that  he  composed 
his  tragedies  "while  drunk  with  wine :  niQ'vwr  yovv  typcKjje  -hg  rpa- 
•yu)ciar  •  and  Sophocles  is  reported  to  have  told  him  that  "He  did 
what  he  ought  to  do,  but  did  it  without  knowing."  Longinus,  in 
like  manner,  after  praising  ^^schylus  for  the  audacity  of  his  im- 
agination and  the  heroic  grandeur  of  his  conceptions,  adds  that 
his  plays  were  frequently  unpolished,  unrefined,  ill-digested,  and 
rough  in  style.  Similar  expressions  of  opinion  might  be  quoted 
from  Quintilian,  who  describes  his  style  "  as  sublime  and  weighty, 
and  grandiloquent  often  to  a  fault,  but  in  most  of  his  composi- 
tions rude  and  wanting  in  order."  He  adds  that  "  the  Athenians 
allowed  later  poets  to  correct  his  dramas  and  to  bring  them  into 
competition  under  new  forms,  when  many  of  them  gained  prizes." 
^schylus  seems,  therefore,  to  have  impressed  critics  of  antiquity 
with  the  god-intoxicated  passion  of  his  genius  rather  than  with 
the  perfection  of  his  style  or  the  consummate  beauty  of  his  art. 
It  is  possible  that  he  received  less  justice  from  his  fellow-coun- 
trymen than  we,  who  have  been  educated  by  the  Shakespearian 
drama,  can  now  pay  him. 

-^schylus  might  be  selected  to  illustrate  the  artistic  psychology 
of  Plato.  In  the  Phcedrus  Plato  lays  down  the  doctrine  that  po- 
etic inspiration  is  akin  to  madness — an  efflation  from  the  Muses, 
a  divine  mania  analogous  to  love.  In  the  Ion  he  further  develops 
this  position,  and  asserts  that  "  all  good  poets  compose  their  beau- 
tiful poems  not  as  works  of  art,  but  because  they  are  inspired  and 
possessed.  The  analogy  which  he  selects  is  drawn  from  the  be- 
havior of  Bacchantes  under  the  influence  of  Dionysus.  He  wish- 
es to  distinguish  between  the  mental  operations  of  the  poet  and 
the  philosopher,  to  show  that  the  regions  of  poetry  and  science 
are  separate,  and  to  prove  that  rule  and  method  are  less  sure 
guides  than  instinct  when  the  work  to  be  produced  is  a  poem. 
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"  The  poet  is  a  light  and  winged  and  holy  thing,  and  there  is  no 
invention  in  him  until  he  has  been  inspired  and  is  out  of  his 
senses,  and  the  mind  is  no  longer  in  him;  when  he  has  not  at- 
tained to  this  state,  he  is  powei'less  and  is  unable  to  utter  his  ora- 
cles." The  final  dictum  of  the  Ion  is,  "inspiration,  not  art" — 
deiov  Kcii  jx)]  -i-^viKur.  It  is  curious  to  find  a  Greek  of  the  best 
age,  himself  in  early  days  a  poet,  and  throughout  distinguished  by 
genius  allied  to  the  poetic,  thus  boldly  and  roundly  stating  a  the- 
ory which  corresponds  to  the  vulgar  notion  that  poetry  comes  by 
nature,  untutored  and  untaught,  and  which  seems  to  contradict 
the  practice  and  opinion  of  supreme  authorities  like  Sophocles 
and  Goethe.  The  truth  is,  that  among  artists  we  find  two  broad- 
ly differentiated  types.  The  one  kind  produce  their  best  work 
•when  all  their  faculties  ai"e  simultaneously  excited,  and  when  the 
generative  impulse  takes  possession  of  them.  They  seem  to  obey 
the  dictates  of  a  power  superior  to  their  ordinary  faculties.  The 
other  kind  are  always  conscious  of  their  meth'ods  and  their  aims  ; 
they  do  nothing,  as  it  were,  by  accident;  they  avoid  improvisa- 
tion, and  subordinate  their  creative  faculty  to  reason.  The  laws 
of  art  may  be  just  as  fully  appreciated  by  the  more  instinctive 
artists,  and  may  have  equally  determined  their  choice  of  form 
and  their  calculation  of  effects ;  but  at  the  moment  of  production 
these  rules  are  thrust  into  the  background,  whereas  the)'  are  con- 
tinually present  to  the  minds  of  the  deliberate  workers.  It  may 
be  said  in  passing  that  this  distinction  enables  us  to  understand 
some  phrases  which  the  Italians,  acutely  sensitive  to  artistic  con- 
ditions, have  reserved  for  passionate  and  highly  inspired  workers ; 
they  speak,  for  instance,  of  painting  a  picture  or  blocking  out  a 
statue  confuria,  when  the  artist  is  a  Tintoretto  or  a  Michael  An- 
gelo.  If  there  is  any  truth  at  all  in  this  analysis,  we  are  justified 
in  believing  that  ^Eschylus  belonged  to  the  former  and  Sophocles 
to  the  latter  class  of  poets,  and  that  this  is  the  secret  of  the  crit.- 
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cism  passed  by  Sophocles  upon  liis  predecessor.  The  account 
which  ^schylns  himself  gave  of  his  tragedies  throws  no  light 
upon  his  method ;  he  is  reported  to  have  said  that  they  were 
"fragments  picked  up  from  the  mighty  feasts  of  Homer."  The 
value  he  attached  to  them  is  proved  by  his  saying  that  he  dedi- 
cated what  he  wrote  to  Time. 

Though  the  ancients  may  have  been  right  in  regarding  ^schy- 
lus  as  an  enthusiastic  writer,  obeying  the  impulse  of  the  god  with- 
in him  rather  than  the  rules  of  reason,  no  dramatic  poet  ever  had 
a  higher  sense  of  the  resthetic  unity  which  tragedy  demands. 
Each  of  his  masterpieces  presents  to  the  imagination  a  coherent 
and  completely  organized  whole ;  every  part  is  penetrated  with 
the  dominant  thought  and  passion  that  inspired  it.  He  had, 
moreover,  the  strongest  sense  of  the  formal  i-equirements  of  his 
art.  Tragedy  had  scarcely  passed  beyond  the  dithyrambic  stage 
when  he  received  it  from  the  hands  of  Phrynichus.  -^schylus 
gave  it  the  form  which,  with  comparatively  unimportant  altera- 
tions, it  maintained  throughout  the  brilliant  period  of  Attic  cult- 
ure. It  Avas  he  who  curtailed  the  function  of  the  chorus  and 
developed  dialogue,  thus  expanding  the  old  Thespian  elements  of 
tragedy  in  accordance  with  the  true  spirit  of  the  drama.  By  add- 
ing a  second  actor,  by  attending  diligently  to  the  choric  songs 
and  dances,  by  inventing  the  cothurnus  and  the  tragic  mask,  and 
by  devising  machinery  and  scenes  adapted  to  the  large  scale  of 
the  Athenian  stage,  he  gave  its  permanent  form  to  the  dramatic 
art  of  the  Greeks.  However  god-possessed  he  may  have  been 
during  the  art  of  composition,  he  was  therefore  a  wise  critic  and  a 
potent  fortndcr  in  all  matters  pertaining  to  the  theatre.  Yet 
though  ^schylus  in  this  way  made  the  drama,  the  style  in  which 
he  worked  went  out  of  date  in  his  own  lifetime.  So  rapid  was 
the  evolution  of  intelligence  at  Athens  that  during  a  single  gener- 
ation his  tragedies  became,  we  will  not  say  old-fashioned,  but  ar- 
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chaic.  They  were  duly  put  upon  the  stage ;  a  chorus  at  the  pub- 
lic expense  was  provided  for  their  representation,  and  the  MS. 
which  authorized  their  canon  and  their  text  was  regarded  as  a 
public  treasure.  Yet  the  Athenians  already  had  come  to  love  and 
respect  them  in  the  same  way  as  the  English  race  love  and  respect 
the  oratorios  of  Handel.  They  praised  them  for  their  unap- 
proachable magnificence;  they  knew  that  no  man  of  the  latter 
days  could  match  them  in  their  own  kind  ;  but  they  criticised 
their  antique  form  and  obsolete  embellishments.  The  poet  who 
in  his  youth  had  played  the  part  of  innovator,  and  who  had 
shocked  the  public  by  his  realistic  presentation  of  the  Furies,  de- 
pended in  the  heyday  of  the  fame  of  Aristophanes  upon  conserv- 
ative support  and  favor. 

^schylus  was  essentially  the  demiurge  of  ancient  art.  The 
purely  creative  faculty  has  never  been  exhibited  upon  a  greater 
scale,  or  applied  to  material  more  utterly  beyond  the  range  of 
feebler  poets.  He  possessed  in  the  highest  degree  the  power  of 
giving  life  and  form  to  the  vast,  the  incorporeal,  and  the  ideal.  In 
his  dramas,  mountains  were  made  to  speak ;  Oceanus  received 
shape,  conversing  face  to  face  with  the  Titan  Prometheus,  while 
his  daughters,  nurslings  of  the  waves  and  winds,  were  gathered  on 
the  Scythian  crags  in  groups  to  listen  to  their  argument.  The 
old  intangible,  half-mystical,  half-superstitious  fears  of  the  Greek 
conscience  became  substantial  realities  in  his  mind.  Justice  and 
Insolence  and  Ate  no  longer  floated,  dream-like,  in  the  background 
of  religious  thought :  he  gave  them  a  pedigree,  connected  them  in 
a  terrible  series,  and  established  them  as  ministers  of  supreme 
Zeus.  The  Eumenides,  whom  the  Greeks  before  him  had  not 
dared  to  figure  to  their  fancy,  assumed  a  form  more  hideous  than 
that  of  Gorgons  or  Harpies.  Their  symbolic  torches,  their  snake- 
entwined  tresses,  their  dreadful  eyes,  and  nostrils  snorting  fiery 
breath,  were  shown  for  the  first  time  visibly  in  the  trilogy  of 
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Orestes.  It  was  a  revelation  which  Greek  art  accepted  as  decisive. 
Thus  the  imagination  of  ^Eschyhis  added  new  deities  to  the  Athe- 
nian Pantheon.  The  same  creative  faculty  enabled  him  to  inform 
elemental  substances,  tire,  water,  air,  with  personal  vitality.  The 
heaven,  in  his  verse,  yearns  to  wound  the  earth  with  love  em- 
braces ;  the  fallino;  rain  impregnates  the  rich  soil.  The  throes  of 
^tna  are  a  Titan's  groaning.  The  fire  that  leaps  from  Ida  to  the 
HernKean  crags  of  Lemnos,  from  ^giplanctus  to  the  Arachna^an 
height,  has  life  within  it.  There  is  nothing  dead,  devoid  of  soul, 
in  the  world  of  this  arch-mythopoet.  Even  the  ghosts  and  phan- 
toms, dreams  and  omens,  on  which  he  loves  to  dwell,  are  substan- 
tial.    Their  reality  exists  outside  the  soul  they  dominate. 

As  befits  a  demiurgic  nature,  ^^schylus  conceived  and  executed 
upon  a  stupendous  scale.  His  outlines  are  huge ;  his  figures  are 
colossal ;  his  style  is  broad  and  sweeping — like  a  river  in  its  ful- 
ness and  its  might.  Each  of  his  plays  might  be  compared  to  a 
gigantic  statue,  whereof  the  several  parts,  taken  separately,  are 
beautiful,  while  the  whole  is  put  together  with  majestic  harmony. 
But  as  the  sculptor,  in  modelling  a  colossus,  cannot  afford  to  in- 
troduce the  details  which  would  grace  a  chimney  ornament,  so 
^schylus  was  forced  to  sacrifice  the  working-out  of  minor  mo- 
tives. His  imagination,  penetrated  through  and  through  with  the 
spirit  of  his  subject  as  a  whole,  was  more  employed  in  presenting 
a  series  of  great  situations,  wrought  together  and  combined  into  a 
single  action,  than  in  elaborating  the  minutia?  of  characters  and 
plots.  The  result  has  been  that  those  students  who  delight  in 
detail  have  complained  of  a  certain  disproportion  between  his 
huge  design  and  his  insufficient  execution.  It  has  too  frequently 
been  implied  that  he  could  rough-hew  like  a  Cyclops,  but  that  he 
could  not  finish  like  a  Praxiteles ;  that  he  was  rpore  capable  of 
sketching  in  an  outline  than  of  filling  up  its  parts.  Fortunately 
we  possess  the  means  of  laying  bare  the  misconception  upon 
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which  these  complaints  are  founded.  There  still  remains  one,  but 
only  one,  of  his  colossal  works  entire.  The  Oresteia  is  sufficient 
to  prove  that  we  gain  no  insight  into  his  method  as  an  artist  if 
we  consider  only  single  plays.  He  thought  and  wrote  in  trilo- 
gies. Sophocles,  with  whom  it  is  usual  to  compare  yEschylus, 
somewhat  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  latter,  abandoned  the  large 
scale,  the  uncial  letters,  of  the  trilogy.  Each  separate  Sophocleaa 
drama  is  a  studied  whole.  In  order  to  do  ^schylus  the  very 
barest  justice,  we  ought  therefore  to  contrast,  not  the  Agamemnon 
alone,  but  the  entire  Oresteia  with  the  QSdqms  or  the  Antigone. 
It  will  then  be  seen  that  the  one  poet,  designing  colossi,  gave  to 
them  the  style  and  finish  and  the  unity  which  suit  a  statue  larger 
than  life-size ;  the  other,  restricting  himself  within  more  narrow 
limits,  was  free  to  lavish  labor  on  the  slightest  details  of  his  mod- 
el. Such  elaboration,  on  the  scale  adopted  by  JEschylus,  would 
have  produced  a  bewildering  and  painful  effect  of  complexity. 
The  vast  design,  which  it  was  the  artist's  object  to  throw  into  the 
utmost  possible  relief,  would  inevitably  have  suffered  from  excess 
of  finish. 

Few  dramatists  have  ventured,  like  yEschylus,  to  wield  the  chis- 
el of  a  Titan,  or  to  knead  whole  mountains  into  statues  corre- 
sponding to  the  superhuman  grandeur  of  their  thought.  Few,  in- 
deed, can  have  felt  that  this  was  their  true  province,  that  to  this 
they  had  the  thews  and  sinews  adequate.  He  stands  alone  in  his 
triumphant  use  of  the  large  manner,  and  this  solitude  is  preju- 
dicial to  his  fame  with  students  whose  taste  has  been  formed  in 
the  school  of  Sophocles.  Surveying  the  long  roll  of  illustrious 
tragedians,  there  is  but  one,  until  we  come  to  Victor  Hugo,  in 
whom  the  ^schylean  spirit  found  fresh  incarnation ;  and  he  had 
fallen  upon  days  disadvantageous  to  his  full  development :  his  life 
was  cut  short  in  its  earliest  bloom,  and  the  conditions  under  which 
he  had  to  work,  obscure  and  outcast  from  society,  were  adverse  to 
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the  liigliest  production.  This  poet  is  ouv  own  Christopher  Mar- 
lowe. Like  JEschykis,  Marlowe's  imagination  was  at  home  in  the 
illimitable ;  like  ^schylus,  he  apprehended  immaterial  and  ele- 
mental forces — lusts,  ambitions,  and  audacities  of  soul — as  though 
they  were  substantial  entities,  and  gave  them  shape  and  form  ; 
like -^schylus,  he  was  the  master  of  a  "mighty  line,"  the  maker 
of  a  new  celestial  music  for  his  race,  the  founder  and  creator  of 
an  art  which  ruled  his  century,  the  mystagogue  of  pomps  and 
pageants  and  things  terrible  and  things  superb  in  shrines  unvisit- 
ed  by  earlier  poets  of  his  age  and  clime  ;  like  ^schylus,  he  stands 
arraigned  of  emptiness,  extravagance,  and  "  sound  and  fury,"  be- 
cause the  scale  on  which  he  Avrought  was  vast,  because  he  set  no 
verbal  limit  to  the  presentation  of  the  passion  or  the  thought  in 
view.  Comparing  yEschylus  to  Marlowe  is  comparing  the  mon- 
arch of  the  pine  forest  to  the  sapling  fir,  the  full-grown  lion  to 
the  lion's  whelp,  the  achievement  of  the  hero  to  the  promise  of 
the  stripling.  Yet  Ilerakles  in  his  cradle,  when  he  strangled 
Hera's  serpents,  already  revealed  the  firm  hand  and  untiinching 
nerve  of  him  who  plucked  the  golden  fruit  of  the  Ilesperides. 
Even  so  Marlowe's  work  betrays  the  style  and  spirit  of  a  youthful 
Titan ;  it  is  the  labor  of  a  beardless  ^schylus,  the  first-fruit  of 
Apollo's  laurel-bough  untimely  burned,  the  libation  of  a  conse- 
crated priest  who,  while  a  boy,  already  stood  "  chin-deep  in  the 
Pierian  flood."  If  we  contrast  the  Sup2^Uces,  which  j'Eschylus  can 
hardly  have  written  before  the  age  at  which  Marlowe  died,  with 
Tamhurlaine,  which  was  certainly  produced  before  Marlowe  was 
twenty-six,  the  most  immature  work  of  the  Greek  with  the  most 
immature  work  of  the  English  dramatist,  we  obtain  a  standard  for 
estimatino;  the  heio'ht  to  which  the  author  of  Faustus  mio-ht  have 
grown  if  he  had  lived  to  write  his  Oresfeia  in  the  fulness  of  a  vig- 
orous maturity. 

Much  that  has  been  described  as  Asiatic  in  the  genius  of  ^^s- 
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cliylus  may  be  referred  to  wliat  I  have  called  his  demiurgic  force. 
No  mere  citation  of  Oriental  similes  will  account  for  the  impres- 
sion of  hugeness  left  upon  our  memory,  for  the  images  enormous 
as  those  of  farthest  Ind,  yet  shaped  with  true  Hellenic  symmetry, 
for  tlie  visions  vast  as  those  of  Ezekicl,  yet  conveyed  Avithal  in 
rich  and  radiant  Greek.  The  so-called  Asiatic  element  in  ^schy- 
lus  Avas  something  which  he  held  in  common  with  the  poets  and 
prophets  of  the  East — a  sense  of  life  more  mystic  and  more  deep, 
a  power  to  seize  it  and  discover  it  more  real  and  plastic  than  is 
often  given  to  the  nations  of  the  West.  This  determination  tow- 
ards the  hitherto  invisible,  unshaped,  and  unbelieved,  to  which  he 
must  give  form,  and  for  which  he  would  fain  win  credence,  may 
possibly  help  to  explain  the  absence  of  human  love  as  a  main  mo- 
tive in  his  tragedies.  There  is  plenty  of  Ares — too  much,  indeed, 
unless  we  recollect  that  the  poet  was  a  man  of  Marathon — but  of 
Aphrodite  nothing  in  his  inspiration.  It  would  seem  that  this 
passion,  which  formed  the  theme  of  Euripides'  best  work,  and 
which  Sophocles  in  the  Antigone  used  to  enhance  the  tragic  situ- 
ation brought  about  through  the  self-will  of  the  heroine,  had  no 
attraction  for  yEschylus.  Among  the  fragments  of  his  plays  there 
is,  indeed,  one  passage  in  which  he  speaks  of  love  as  a  cosmical 
force,  controlling  the  elemental  powers  of  heaven  and  earth,  and 
producing  the  flocks  and  fruits  which  sustain  mortal  life.  The 
lines  in  question  are  put  into  the  mouth  of  Aphrodite.  The  lost 
Myrmidones^  again,  described  the  love  of  Achilles  for  Patroclus, 
which  ^schylus  seems  to  have  portrayed  with  a  strength  of  pas- 
sion that  riveted  the  attention  of  antiquity.  The  plot  of  the  Sup- 
pUces,  in  like  manner,  implies  the  lawless  desire  of  the  sons  of 
^gyptus  for  the  daughters  of  Danaus  ;  and  the  adultery  of  Cly- 
temnestra  with  ^gisthus  lies  in  the  background  of  the  Agamem- 
non. But  of  love  in  the  more  I'omantic  modern  sense  of  the 
word  we  find  no  trace  cither  in  the  complete  plays  or  in  the  frag- 
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ments  of  ^scbylus.  It  lay,  perhaps,  too  close  at  hand  for  hiiii  to 
care  to  choose  it  as  the  theme  of  tragic  poetry ;  and,  had  he  so 
selected  it,  he  could  hardly  have  avoided  dwelling  on  its  aberra- 
tions. The  general  feeling  of  the  Greeks  about  love,  as  Avell  as 
his  own  temper,  would  have  made  this  necessary.  It  did  not  oc- 
cur to  the  Greeks  to  separate  love  in  its  healthy  and  simple  mani- 
festations by  any  sharp  line  of  demarcation  from  the  other  emo- 
tions of  humanity.  The  brotherly,  filial,  and  wifely  feelings — 
those  which  owe  their  ascendency  to  use  and  to  the  sanctities  of 
domestic  life — appeared  in  their  eyes  more  important  than  the 
affection  of  youth  for  maid  unwedded.  When  love  ceased  to  be 
the  expression  on  the  one  side  of  a  physical  need,  and  on  the  oth- 
er the  binding  tie  that  kept  the  family  together,  the  Greeks  re- 
garded it  as  a  disease,  a  madness.  Plato,  who  treated  it  with  se- 
riousness, classed  it  among  the  jiaiiai.  Euripides  portrayed  it  as 
a  god-sent  curse  on  Phaedra.  Viewed  in  this  light,  it  may  be 
urged  that  the  love  of  Zeus  for  lo,  in  the  Pro7netheus,  is  an  ex- 
ample of  a  passion  which  became  an  unbearable  burden  and  source 
of  misery  to  its  victim  ;  but  of  what  we  understand  by  love  there 
is  here  in  reality  no  question.  The  tale  of  lo  rather  resembles 
the  survival  of  some  mystic  Oriental  myth  of  incarnation. 

The  organic  vitality  which  ^schylus,  by  the  exercise  of  his 
creative  power,  communicated  to  the  structure  of  his  tragedies, 
is  further  noticeable  in  his  power  of  conducting  a  drama  without 
prologue  and  without  narration.  In  ^schylus,  the  information 
that  is  necessary  in  order  to  place  the  spectators  at  the  proper 
point  of  view  is  conveyed  as  part  of  the  action.  He  does  not, 
like  Euripides,  compose  a  formal  and  preliminary  speech,  or,  like 
Shakespeare,  introduce  two  or  three  superfluous  characters  in  con- 
versation. In  tliis  respect  the  openings  of  the  Prometheus,  the 
Agamemnon,  and  the  Eumenides  are  masterpieces  of  the  most 
consummate  art.     Not  only  are  we  plunged  in  meclias  res,  with- 
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out  the  sllo'litcst  sacrifice  of  clearness,  but  the  spectacle  presented 
to  our  imagination  is  stirring  in  the  highest  degree.  The  fire  has 
leaped  from  mountain  peak  to  peak  until  at  last  it  blazes  on  the 
watchman's  eyes ;  Hephfestus  and  his  satellites  are  actually  en- 
gaged in  nailing  down  the  Titan  to  his  bed  of  pain ;  the  Furies 
are  slumbering  within  the  sacred  Delphian  shrine,  and  the  ghost 
of  Clytemnestra  moves  among  them,  rousing  each  in  turn  from 
her  deep  trance.  Euripides,  proceeding  less  by  immediate  vision 
than  by  patient  thought,  prefixed  a  monologue,  which  contained 
a  programme  of  preceding  events,  and  prepared  the  spectator  for 
what  would  follow  in  the  play.  These  narratives  are  often  frigid, 
and  not  unfrequently  are  placed,  without  propriety,  in  the  mouth 
of  one  of  the  actors.  We  feel  that  a  wholly  detached  prologue 
would  have  been  more  artistic. 

The  same  is  true  about  the  speeches  of  the  Messenger.  The 
art  of  ^Eschylus  was  far  too  highly  organized  to  be  obliged  to 
have  recourse  to  such  rude  methods.  It  is  true  that,  when  he 
pleased,  as  in  the  Persce,  he  gave  the  principal  part  to  the  Mes- 
senger. The  actors  in  that  play  are  little  better  than  spectators ; 
and  the  same  may  be  said  about  the  Seven  against  Thebes.  But 
the  Messenger,  though  employed  as  here  for  special  purposes,  was 
no  integral  part  of  his  dramatic  machinery  ;  nor  did  he  ever  com- 
mit the  decisive  event  of  the  drama  to  narration.  His  master- 
stroke as  a  dramatic  poet  —  the  cry  of  Agamemnon,  following 
close  upon  the  prophecies  of  Cassandra,  and  breaking  the  silence 
like  a  clap  of  doom,  in  that  awful  moment  when  the  scene  is  left 
empty  and  the  chorus  tremble  Avith  the  apprehension  of  a  coming 
woe — would  probably  have  yielded  in  the  hands  of  Euripides  to 
the  speech  of  a  servant.  It  was  not  that  the  later  poet  Avould  not 
willingly  have  employed  every  means  in  his  power  for  stirring 
the  emotions  of  his  audience ;  but  he  had  not  the  creative  im- 
agination of  his  predecessor ;  he  could  not  grasp  his  subject  as  a 
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wliole  so  perfectly  as  to  dispense  witli  artificial  and  mechanical 
devices.  He  fell  back,  tlierefore,  upon  narrative,  in  whicli  lie  Avas 
a  supreme  master. 

Equally  remarkable  from  this  point  of  view  is  the  ^schylean 
treatment  of  the  Chorus.  It  is  never  really  separated  from  the 
action  of  the  play.  In  the  Prometheus.,  for  example,  the  Oceanidse 
actually  share  the  doom  of  the  protagonist.  In  the  Supplices  the 
daughters  of  Danaus  may  be  termed  the  protagonist ;  for  upon 
them  converges  the  whole  interest  of  the  drama.  In  the  Seven 
against  Thebes  the  participation  of  the  Chorus  in  the  fate  of  the 
chief  actors  is  proved  by  half  of  them  siding  with  Ismene  and 
the  other  half  with  Antigone  at  the  conclusion.  In  the  Persoe 
they  represent  the  nation  which  has  suffered  through  the  folly  of 
Xei'xes.  In  the  Againemnon  the  elders  of  Mycena)  assume  an  at- 
titude directly  hostile  to  ^gisthus  and  Clytemnestra.  In  the 
Cho'ephoroe  the  w'omen  who  sympathize  with  Electra  further  the 
scheme  of  Orestes  by  putting  ^gisthus  off  the  track  of  danger 
and  sending  him  unarmed  to  meet  his  murderers.  In  the  Eu- 
menides  the  Furies  play  a  part  at  least  equal  in  importance  to  that 
of  Orestes.  They,  like  the  protagonist,  stand  before  the  judg- 
ment-seat of  Pallas  and  accept  the  verdict  of  the  Areiopagus, 
Thus,  in  each  of  the  extant  plays  of  ^Eschylus,  even  the  Chorus, 
which  was  subsequently  so  far  separated  from  the  action  as  to  be- 
come a  mere  commentator  and  spectator,  is  vitally  important  in 
the  conduct  of  the  drama.  Euripides,  by  formalizing  the  several 
elements  of  the  tragic  art,  by  detaching  the  Chorus,  introducing  a 
prologue,  and  expanding  the  functions  of  the  Messenger,  sacrificed 
that  higher  kind  of  unity  which  we  admire  in  the  harmonious 
working  of  complex  parts.  What  he  gained  Avas  the  opportunity 
of  concentrating  attention  upon  the  conflict  of  motives,  occasions 
for  the  psychological  analysis  of  character,  and  scope  for  ethical 
reflection  and  rhetorical  description. 
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I  have  liitlierto  been  occupied  by  what  appear  to  me  the  essen- 
tial features  of  the  genius  of  ^schylus — its  demiurgic  faculty  of 
creativeness,  and  its  capacity  of  dealing  with  heroic  rather  than 
merely  human  forms.  To  pass  to  the  consideration  of  his  the- 
ology would  at  this  point  be  natural  and  easy.  I  do  not,  how- 
ever, wish  to  dwell  on  what  is  called  the  prophetic  aspect  of  his 
tragedy  at  present.  It  is  enough  to  say  that,  here,  as  in  the  sphere 
of  pure  art,  he  was  in  the  truest  sense  creative.  Without  exactly 
removing  the  old  landmarks,  he  elevated  the  current  conception 
of  Zeus  regarded  as  the  supreme  deity,  and  introduced  a  novel 
life  and  depth  of  meaning  into  the  moral  fabric  of  the  Greek  re- 
ligion. Much  as  he  rejoiced  in  the  delineation  of  Titanic  and 
primeval  powers,  he  paid  but  slight  attention  to  the  minor  gods 
of  the  Pantheon  ;  his  creed  was  monotheism  detached  upon  a 
pantheistic  background,  to  which  the  forms  of  polytheism  gave 
variety  and  color,  Zeus  was  all  in  all  for  JEschylus  far  more  than 
for  his  predecessors,  Homer  and  Hesiod.  The  most  remarkable 
point  about  the  ^schylean  theology  is  that,  in  spite  of  its  origi- 
nality, it  seems  to  have  but  little  affected  the  substance  of  serious 
Greek  thought.  Plato,  for  example,  talks  of  Prometheus  in  the 
Protagoras  as  if  no  new  conception  of  his  character  had  been  re- 
vealed to  him  by  ^schylus.  We  are  not,  therefore,  justified  in 
regarding  the  dramatic  poet  as  in  any  strict  sense  a  prophet,  and 
the  oracles  he  uttered  are  chiefly  valuable  as  indications  of  liis 
own  peculiar  ways  of  thinking ;  nor  ought  we,  even  so,  perhaps, 
to  demand  from  ^schylus  too  much  consistency.  The  Siqyj^Uces, 
for  instance,  cannot  without  due  reservation  be  used  to  illustrate 
the  Prometheus  ;  since  the  dramatic  situation  in  the  two  trage- 
dies is  so  different  as  to  account  for  any  apparent  divergence  of 
opinion. 

There  is,  however,  one  point  in  the  morality  of  ^schylus  con- 
cerning fate  and  freewill  which  calls  for  special  comment,  since 
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we  run  a  danger  here  of  doing  real  violence  to  bis  art  by  over- 
stating some  one  tbeory  about  his  supposed  philosophical  inten- 
tion. I  allude,  of  course,  to  his  conception  of  destiny.  If  we 
adopt  the  fatalistic  explanation  of  Greek  tragedy  propounded  by 
Schlegel,  we  can  hardly  avoid  coarsening  and  demoralizing  fables 
which  owe  their  interest  not  to  the  asphyxiating  force  of  destiny, 
but  to  the  action  and  passion  of  human  beings.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  we  overstrain  the  theological  doctrine  of  Nemesis,  we  run  a 
risk  of  trying  to  find  sermons  in  works  of  art,  and  of  exaggerating 
the  importance  of  details  which  support  our  favorite  hypothesis. 
It  should  never  be  forgotten  that  whatever  view  we  take  of  the 
moral  and  religious  purpose  of  Greek  tragedy  has  been  gained 
by  subsequent  analysis.  It  was  not  in  any  case  present  to  the 
consciousness  of  the  poet  as  a  necessary  condition  of  his  art  as 
art.  His  first  business  was  to  provide  for  the  dramatic  presenta- 
tion of  his  subject :  his  philosophy,  whether  ethical  or  theologi- 
cal, transpired  in  the  heat  and  stress  of  production,  not  because 
he  sought  to  give  it  deliberate  expression,  but  because  it  formed 
an  integral  part  of  the  fabric  of  his  mind,  ^schylus,  in  com- 
mon with  the  Greeks  of  his  age,  firmly  believed  in  the  indissoluble 
connection  between  acts  and  consequences,  and  in  the  continua- 
tion of  these  consequences  through  successive  generations.  "  What- 
soever a  man  soweth  that  shall  he  also  reap,"  "  the  fathers  have 
eaten  a  sour  grape  and  the  children's  teeth  are  set  on  edge," 
formed  the  groundwork  of  his  view  of  human  life.  This  sort  of 
fatalism  he  colored  with  religious  theories  adopted  from  the  an- 
tique theology  of  his  race,  but  strongly  moralized  and  developed 
in  the  light  of  his  own  reason.  The  importance  attributed  by  the 
Greeks  to  hereditary  curses,  even  in  the  common  affairs  of  life,  is 
proved  by  the  familiar  example  of  the  proclamation  by  the  Spar- 
tans against  Pericles  in  the  first  year  of  the  Peloponnesian  War. 
Much  of  elder  superstition,  therefore,  clings  about  his  ethics,  and 
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an  awful  sense  of  guilt  and  doom  attaclies  to  acts  in  tbemselves 
apparently  indifferent ;  nor  can  we  fail  to  recognize  a  belief  in 
fate  as  fate,  ri  7r£7rpw/xf  I'or,  superior  to  all  besides.  Tbe  realm  of 
tragic  terror  lies  precisely  in  tliis  border-land  between  inexorable 
reason  and  unreasoned  fear.  It  has  .nothing  to  do  with  pure  sci- 
ence or  pure  religion  :  they  speak  each  for  themselves  with  their 
own  voice ;  but  it  is  not  the  voice  of  the  dramatist.  On  the  one 
hand,  logical  fatalism  offers  no  freedom  for  the  play  of  character, 
no  turning-points  of  choice,  no  revolutions  which  may  rouse  our 
sympathy  and  stir  us  with  the  sense  of  self-determined  ruin.  On 
the  other  hand,  theology,  in  its  methodic  form,  supplies,  indeed, 
the  text  of  sermons,  admonitions,  and  commandments,  but  not 
the  subject-matter  for  a  work  of  art.  Where  the  necessity  of  cir- 
cumstance or  the  will  of  the  Deity  is  paramount,  human  action 
sinks  into  insignificance ;  the  canons  of  inevitable  sequence  and 
of  obedience  under  pain  of  penalty  supersede  the  casuistry  of  bal- 
anced motives,  and  the  poet  is  swallowed  up  m  the  divine  or  the 
logician.  Somewhere  between  the  two,  in  the  intermediate  dark- 
ness, or  /i£-a/x/Jioc  (TKOToc^  where  all  the  ways  of  life  are  perilous, 
and  where  no  clear  light  reveals  the  pitfalls  of  fate  and  the  gins 
of  reliffious  dutv,  lies  the  track  of  the  trao-edian.  His  men  and 
women  are  free;  yet  their  action  is  overruled  by  destiny.  They 
err  against  the  law  of  heaven  and  flourish  for  a  season ;  but  the 
law  pursues  them  and  enacts  its  penalty.  While  terror  and  pity 
are  stirred  by  the  pervading  sense  of  human  helplessness,  scope  is 
still  left  for  the  exercise  of  the  moral  judgment ;  nor  is  the  poet 
precluded  from  teaching  his  audience  by  precept  and  example. 
These  remarks  apply  to  the  domestic  curse  which  played  so  prom- 
inent a  part  in  all  Greek  tragedy,  and  especially  in  the  dramas  of 
-^schylus.  It  was  no  mere  avalanche  of  doom  falling  from  above 
and  crushing  the  innocent  and  the  criminal  alike ;  nor,  again,  can 
it  justly  be  paralleled  by  what  it  most  resembles,  the,  taint  of 
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hereditary  disease.  It  partook  of  tlie  blind  force  of  fate ;  it  wa* 
propagated  from  generation  to  generation  by  laws  analogous  to 
those  which  govern  madness ;  yet  it  contained  another  clement, 
inasmuch  as  the  transgression  of  each  successive  victim  was  a 
necessary  condition  of  its  prolongation.  Sin  alone,  however,  was 
not  suflBcient  to  establish  its  mysterious  power ;  for  all  men  arc 
liable  to  offend  against  the  divine  law,  and  yet  all  families  are  not 
afflicted  with  a  curse.  In  order  to  appreciate  its  nature,  all  these 
factors  must  be  taken  into  account ;  their  sum  total,  notwith- 
standing the  exactitude  of  our  calculation,  remains  within  the 
realm  of  mystery.  The  undiscovered  residuum,  or  rather  the  res- 
olution of  all  these  elements  in  a  power  which  is  all  of  them  and 
more  than  all,  is  fate.  Students  who  are  curious  to  appreciate  the 
value  attached  by  the  Greeks  themselves  to  the  several  elements 
implicit  in  the  notion  of  domestic  Ate,  should  attentively  peruse 
the  longer  of  the  two  arguments  to  the  Seven  against  Thebes, 
while  the  play  itself  sets  forth  more  energetically  than  any  other 
the  terrible  lesson  of  the  ^Eschylean  Nemesis.  The  protagonist 
Eteocles  is  a  curse-intoxicated  man,  driven  by  the  doom  of  his 
race  and  by  the  imprecations  of  his  father  on  a  dreadful  shoal  of 
fate.  He  walks  open-eyed  to  meet  his  destiny — to  slay  his  broth- 
er and  be  slain.  Still,  helpless  as  he  seems,  he  is  not  innocent. 
His  own  rebellious  and  selfish  nature,  by  rousing  the  fury  of  Q^]di- 
pus,  kindles  afresh  the  smouldering  flame  of  the  ancestral  Ate. 
Thus  the  fate  which  overwhelms  him  is  compounded  of  hereditary 
guilt,  personal  transgression,  and  the  courage-quelling  terror  of  a 
father's  curse.  But  it  is  more  than  all  this :  it  is  an  irresistible 
compelling  force.  He  cannot  avoid  it,  since  action  has  been 
thrust  upon  him  by  the  strength  of  circumstance.  The  tragic 
horror  of  his  situation  arises  from  the  necessity  under  which  he 
labors  of  going  forward,  though  he  knows  that  the  next  step  leads 
to  a  bottomless  abyss. 
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In  estimating  tlie  cliaracters  of  JEschylus,  what  has  already  been 
said  about  his  art  in  general  must  be  taken  into  account.  He 
was  occnpied  with  the  task  of  exhibiting  a  great  action,  a  Ipufia 
in  the  strictest  sense  of  the  Greek  phrase ;  and  this  action  was 
frequently  so  colossal  in  its  relations  as  to  preclude  the  niceties 
of  merely  personal  character.  Persons  had  to  become  types  in 
order  to  play  their  part  efficiently.  The  underlying  moral  and 
religious  idea  was  blended  with  the  a3sthetic  purpose  of  the  poet, 
and  penetrated  with  the  interest  pertaining  to  the  clash  of  con- 
flicting principles  :  the  total  effect  produced  sometimes  seems  to 
defy  analysis  of  character  in  detail.  The  psychology  of  his  chief 
characters  is,  therefore,  inherent  in  their  action,  and  is  only  cal- 
culable in  connection  with  their  momentary  environments.  We 
have  to  infer  their  specific  quality  less  from  what  they  say  than 
from  their  bearing  and  their  conduct  in  the  crises  of  the  drama. 
Only  after  profound  study  of  the  situation  of  each  tragedy,  after 
steeping  our  imagination  in  the  elementary  conditions  selected  by 
the  poet,  can  we  realize  the  fulness  of  their  individuality.  In 
this  respect  ^schylus  resembles  Homer.  Like  Homer,  he  repeats 
the  work  of  nature,  and  creates  men  and  women  entire.  He  does 
not  strive  to  lay  bare  the  conscious  workings  of  the  mind  piece- 
meal. He  has  none  of  the  long  speeches  on  which  Euripides  re- 
lied for  settino-  forth  the  flux  and  reflux  of  contendino;  motives,  or 
for  making  clear  the  attitude  adopted  by  his  dramatis  liersonce. 
There  is  no  revelation  of  the  anatomical  method  in  his  art ;  nor, 
again,  can  we  detect  the  ars  celandi  artein  to  which  poets  of  a 
more  reflective  age  are  forced  to  have  recourse.  Everything  with 
JEschylus  is  organic;  each  part  is  subordinated  to  the  whole 
which  pre-existed  in  his  mind,  and  which  has  been  evolved  in  its 
essential  unity  from  his  imagination.  Even  the  weighty  sen- 
tences and  gnomic  judgments  upon  human  affairs,  uttered  by  his 
actors,  are  necessitated  by  the  straits  in  which  they  find  them- 
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selves.  Severed  from  their  context,  tliey  lose  half  their  value  ; 
whereas  the  similar  reflections  in  Euripides  may  be  detached  with- 
out injury,  and  read  like  extracts  from  a  commonplace -book. 
Perhaps  sufficient  stress  has  not  been  laid  by  critics  upon  this 
quality  of  absolute  creativeness,  which  distinguishes  the  Homer- 
ic, ^schylean,  and  Shakespearian  poets  from  those  who  proceed 
from  mental  analysis  to  artistic  presentation.  It  is  easy  to  I'cnder 
an  account  of  characters  that  have  first  been  thought  out  as  ethical 
specimens  and  then  provided  with  a  suitable  exterior.  It  is  very 
difficult  to  dissect  those  which  started  into  being  by  an  act  of  in- 
tuitive invention,  and  which,  dissociated  from  the  texture  of  cir- 
cumstance Woven  round  them,  appear  at  first  sight  to  elude  our 
intellectual  grasp.  Yet  the  latter  are  found  in  the  long  run  to  be 
cast,  in  the  more  vital  mould.  Once  apprehended,  they  haunt  the 
jnemory  like  real  persons,  and  we  may  fancy,  if  we  choose,  in- 
numerable series  of  events  through  which  they  would  maintain 
their  individuality  intact.  They  are,  in  fact,  living  creatures,  and 
not  puppets  of  the  poet's  brain. 

:  Of  the  characters  of  vEschylus,  those  which  have  been  wrought 
with  the  greatest  care,  and  which  leave  the  most  profound  im- 
pression on  the  memory,  are  Clytemnestra  and  Prometheus.  Con- 
sidering how  slight  were  the  outlines  of  the  Homeric  picture  of 
Clytemnestra,  it  may  be  said  that  ^scbylus  created  her.  "What 
is  still  more  remarkable  than  his  creation  of  Clytemnestra  is  that 
he  should  have  realized  her  far  more  vividly  than  any  of  the  men 
whom  he  has  drawn.  This  proves  that  ^Eschylus,  at  least  among 
the  Attic  Greeks,  gave  a  full  share  to  women  in  the  affairs  of  the 
great  world  of  public  action.  As  a  woman,  she  stands  outside 
the  decencies  and  duties  of  womanhood,  supporting  herself  by 
the  sole  strength  of  her  powerful  nature  and  indomitable  Avill. 
The  self-sufficingness  of  Clytemnestra  is  the  main  point  in  her 
portrait.     Her  force  of  character  is  revealed  by  the  sustained  re- 
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pression  of  lier  real  feelings  and  tlie  concealment  of  her  murder- 
ous purpose,  wliicli  enable  her  to  compass  Agamemnon's  death. 
During  the  critical  moments  when  she  receives  her  husband  in 
state,  and  leads  him  to  the  bath  within  the  palace,  she  remains 
calm  and  collected.  The  deed  that  she  has  plotted  must,  if  ever, 
be  done  at  once.  A  single  word  from  the  Chorus,  who  are  aware 
of  her  relations  to  ^^gisthus,  would  spoil  all  her  preparations. 
Yet  she  shows  no  fear,  and  can  command  the  fairest  flowers  of 
rhetoric  to  greet  the  king  with  feio-ned  cono-ratulations.  The 
same  strength  is  displayed  in  her  treatment  of  Cassandra,  on 
whom  she  wastes  no  words,  expends  no  irritable  energy,  although 
she  hates  and  has  the  mind  to  murder  lier.  Studied  oraft  and 
cold  disdain  mark  her  bearing  at  the  supreme  crisis.  When  the 
death-blow  has  been  given  to  Agamemnon,  she  breathes  freely  ; 
lier  language  reveals  the  exhilaration  of  one  who  expands  his 
lungs  and  opens  wide  his  nostrils  to  snuff  the  elastic  air  of  liberty. 
The  blood  upon  her  raiment  is  as  pleasant  to  her  as  a  shower  of 
rain  on  thirsty  cornfields  ;  she  shouts  like  soldiers  when  the  foe- 
men  turn  to  fly.  ^schylus  has  sustained  the  impression  of  her 
force  of  character  by  the  radiant  speech  with  which  he  gifts  hen 
This  splendor  of  rhetoric  belongs  by  nature  to  the  magnificent 
and  lawless  woman  who  rejoices  in  her  shame.  It  is  like  the 
superb  colors  of  a  venomous  lily.  The  contrast  between  the  ser- 
pent-coils of  her  sophistic  speech  to  Agamemnon  at  the  palace- 
gate  and  the  short  sentences  in  which  she  describes  his  murder 
—  true  tiger-leaps  of  utterance  —  is  a  triumph  of  dramatic  art. 
As  regards  her  motive  for  kilUng  the  king,  I  see  no  reason  to 
suppose  that  ^schylus  intended  to  diverge  from  the  Homeric 
tradition.  Clytemnestra  has  lived  in  adultery  with  ^gisthus ; 
she  dares  not  face  a  public  discovery  of  her  fault,  nor  is  she  will- 
ing to  forego  her  paramour.  The  passage  in  the  Choephorce^ 
where  she  argues  with  Orestes  before  her  own  murder,  proves 
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that  she  has  no  other  valid  reason  to  set  forth.  Her  son  tells  her 
she  shall  be  slain  and  laid  by  the  side  of  ^gisthus,  seeing  that  in 
life  she  preferred  him  to  her  lord.  All  her  answer  is  :  "  Child, 
in  your  father's  absence  I  was  sorely  tried."  The  same  is  clear 
from  the  allusions  in  the  Agamemnon  to  the  nerveless  lion,  "who 
tumbles  in  the  royal  couch,  and  is  a  sorry  housekeeper  for  the 
departed  king.  ^Eschylus,  however,  with  the  instinct  of  a  great 
poet,  has  not  suffered  our  minds  to  dwell  wholly  upon  this  adul- 
terous motive.  He  makes  Clytemnestra  put  forth  other  pleas, 
and  intends  us  to  believe  in  their  validity,  as  lending  her  self- 
confidence  in  the  commission  of  her  crime,  and  as  sujyo-estinfj 
reasons  for  our  sympathy.  Revenge  for  Iphigeneia's  sacrifice, 
the  superstitious  sense  of  the  Erinnys  of  the  house  of  Atreus, 
jealousy  of  Chryseis  and  Cassandra,  mingle  with  the  master  im- 
pulse in  her  mind,  and  furnish  her  with  specious  arguments. 
The  solidity  of  Clytcmnestra's  character  is  impressed  upon  us 
with  a  force  and  a  reality  of  presentation  that  have  never  been 
surpassed.  She  maintains  the  same  aplomb^  the  same  cold  glit- 
tering energy  of  speech,  the  same  presence  of  mind  and  unswerv- 
ing firmness  of  nerve,  whether  she  bandies  words  of  bitter  irony 
with  the  Chorus,  or  ceremoniously  receives  the  king,  or  curls  the 
lip  of  scorn  at  Cassandra,  or  defies  the  Argives  after  Agamem- 
non's death.  She  loves  power,  and  despises  show.  When  the 
deed  is  done,  and  fair  words  are  no  longer  needed,  her  hypocrisy 
is  cast  aside.  At  the  same  time  she  defends  herself  with  a  moral 
impudence  which  is  only  equalled  by  her  intellectual  skill,  and 
rises  at  last  to  the  sublimity  of  arrogance  when  she  asserts  her 
right  to  be  regarded  as  the  incarnate  demon  of  the  house.  Cly- 
temnestra has  been  frequently  compared  to  Lady  Macbeth  ;  nor 
is  it  easy  to  think  of  the  one  without  being  reminded  of  the 
other.  Clytemnestra,  however,  is  a  less  elastic  character  than 
Lady  Macbeth :  she  is  cast  in  metal  of  a  tougher  temper,  and 
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tlie  springs  wliicli  move  her  are  more  simple.  Lady  Macbeth 
has  not  in  reality  so  much  force  and  fibre  :  she  does  not  design 
Duncan's  death  many  months  beforehand ;  she  acts  from  over- 
mastering impulse  under  the  temptation  of  opportunity,  and  when 
her  husband  and  herself  are  sunk  chin-deep  in  blood  she  cannot 
bear  the  load  of  guilt  upon  her  conscience.  Shakespeare  has 
conceived  and  analyzed  a  woman  more  sensitive,  and  therefore 
more  liable  to  nervous  failui'e,  than  Clytemnestra,  Clytcmnestra 
never  breaks  down.  Her  sin  feeds  and  nourishes  her  nature,  in- 
stead of  starving  and  palsying  it ;  her  soul  grows  fat  and  pros- 
pers, nor  does  she  know  what  conscience  means.  She  is  never 
more  imposing  in  her  pride  of  intellectual  strength  than  when 
she  receives  the  feigned  news  of  Orestes'  death.  Just  as  the 
superior  nature  of  Lady  Macbeth  is  enhanced  by  contrast  with 
her  weaker  husband,  so  Clytemnestra  appears  to  the  greatest  ad- 
vantage by  the  side  of  ^gisthus.  ^gisthus  in  the  last  scene  of 
the  Agamemnon  brags  and  blusters;  Clytemnestra  utters  no  su- 
perfluous syllable.  ^'Egisthus  insults  the  corpse  of  the  king ;  Cly- 
temnestra is  satisfied  with  having  slain  him.  Nothing  shakes  her 
courage  or  weakens  her  determination.  When  Orestes  turns  his 
sword  against  her  in  the  Cho'ephoroe,  her  first  impulse  is  to  call 
aloud  :  "  Reach  me  with  all  speed  an  axe  of  weight  to  tire  a  man, 
that  we  may  know  at  once  the  issue  of  this  combat."  She  will 
measure  weapons  with  her  son.  And  when  his  blade  is  already 
at  her  breasts,  she  has  the  nerve  to  bare  them  and  exclaim  :  "  My 
son,  behold  where  thou  didst  lie  ;  these  nipples  gave  thee  milk." 
There  is  no  groaning  in  her  last  life-struggle.  She  dies,  as  she 
lived,  self -sustained  and  equal  to  all  emergencies.  This  terrible 
personality  endures  even  in  the  grave.  When  she  rises  in  the 
Eumenides,  a  ghost  from  Hades,  it  is  with  bitter  taunts  and  a 
most  biting  tongue  that  she  stirs  up  the  Furies  to  revenge.  If 
we  are  to  seek  a  parallel  for  Clytemnestra  in  our  own  dramatic 
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literature,  1  should  be  inclined  to  look  for  it  in  tlie  Vittoria  Cor- 
rombona  of  Webster.  The  modern  poet  has  not  developed  his 
"  white  devil  of  Italy"  with  the  care  that  ^schylus  bestowed  on 
Clytemnestra.  Her  portrait  remains  a  sketch  rather  than  a  fin- 
ished picture ;  and  the  circumstances  of  her  tragedy  are  infinitely 
less  impressive  than  those  which  place  the  Queen  of  Mycena3  on 
so  eminent  a  pinnacle  of  crime.  But  Vittoria  is  cast  in  the  same 
mould.  Like  Clytemnestra,  she  has  the  fascination  and  the  force 
of  sin,  self-satisfied  and  self-contained  to  face  the  world  with 
brazen  arrogance,  and  browbeat  truth  before  the  judgment-seat 
of  gods  or  men. 

Of  all  the  masterpieces  of  Greek  tragedy  which  have  been  pre- 
served to  us,  the  Prometheus  of  ^^schylus  presents  by  far  the 
greatest  difiiculty,  and  involves  at  the  same  time  by  far  the  most 
enticing  problems.  Its  paramount  interest  lies  in  the  fact  that 
the  dramatic  action  is  removed  beyond  and  above  the  sphere  of 
humanity,  and  that  the  poet,  who  was  also  the  chief  prophet  of 
Hellas  in  the  very  prime  of  Athenian  culture,  is  dealing  with  the 
mystery  of  God's  relation  to  the  w'orld  and  man.  In  the  trilogy 
of  the  Oi'esteia  he  is  concerned  with  heroes ;  in  the  Prometheus, 
with  gods.  Titans,  and  demigods.  The  dramatis  personce  are  Pro- 
metheus, Hephaestus  and  his  comrade  Force,  Hermes,  the  herald 
of  Zeus,  lo,  the  victim  of  the  love  of  Zeus,  and  Oceanus,  the  ruler 
of  the  streams  and  seas.  The  Chorus  is  composed  of  Oceanides, 
the  maiden  daughters  of  tlie  deep,  cloud-bearing  dews  and  mists, 
who  gather  round  the  Scythian  crags,  where  Prometheus  lies 
chained  and  exposed  to  fiery  heat  by  day  and  freezing  cold  by 
night.  The  only  mortal  who  visits  him  is  lo ;  and  she  bears 
within  her  the  child  of  Zeus.  Thus  everything  in  the  tragedy  is 
conceived  upon  a  vast  and  visionary  scale.  It  is  no  episode  of 
real  or  legendary  history  which  forms  the  subject-matter  of  the 
play.     The  powers  of  heaven  and  earth  are  in  action.     The  des- 
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tinies  of  Olympian  Zeus  and  of  the  wliole  human  race  are  at 
stake.  In  this  lofty  region  of  the  imagination  the  genius  of 
JEschylus  moves  freely.  The  scenery  of  his  drama  is  in  har- 
mony with  its  stupendous  subject.  Barren  mountain -summits, 
the  sea  outspread  beneath,  the  sky  with  all  its  stars  above,  silently 
falling  snow-flakes  and  tempestuous  winds,  thunder  and  earth- 
quake and  riven  precipices  are  the  images  which  crowd  upon  the 
mind.  In  like  manner  the  duration  of  time  is  indefinitely  ex- 
tended. Not  years,  but  centuries,  measure  the  continuance  of  the 
struggle  between  the  sovereign  will  of  Zeus  and  the  stubborn  re- 
sistance  of  the  Titan. 

At  the  opening  of  the  play  Prometheus  appears  in  the  midst 
of  the  desert  which  is  destined  for  his  prison-home.  Ilephajstus 
and  his  satellites  chain  him  down  with  adamantine  rivets,  so  that 
he  may  neither  bend  the  knee  nor  rest  in  slumber,  but  must  cling, 
crucified  in  wakeful  torment,  to  the  unyielding  rock.  While  they 
are  at  their  work,  Prometheus  utters  not  a  word  or  groan.  He  is 
gifted  with  unerring  foresight,  and  knows  surely  that  his  doom 
must  be  borne,  and  also  that  his  doom  must  have  an  end.  He 
defies  the  power  of  Zeus  in  frigid  silence ;  not  sullenly — because, 
Avhen  sympathy  has  loosed  his  lips,  he  proves  that  a  warm  heart 
beats  within  his  breast — but  proudly  and  indignantly.  Hephajs- 
tus  and  Titanic  Force  leave  him  alone  in  his  misery  when  their 
task  is  finished.  Then  at  last  he  speaks.  It  is  to  the  kindred 
powers  of  elemental  nature,  to  the  Sun  and  Sea  and  nourishing 
Earth,  his  brethren  and  his  mother,  that  he  addresses  his  com- 
plaint :  "  See  you  how  I,  a  god,  suffer  at  the  hands  of  God  ;  and 
for  what  crime  ? — -for  having  given  fire  to  mortal  many 

This,  then,  is  the  sin  of  Prometheus.  He  found  humanity  ab- 
ject and  forsaken  by  the  gods.  Zeus,  who  had  recently  seized 
upon  the  empire  of  the  universe,  designed  to  extirpate  men  from 
the  world,  and  to  create  a  new  race  after  his  own  heart.     Prome- 
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tlicus  took  pity  upon  them,  saved  them  from  destruction,  gifted 
them  A\ith  fire,  the  mother  of  all  arts,  taught  them  carpentry  and 
husbandry,  revealed  to  them  the  stars,  M'hereby  they  knew  the 
order  of  the  seasons  and  recurrences  of  crops,  instructed  them  in 
letters,  showed  them  how  to  tame  the  horse  and  ox,  and  how  to 
plough  the  sea  with  ships,  then  taught  them  medicine  and  the  cure 
of  wounds,  then  divination  and  the  sacrifice  of  victims  to  propi- 
tiate the  gods,  and  lastly  how  to  smelt  the  ore  contained  Avithin 
the  bowels  of  the  earth.  All  these  good  things  Prometheus  gave 
to  men.  And  here,  in  passing,  we  may  notice  how  accurately 
^schylus  has  sketched  the  primitive  conditions  of  mankind  in  its 
emergence  from  the  state  of  savagery.  The  picture  is,  indeed, 
poetical ;  but  subsequent  knowledge  has  only  strengthened  the 
outlines  and  filled  them  in  with  details,  not  altered  or  erased  them. 
Now,  howe\'er,  we  ask.  In  what  true  sense  Avas  Prometheus 
criminal  ?  What  right  had  Zeus,  Avho  is  invariably  represented 
by  ^schylus  in  all  his  other  dramas  as  a  just  and  wise  ruler,  to 
impose  these  trials  on  the  benefactor  of  the  Iniman  race  ?  ^schy- 
lus,  in  this  play,  clearly  desires  to  rouse  our  sympathy  for  Prome- 
theus. He  makes  all  the  principal  actors  speak  of  Zeus  as  a  force- 
ful tyrant,  newly  come  to  power,  which  he  abuses  for  his  selfish 
ends,  subverting  the  old  order  of  the  world,  oppressing  the  old 
powers,  who  are  his  kindred,  yet  substituting  nothing  but  his  own 
ill-regulated  and  capricious  will.  On  the  other  hand,  ^Eschylus 
has  indicated  that  Prometheus  is  in  the  wrong  ;  that  he  reo^ards 
his  disobedience  to  Zeus  as  the  cause  of  merited  punishment. 
The  Chorus  points  this  moral  by  asserting,  in  spite  of  their  tender 
feeling  for  the  Titan,  that  they  only  are  sane  and  righteous  who 
bow  to  necessity  and  accept  the  law  of  their  superior.  Oceanus, 
in  like  manner,  advises  his  kinsman  to  submit ;  and  reminds  him 
that,  though  the  rule  of  Zeus  is  a  novelty,  it  is  not  intolerable, 
and  that  acquiescence  is  always  prudent. 
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The  clilof  difficulty  of  the  play  consists,  therefore,  in  under- 
standing the  error  of  the  protagonist,  and  in  reconciling  the  char- 
acter of  Zeus,  as  here  depicted,  with  the  theology  elsewhere  ex- 
pressed by  ^schylus.  The  most  probable  solution  of  the  prob- 
lem is  suggested  by  the  ideal  to  which  Greek  tragedy  aspired.  It 
was  the  object  of  the  Athenian  dramatists  not  to  represent  a  sim- 
ple study  of  character,  or  to  set  forth  a  merely  stirring  action, 
but  to  depict  a  hero  worthy  of  all  respect  and  admirable,  exposed 
to  suffering  or  ruin  by  some  fault  of  temperament.  We  are  prob- 
ably meant  to  look  upon  Prometheus  as  having  erred,  though  no- 
bly, through  self-will,  because  he  would  not  obey  the  ruler  of  the 
world  for  the  time  being,  nor  abide  the  working-out  of  the  law 
of  fate  in  patience,  but  tried  to  take  that  law  into  his  own  hands, 
and  to  anticipate  the  evolution  of  events.  At  the  same  time  the 
play  seems  to  convict  supreme  Zeus  himself  of  a  tyrannical  exer- 
cise of  a  forcefully  acquired  power :  he  also,  through  a  like  self- 
will,  appears  to  be  kicking  against  the  pricks  of  immutable  des- 
tiny ;  and  it  is  prophesied  that  in  his  turn  he  will  be  superseded 
by  a  more  righteous  ruler.  The  secret  of  the  revolution  in  Olym- 
pus, whereby  Zeus  will  be  deposed,  is  possessed  by  Prometheus, 
and  withheld  by  him  from  his  tormentor.  Thus  the  knowledge 
of  the  future  enables  the  hero  of  the  drama  to  endure,  while  Zeus 
upon  his  throne  suffers  through  the  consciousness  that  fate  can- 
not be  resisted.  Therefore  the  Prometheus^  as  we  possess  it,  pre- 
sents the  spectacle  of  two  stubborn  wills  in  conflict.  The  action 
is  suspended.  The  conclusion  cannot  be  foreseen.  Owing  to  its 
very  excellence  as  a  work  of  art,  it  contains  no  indication  of  the 
ultimate  solution ;  we  are  only  told  by  Prometheus  that,  after  he 
has  been  liberated,  and  not  till  then,  he  may  reveal  the  means  by 
which  the  ruin  of  Zeus  shall  be  averted.  We  are  left  to  conject- 
ure that  ^schylus  intended  to  harmonize  the  wills  of  the  Titan 
and  his  oppressor  through  the  final  submission  of  both  alike  to 
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the  laws  of  destiny,  wlilch  are  supreme.  Proraetlieus,  when  once 
Lis  pride  has  given  way,  will  reveal  the  secret  which  he  holds,  and 
Zeus,  made  acquiescent  by  the  lapse  of  time,  will  accept  it. 

The  chief  obstacle  to  the  satisfactory  interpretation  of  the 
Prometheus  springs,  as  I  have  hinted,  from  the  difficulty  of  un- 
derstanding how  Prometheus  was  guilty  and  Zeus  justified.  The 
transgression  of  the  hero,  if  it  deserves  the  name  at  all,  was  emi- 
nently noble.  His  punishment  appears  extravagant  in  its  severi- 
ty. At  first  sight  we  can  hardly  avoid  the  conclusion  that  the 
final  alliance  between  the  two  conflicting  actors  in  this  drama  was 
a  kind  of  political  compromise,  unworthy  of  the  protagonist.  To 
this  judgment  Shelley  was  led  by  his  hatred  of  despotism,  and  by 
his  inability  to  imagine  a  dignified  termination  to  the  dispute 
that  enlisted  his  sympathies  so  strongly  on  the  side  of  the  disin- 
terested hero.  "  I  was  averse,"  he  says  in  the  Preface  to  Pro- 
metheus Unbound^  "  from  a  catastrophe  so  feeble  as  that  of  recon- 
ciling the  Champion  v.ith  the  Oppressor  of  mankind.  The  moral 
interest  of  the  fable,  which  is  so  powerfully  sustained  by  the  suf- 
ferings and  endurance  of  Prometheus,  would  be  annihilated  if  we 
could  conceive  of  him  as  unsaying  his  high  language  and  quailing 
before  his  successful  and  perfidious  adversary."  Tliose,  however, 
who  have  learned  to  respect  the  lofty  theosophy  of  ^schylus,  no 
less  than  to  admire  his  imperial  artistic  faculty,  will  be  slow  to 
accept  the  conclusion  of  Shelley,  or  to  believe  that  the  catastro- 
phe prepared  by  the  Greek  poet  was  feeble.  They  will  rather 
mistrust  their  powers  of  judgment,  or  suspect  that  the  key  to  the 
riddle  has  been  lost.  The  truth  is,  that  we  have  no  means  of  set- 
tling what  the  catastrophe  really  was ;  and  at  this  point  it  is  nec- 
essary to  give  some  account  of  the  relation  of  this  drama  to  the 
entire  scheme  of  ^schylus. 

The  Prometheus  Bound  {cearfiujTrjg)  was  probably  the  second  of 
a  trilogy,  or  series  of  three  tragedies,  of  which  the  first  was  called 
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Prometheus  the  Fire-bearer  {Trvp<pupos),  and  tlie  third  Prometheus 
Unbound  {Xvojxsi'oc).  Prometheus  the  Fire-bearer  and  Prome- 
theus Unbound  have  disappeared ;  it  seems  that  they  were  not 
even  known  to  the  Greek  scholiast,  for  he  does  not  mention  them 
in  his  argument  to  the  Prometheus  Bound.  At  the  same  time 
the  argument  prefixed  to  the  Persce  informs  us  that  that  play  was 
the  second  in  a  series,  of  which  the  Phiueus  was  first,  the  Glau- 
cus  Potnieus  third,  and  a  so-called  Prometheus  fourth.  It  has 
been  conjectured  that  the  Prometheus  Avhich  formed  the  fourth 
or  satyric  drama  in  this  tetralogy  was  distinguished  by  the  title 
Fire-kindler  {irypKaevc,),  a  name  Avhich  is  mentioned  in  an  ob- 
scure passage  of  Pollux ;  and  that  consequently  four  plays  alto- 
gether by  ^schylus  bore  the  title  of  Prometheus.  It  cannot, 
however,  be  proved  beyond  doubt  that  the  Fire-kindler  existed 
independent  of  the  Fire-bearer ;  or,  if  so,  that  the  former  was  the 
last  play  in  the  tetralogy  of  the  Persw,  the  latter  the  first  in  the 
trilogy  of  the  Prometheus  Bound.  Both  arguments  to  the  only 
Prometheus  we  possess  entire  are  unfortunately  silent  about  the 
plays  which  accompanied  it ;  and  it  is  only  from  allusions  to  a 
lost  tragedy  called  Prometheus  Unbound  that  we  are  at  all  justi- 
fied in  assuming  the  disappearance  of  the  first  drama  of  the  se- 
ries, and  in  calling  it  the  Fire-bearer.  It  should  be  added  that 
the  learned  editor  of  the  Greek  Scenic  Poets  is  inclined  to  iden- 
tify the  Fire-bearer  and  the  Fire-kindler,  and  to  regard  this  play 
as  the  satyric  drama  attached  to  the  tetralogy  of  the  Persce.  By 
so  doing  he  leaves  the  Prometheus  Bound  and  Unbound  without 
a  proper  dramatic  introduction. 

In  spite  of  the  uncertainty  which  surrounds  the  criticism  of 
this  play,  no  students  familiar  Avith  the  style  of  ^Eschylus  will 
fail  to  recognize  in  the  Prometheus  Unbound  the  second  drama 
of  a  trilogy.  It  has  the  stationary  character  which  belongs  to 
the  Cho'ephoroe,  the  Persoe,  and  the  Sup2)lices.     The  dramatic  ac- 
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tion  is  not  helped  forward  in  these  second  pieces ;  tliey  develop 
the  'situation  to  which  affairs  have  been  brought  by  the  events  of 
a  previous  drama,  and  which  in  its  turn  must  lead  to  the  conclu- 
sive action  of  the  third  piece.  It  was  only  in  this  way  that  a  se- 
ries of  three  dramas  on  the  same  subject  could  be  connected  into 
true  artistic  unity.  The  catastrophe  of  the  first  play  produced  a 
combination  of  events  which  required  such  expansion  in  a  second 
that  a  new  action,  involving  a  final  catastrophe,  should  be  un- 
folded in  the  third,  and  the  whole  series  should  in  the  end  be 
seen  to  have  coherence.  Now  the  Prometheus  Unbound  is  unin- 
telligible, except  as  the  result  of  a  preceding  action,  while  its  con- 
clusion leaves  the  fate  of  the  hero  still  undetermined :  the  events 
which  brought  the  hero  to  his  dreadful  doom,  and  the  events 
■which  will  deliver  him,  are  alluded  to  as  things  of  the  past  and 
of  the  future ;  in  the  present  there  is  no  drama,  no  doing,  but 
only  a  development  of  the  intermediate  and  transitional  situation. 
We  have,  therefore,  the  right  to  assume  the  antecedence  of  a  play 
which  must,  according  to  the  data  given  in  our  extant  tragedy, 
have  turned  upon  the  hero's  theft  of  fire.* 

We  may  now  attempt  to  reconstruct  the  whole  trilogy,  and  see 
if,  having  done  so,  any  new  conditions  are  supplied  for  the  solu- 
tion of  the  diflBculty  as  originally  stated.  In  the  Fire-hearer,  for 
the  subject-matter  of  which  we  have  to  rely  on  the  allusions  of 
the  Bound,  Zeus  has  recently  acquired  the  empire  of  the  universe 
by  imprisoning  his  father,  Kronos,  and  by  defeating  the  giants 
who  rose  up  in  arms  against  him.  Prometheus,  knowing,  through 
the  inspiration  of  his  mother.  Earth,  or  Themis,  that  Zeus  will  pre- 
vail, has  taken  his  side,  and  has  materially  helped  him  in  the  con- 
flict. But  the  sympathies  of  Prometheus  are  less  with  Zeus  than 
with  the  race  of  men,  who,  at  that  primitive  period  of  the  world's 
history,  existed  in  the  lowest  state  of  wretchedness.     Zeus,  intent 

*  See  line  107. 
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on  getting  liis  new  kingdom  into  order,  entertains  the  notion  of 
destroying  mankind,  and  planting  a  better  stock  of  mortal  beings 
on  the  earth.  Prometheus  opposes  this  design,  and  enables  men 
to  raise  themselves  above  their  savage  condition  into  comparative 
power  and  comfort.  It  is  just  at  this  point  that  the  lost  drama 
would  probably  have  revealed  the  true  nature  of  his  offence,  or 
a/xapTia.  In  the  Hesiodic  legend  he  is  punished  for  having  taught 
men  to  deceive  the  powers  of  heaven ;  and  though  it  is  clear  that 
^Eschylus  did  not  closely  follow  that  version  of  the  myth,  we  may 
conjecture  that  he  represented  the  benefactor  of  humanity  as  a 
rebel  against  the  ruler  of  Olympus.  Against  the  express  com- 
mand of  Zeus,  Prometheus  gave  men  fire ;  and  though  this  act 
seems  innocent  enough,  we  must  remember  that,  according  to 
Genesis,  Adam  lost  Eden  by  merely  plucking  an  apple.  Satisfied 
■with  his  own  sense  of  justice,  and  hardened  in  his  pride  by  the 
foreknowledge  of  the  future,  Prometheus  resisted  a  power  that  he 
regarded  as  tyrannical,  and  had  to  be  treated  by  Zeus  with  the 
same  severity  as  Atlas  or  Typhoeus. 

In  the  Prometheus  Bound  we  see  the  beginning  of  his  punish- 
ment. The  Titan,  in  whose  person,  as  it  were,  the  whole  race  of 
mortals  suffer,  is  crucified  on  a  barren  cliff  of  Scythia.  Mean- 
while he  makes  two  prophecies — first,  that  a  descendant  of  lo  is 
destined  to  deliver  him  ;  and,  secondly,  that  Zeus  will  marry  and 
beget  a  son  who  shall  sway  the  universe  in  his  place.  At  the 
same  time  he  declares  that  he  knows  how  Zeus  may  avoid  this 
danger*.  Zeus,  anxious  to  possess  this  secret,  sends  down  Hermes, 
and  endeavors  to  wrest  it  from  his  prisoner  with  threats ;  but 
Prometheus  abides,  scornful  and  unyielding ;  his  pain  may  be  in- 
creased, yet  it  cannot  last  forever ;  he  is  immortal,  and  Zeus  will 
in  the  end  be  humiliated.  To  requite  his  contumacy,  Zeus  rends 
the  mountains,  hell  is  opened,  and  Prometheus  descends  to  the 
lowest  pit  of  Tartarus. 

26 
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It  is  clear  that,  whatever  may  have  been  the  fault  of  Prome- 
theus, in  the  Fire-bearer,  the  poet  has  done  all  in  his  power  to  ex- 
cite our  sympathy  for  him  in  the  second  drama  of  the  trilogy. 
He  draws  the  character  of  Oceanus  as  a  trimmer  and  time-server, 
■who  inspires  contempt.  lie  introduces  lo  suffering  as  a  wretched 
victim  of  the  selfish  love  of  her  almighty  master.  He  makes  the 
Oceanides  willing  in  the  end  to  share  the  doom  of  the  Titan ; 
while  all  the  human  sympathies  of  the  audience  are  powerfully 
affected  by  the  spectacle  of  a  martyrdom  incurred  for  their  sake. 
This  play  is,  therefore,  the  triumph  of  the  protagonist ;  his  of- 
fence is  hidden ;  his  heroic  resistance  is  idealized ;  we  are  made 
to  feel  sure  that,  when  at  last  he  is  reconciled  with  Zeus,  it  will 
be  through  no  unworthy  weakness  on  his  part. 

In  the  third  drama  of  the  trilogy,  parts  of  which,  translated 
into  Latin  by  Cicero,  have  been  preserved  to  us,  Prometheus  has 
been  raised  from  Tartarus,  and  is  again  crucified  on  Caucasus. 
A  vulture  sent  by  Zeus  daily  gnaws  his  liver,  which,  daily  grow- 
ing, supplies  continually  fresh  food  for  the  tormentor.  The  ten- 
sion of  the  situation  is  still  protracted.  Prometheus  has  not  given 
way.  Zeus  has  not  relented.  Meanwhile  the  seasons  have  re- 
volved through  thirteen  generations  of  the  race  of  men,  and  the 
deliverer  appears.  It  is  Herakles  who  cuts  the  Gordian  knot.  He 
destroys  the  vulture,  and  persuades  his  father  Zeus  to  suffer  Chei- 
ron,  the  Centaur,  whom  he  had  smitten  with  a  poisoned  arroAv, 
and  who  is  weary  of  continued  life,  to  take  the  place  of  the  Titan 
in  Hades.  Then  Prometheus  is  liberated.  He  declares  that  Zeus, 
if  he  would  avoid  the  coming  doom,  must  refrain  from  marriage 
with  Thetis.  He  binds  the  willow  of  repentance  round  his  fore- 
head, and  places  the  iron  ring  of  necessity  upon  his  finger.  His 
will  is  made  at  last  concordant  with  that  of  his  enemy.  Thetis 
is  given  in  wedlock  to  the  mortal  Peleus,  and  Achilles  is  born.* 

*  It  should  be  said  that  the  subject-matter  of  the  Fromethem  Unbound  has 
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From  this  last  drama  of  the  trilogy  it  would  appear  that  the 
honors  of  the  whole  series  were  reserved  for  Herakles.  Ileraklcs 
is  the  offspring  of  Zeus  by  a  mortal  woman.  He  occupies,  there- 
fore, a  middle  place  between  the  two  contending  parties,  and  is 
able  to  effect  their  reconciliation.  We  may  fairly  conclude  that 
herein  lay  the  solution  designed  by  ^schylus.  In  order  to  me- 
diate between  Zeus  and  Prometheus,  a  third  agency  was  impera- 
tively demanded.  The  heroic  demi-god,  who  is  the  son  of  the 
Olympian,  and  at  the  same  time  a  scion  of  oppressed  humanity, 
prompted  by  no  decree  of  his  father,  but  following  the  instincts 
of  his  generous  humanity,  will  not  allow  the  torments  of  Prome- 
theus to  continue.  By  killing  the  vulture,  he  resolves  the  justice 
of  Zeus  in  an  act  of  mercy ;  at  the  same  time,  he  touches  the 
heart  of  the  Titan,  and  draws  his  secret  from  him,  working  a  rev- 
olution in  the  stubborn  nature  of  Prometheus  similar  to  that 
which  Neoptolemus  effected  in  Philoctetes  by  his  humane  up- 
rightness. It  is  thoroughly  in  accordance  with  the  spirit  of  Greek 
tragedy  that  the  scales  should  thus  have  fallen  from  the  eyes  of 
Prometheus.  He  saw  at  last  that  Zeus,  though  severe,  was  really 
justified  ;  and,  as  a  makepeace-offering,  he  rendered  up  the  secret 
which  brought  the  ruler  into  harmony  with  the  immutable  laws 
of  fate.  According  to  this  solution  of  the  plot,  the  final  conces- 
sion of  Prometheus  would  have  been  as  noble  as  his  intermediate 
resistance ;  the  Trepnrirtia,  or  revolution,  which  was  imperatively 
required  before  the  drama  could  have  been  conducted  to  an  issue, 
would  have  taken  place  within  the  protagonist's  soul,  while  Her- 
akles, by  introducing  a  new  element  into  the  action,  furnished  the 
cflicient  cause  of  its  conclusion.  It  may  be  argued  on  the  other 
hand  that  Prometheus  foreknew  the  advent  of  Herakles,  and 
prophesied  of  him  to  lo  in  the  second  drama  of  the  trilogy.     To 

to  be  gathered  partly  from  fragments  of  the  phiy,  partly  from  prophecies  in 
the  Prometheus  Bound,  and  partly  from  later  versions  of  the  legend. 
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this  I  should  answer  that  be  could  not  tlien  have  calculated  on 
the  change  which  would  be  wrought  in  his  own  character  by  the 
deliverer. 

How  ^schylus  handled  the  subject-matter  of  the  Prometheus 
Unhound  we  cannot  say.  It  seems,  however,  certain  that,  unless 
lie  falsified  his  otherwise  consistent  conception  of  Zeus,  as  the 
just  and  wise,  though  stern,  lord  of  the  universe,  and  unless  he 
satisfied  himself  with  a  catastrophe  which  Shelley  would  have 
been  justified  in  calling  "feeble,"  he  must,  through  Ilerakles,  have 
introduced  a  factor  capable  of  solving  the  problem,  by  revealing 
to  Prometheus  the  nature  of  his  original  a/iaprta,  and  thus  ren- 
dering it  dignified  for  him  to  bow  to  Zeus. 

If  this  reading  of  the  Prometheus  be  accejited,  it  will  be  seen 
that  the  whole  trilogy  involved  the  deepest  interests,  the  mighti- 
est collision  of  wills,  the  most  pathetic  situations,  and  the  most 
sublime  of  reconciliations.  Zeus,  in  the  second  drama  of  the  se- 
ries, is  purposely  exposed  to  misrepresentation  in  order  that  his 
true  character  in  the  climax,  as 

roj'  i^poviiv  fSpoTovs  bowaavra,  tuv  TrdBr]  fidOog 
Osrra  Kvpiio^  t'l^et)',* 

maybe  established.  The  divine  justice  personified  in  Zeus  is  dis- 
played irreconcilably  opposed  to  the  natural  will  personified  in 
Prometheus,  until  the  hero  who  partakes  of  both,  the  active  and 
unselfish  Ilerakles,  atones  them.  We  are  even  justified  in  conject- 
uring that,  as  Prometheus  occupied  the  foreground  of  the  second 
drama,  so  Zeus  must  have  been  paramount  in  the  first,  and  that 
the  two  antithetical  propositions  having  thus  been  stated,  the 
chief  part  of  the  third  play  was  assigned  to  Herakles.  "What 
strengthens  the  interpretation  now  advanced  is  the  peculiar  nat- 

*  "  Him  who  leads  men  in  the  ways  of  wisdom,  who  has  oi'dained  that  suf- 
fering sliould  teach." 
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urc  of  the  punisluncnt  of  Prometheus.  The  liver,  according  to 
antique  psychology,  Avas  the  seat  of  the  passions ;  consequently 
Prometheus  sutfered  throuo-h  the  orffan  of  his  sin. 

That  ^Eschylus  intended  to  describe  the  protagonist  of  his 
trilogy  as  a  transgressor,  though  offending  in  a  noble  cause,  while 
Zeus  was  acting  in  accordance  with  real  justice,  however  hard  to 
comprehend,  is  further  indicated  by  the  series  of  events  which  are 
supposed  to  have  taken  place  between  the  termination  of  the  Fire- 
bearer  and  the  climax  of  the  Unbound.  All  this  while  Prome- 
theus in  his  obstinacy  is  suffering  on  Caucasus  and  in  the  depth 
of  Tartarus  ;  but  the  way  of  salvation  is  meantime  being  wrought 
out  on  earth.  By  the  commerce  of  the  Olympian  deities  with 
the  daughters  of  men  the  heroic  race  is  generated  ;  and  not  only 
is  the  deliverer  and  reconciler,  Herakles,  sent  forth  to  purge  the 
world  of  monstrous  wrong,  but  the  better  age  of  equity  and  jus- 
tice, foreseen  by  the  Titan  and  ordained  by  the  Fates,  is  being- 
prepared.  The  marriage  of  Thetis  to  Peleus  is  the  proper  in- 
auguration of  the  heroic  age ;  it  not  only  confirms  Zeus  in  his 
sovereignty,  but  it  also  provides  for  humanity  the  greatest  actor 
in  the  drama  of  the  Trojan  war — the  first  historical  event  of 
Hellas. 

If  the  character  ascribed  to  Zeus  in  the  Prometheus  Bound  still 
seems  to  offer  difliculties ;  if,  in  other  words,  we  are  not  satisfied 
with  assuming  that  his  conduct  must  have  been  justified  by  the 
evolution  of  events  in  the  Prometheus  Unbound,  the  following 
considerations  may  be  adduced  by  way  of  further  explanation. 
In  the  first  place,  at  the  supposed  time  of  the  Prometheus  Bound, 
Zeus  was  but  just  seated  on  his  throne,  and  had  to  deal  with  un- 
ruly and  insurgent  powers.  The  punishment  of  Prometheus  was 
an  episode  in  the  Titanomachy.  It  was  the  business,  therefore, 
of  ^Eschylus  to  exhibit  the  firmness  and  force  of  government  of 
the  new  ruler,  not  to  draw  the  picture  of  a  kind  paternal  mon- 
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arch.  In  the  second  place,  tlie  speakers  who  describe  Zeus  as 
despotic  belonged  by  kinship  to  the  old  order  of  the  Titans,  or 
were  closely  related  through  friendship  to  Prometheus,  Dramat- 
ic propriety  required  that  they  should  calumniate  the  new  king, 
or  at  least  misunderstand  his  motives.  In  the  third  place,  lo, 
whose  fate  appeared  so  hard,  became  the  mother  of  a  mighty  na- 
tion, and  received  tenfold  for  all  her  sufferings  at  the  hand  of 
Zeus.*  Here,  therefore,  his  inscrutable  ways  were  in  the  end 
proved  righteous ;  nor  is  it  probable  that  if  ^schylns  justified 
Zeus  in  his  dealings  with  the  unoffending  lo,  he  would  leave  his 
treatment  of  Prometheus  unexplained.  In  the  fourth  place,  the 
theology  of  the  Greeks  was  not  absolute,  like  that  to  which  we 
are  accustomed  through  Christianity.  The  power  ascribed  to 
their  deities  was  political  and  economical.  Fate  and  necessity 
determined  the  action  of  even  Zeus,  who  was  himself  an  out- 
growth from  an  earlier  and  ruder  order.  They  also  imagined  a 
gradual  development  in  the  moral  order  of  the  universe.  The  in- 
tellectual powers  of  Olympus  had  superseded  the  old  nature-forces 
of  the  Titanic  cosmogony.  There  was,  therefore,  nothing  ridicu- 
lous to  the  Greek  mind  in  the  notion  that  Zeus  might  be  con- 
ceived as  growing  in  wisdom  and  in  righteousness.  In  the  fifth 
place,  we  must  remember  that  the  Athenian  audience,  familiar 
with  the  Ilesiodic  legend  of  Prometheus,  were  better  prepared 
than  we  are,  after  listening  to  the  invectives  against  Zeus  in  the 
second  drama  of  the  trilogy,  to  accept  his  triumphant  justifica- 
tion in  the  third. 

Not  only  is  the  trilogy  of  ^schylus — if,  indeed,  he  composed  a 
Promethean  trilogy  at  all — now  irrecoverable  except  by  hazardous 
conjecture,  but,  what  is  more  unfortunate,  the  whole  mythus  on 
which  it  was  based  has  descended  to  us  in  hopelessly  mutilated 
fragments.    We  can  clearly  perceive  that  it  enshrined  the  deepest 

*  See  Stipjjlkcs,  524-599. 
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speculations  of  tlie  Greeks  concerning  tlie  origin  of  humanity,  tlie 
relation  of  deified  intelligence  to  material  nature  and  to  abstract 
necessity,  the  kinship  between  the  human  soul  and  the  divine 
spirit,  and  the  consciousness  of  sin,  which  implies  a  division  be- 
tween the  will  and  the  reason.  Furthermore,  there  are  hints  im- 
plied in  it  of  purification  through  punishment,  of  ultimate  recon- 
ciliation, and  of  vicarious  suffering.  But  the  fabric  of  the  legend 
is  so  ruined  that  to  reconstruct  these  elements  of  a  theological 
morality  is  now  impossible.  Moreover,  the  very  conditions  under 
which  the  myth  us  flourished  tended  to  divert  the  minds  of  the 
Greeks  themselves  away  from  the  underlying  meaning  to  the  ro- 
mantic presentation.  The  story  could  not  fail  to  usurp  upon  the 
doctrine.  Like  the  Glaucus  of  Greek  mythology,  whom  Plato 
used  as  a  parable  in  the  Republic,  the  idea  which  takes  shape  in 
a  legend  during  the  first  ages  of  human  speculation  gathers  an 
accretion  of  the  sea-weeds  and  the  shells  of  fancy  round  it,  lying 
at  the  bottom  of  the  ocean  of  the  human  mind  through  centuries, 
so  that,  when  it  emerges  into  the  light  of  critical  inquiry,  the  orig- 
inal lineaments  of  the  conception  are  deformed  and  overgrown, 
and  to  strip  it  bare  and  see  it  clearly  is  no  easy  matter.  Far 
more  difficult  is  the  task  when  only  the  maimed  fragments,  the 
disjecta  membra,  of  the  myth  remain  to  us. 

However  freely  ^schylus  may  have  dealt  with  the  tale  of  Pro- 
metheus, however  he  may  have  employed  it  as  a  vehicle  for  ra- 
tional theology,  he  cannot  have  wholly  eliminated  those  qualities 
which  belonged  to  it  as  a  Saga  rather  than  a  chapter  of  religious 
tradition.  Indeed,  by  dramatizing,  he  was  probably  impelled  to 
accentuate  the  legendary  outline  at  the  expense  of  philosophical 
coherence.  This  consideration  may  explain  some  of  the  apparent 
incongruities  in  his  fable,  to  which  attention  has  not  been  yet  di- 
rected in  this  essay.  One  of  these  concerns  the  position  of  the 
human  race  between  Zeus,  their  apparent  oppressor,  and  Prome- 
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theus,  tlieir  avowed  champion.  It  was  for  the  sake  of  mankind 
that  Prometheus  disobeyed  Zeus  ;  it  was  through  severity  towards 
mankind  that  Zeus  placed  liimself  at  variance  with  justice.  Yet 
we  find  Zeus  seeking  a  mortal  bride  among  the  daughters  of  the 
men  he  had  sought  to  destroy  ;  nor  is  there  any  reason  why,  when 
he  could  crucify  their  champion,  he  should  not  have  annihilated 
the  whole  race  outright.  Perhaps,  however,  we  ought  to  conject- 
ure that,  at  this  point,  the  episode  of  Deucalion  and  his  restora- 
tion of  mankind  after  the  deluge  was  understood  to  have  inter- 
vened. 

Other  discrepancies  may  be  stated  briefly.  In  the  elder  version 
of  the  fable  presented  by  Hesiod,  Prometheus  is  almost  identified 
with  humanity,  while  some  later  fragments  of  the  legend  make 
him  the  father  of  Deucalion.  In  ^schylus  he  is  an  immortal 
god,  whose  sympathy  with  men  proceeds  from  generosity  and 
pity.  Hesiod  describes  him  as  the  son  of  the  Titan  lapetos  by 
Asia,  ^schylus  places  him  in  the  first  rank  of  Titanic  agencies, 
by  making  him  the  son  of  Earth  or  Themis ;  he  is  married  to 
Hesione,  daughter  of  Oceanus.  Hesiod  names  his  brother  Epi- 
metheus ;  and  herein  we  trace  the  remnants  of  an  antique  psycho- 
logical anal3'sis,  whereof  ^schylus  has  made  no  use.  It  is  clear, 
therefore,  that  the  Attic  poet  dealt  freely  with  the  mythus,  select- 
ing for  artistic  purposes  only  such  points  in  the  Hellenic  fable  as 
would  fit  the  framework  of  his  drama. 

The  only  sure  ground,  amid  so  much  that  is  both  shifting  and 
uncertain,  is  that  the  race  of  men  had  sinned  against  God,  and 
that  Prometheus  was  a  responsible  co-agent  in  their  crime.  This 
in  itself  is  a  strong  argument  in  favor  of  the  view  which  has  been 
urged  throughout  this  essay.  This  view  may  be  resumed  in  the 
following  positions.  First,  it  is  probable  that  the  Prometheus 
Bound  is  only  the  second  drama  of  a  trilogy.  Secondly,  the  vil- 
ification of  Zeus  as  a  despot  must  be  understood  in  a  dramatic 
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sense ;  it  was  appropriate  to  tlie  situation  of  the  actors,  and  in- 
tended to  enhance  the  pathos  of  the  protagonist's  suifering. 
Thirdly,  if  we  possessed  the  trilogy  entire,  we  should  see  that 
Prometheus  had  been  really  and  gravely  in  the  w-rong,  and  that 
his  obstinacy  was  in  the  highest  sense  tragic  according  to  the 
Greek  conception,  inasmuch  as  it  displayed  the  aberration  of  a 
sublime  character.  Fourthly,  the  occasion  of  a  worthy  reconcili- 
ation between  Zeus  and  Prometheus,  wherein  the  former  should 
forego  his  anger  and  the  latter  bend  the  proud  neck  of  his  will, 
was  furnished  by  Herakles,  who  held  an  intermediate  position  be- 
tween God  and  man,  and  who  was  recognized  as  the  redresser  of 
Avrongs  and  savior  by  the  Greeks  at  large. 

The  trilogy  of  the  Oresteia  is  at  the  same  time  the  masterpiece 
of  ^Eschylus  as  a  dramatic  poet,  and  also  the  surest  source  that 
we  possess  for  forming  a  theory  of  his  theological  opinions.  I 
do  not  propose  to  consider  it  from  the  second  of  these  points  of 
view,  but  rather  to  concentrate  attention  upon  its  greatness  as  a 
connected  poem  in  three  stupendous  parts — as  "  the  majestic  im- 
age of  a  high  and  stately  tragedy  shutting  up  and  intermingling 
her  solemn  scenes  and  acts  with  a  sevenfold  chorus  of  hallelujalis 
and  harping  symphonies."  In  the  Oresteia  ^schylus  has  plucked 
the  last  fruit  upon  the  Upas-tree  of  crime  Avhich  flourished  in  the 
palace  of  Mycense.  The  murder  of  Agamemnon,  after  his  return 
in  pomp  and  power  from  Troy,  forms  the  subject  of  the  first  play. 
By  selecting  this  point  for  the  overture  to  the  series,  the  poet  was 
able  to  allude  in  choric  songs  to  the  ancestral  curse  of  the  house, 
and  also  to  the  special  crimes  of  Agamemnon,  in  his  sacrifice  of 
Iphigeneia,  in  the  protracted  sufferings  of  the  Argives  before 
Troy,  and  in  his  fatal  pride.  The  vaticinations  of  Cassandra 
opened  a  terrific  vista  of  the  horrors  accumulated  upon  the. fam- 
ily of  Thyestes.  Thus  the  past  was  connected  with  the  present, 
and  the  intolerable  account  of  guilt  which  Orestes,  the  chief  actor, 
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was  destined  in  the  end,  by  the  help  of  Heaven,  to  discliarge,  was 
vividly  presented  to  the  minds  of  the  audience.  Agamemnon  is 
murdered,  and  the  tragedy  closes  with  Clytemnestra's  pa?an  of  tri- 
umph and  defiance.  She  glories  in  her  act,  pretending  that  she 
has  duly  revenged  the  death  of  Iphigeneia,  and  suppressing  her 
own  adultery  with  ^gisthus — a  criminal  motive  more  than  enough 
to  vitiate  its  character  of  retributive  justice. 

The  Chorus,  who  are  hostile  to  her  and  lier  paramour,  call  upon 
her,  if  she  really  slew  her  husband  for  Iphigeneia's  sake,  to  leave 
the  palace  and  seek  purification.  This  was  her  duty  according  to 
Greek  etiquette.  But  she  refuses ;  and  no  Furies  haunt  her  for 
her  crime,  seeing  that  the  Furies  take  account  of  none  but  kin- 
dred blood,  and  Clytemnestra  killed  a  man  who  was  no  relative 
by  birth,  but  onl}'  by  marriage.  Such  is  the  strange  doctrine 
which  the  Eumenides  themselves,  in  the  third  play  of  the  series, 
propound  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Pallas.  In  a  deeper  sense 
it  was  artistically  fitting  that  Clytemnestra  should  remain  unvis- 
ited  by  the  dread  goddesses.  They  were  the  deities  of  remorse, 
and  she  had  steeled  her  soul  against  the  stings  of  conscience. 
Neither  from  the  blcod  of  a  slain  husband  could  they  rise ;  nor 
was  there  in  her  own  heart  harborage  for  their  grim  choir.  But 
though  Clytemnestra  escaped  the  spiritual  visitings  of  the  Erin- 
nyes,  she  knew  what  fear  was.  Orestes,  as  the  Chorus  told  her, 
was  still  living. 

The  Cho'ephoroe  continues  the  tale  of  blood  and  vengeance. 
Orestes  returns  to  Mycenae.  He  recognizes  his  sister  Electra  by 
their  father's  tomb,  deludes  Clytemnestra  with  a  false  tale  of  his 
own  death,  and  then  succeeds  in  killing  her  together  with  ^gis- 
thus  on  the  spot  where  they  had  murdered  Agamemnon.  Once 
more  the  palace  is  thrown  open  ;  instead  of  Agamemnon  and 
Cassandra,  Clytemnestra  and  ^Egisthus  lie  prostrate  before  the 
desecrated  altars,  and  Orestes  exhibits  to  the  Argives  the  robe  in 
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wbicli  his  father  had  been  caught  and  tangled  ere  the  axe  de- 
scended on  his  head.  Then,  wlien  the  song  of  joy  is  rising  from 
Electra  and  the  Chorus,  while  they  are  crying  that  the  ancient 
Fury  of  the  house  has  been  appeased,  at  that  very  moment  the 
eyes  of  Orestes  dilate  with  horror,  his  hair  bristles,  and  he  trem- 
bles with  madness.  He  sees  what  none  around  him  may  dis- 
cern. The  Erinnyes  of  his  mother  are  upon  him,  and  he  flies. 
Like  all  the  middle  plays  of  a  trilogy,  the  Choejihoroe  is  some- 
what stationary  in  its  action.  But  this  closing  scene  is  tremen- 
dous. It  powerfully  aflEected  the  imagination  of  the  Greeks,  and 
continued,  through  the  period  of  Grfjeco-Roman  art,  to  form  a  fa- 
vorite subject  for  sepulchral  bass-reliefs.  Some  of  these  have 
been  preserved  to  us,  the  finest  being  one  in  the  Capitoline  Mu- 
seum. 

By  the  termination  of  the  Cho'ephoroe  we  are  prepared  for  yet 
another  tragedy,  the  last  of  the  series.  The  Eumenides  opens 
with  a  scene  which  represents  the  Temple  of  Phoebus  at  Delphi. 
Orestes  has  taken  refuge  with  the  god  who  bade  him  slay  his 
mother,  and  who  must  now  purify  him.  He  lies  breathless  at 
the  altar-steps  with  the  branch  of  suppliant  woollen-woven  olive 
in  his  hand.  Not  far  away  are  stretched  the  Furies,  hideous,  and 
snorting  in  their  slumber.  Phoebus,  while  they  yet  sleep,  bids  his 
client  rise  and  speed  to  Athens,  to  await  the  verdict  of  Pallas  in 
his  case.  So  much  we  learn,  partly  from  the  speech  of  the  Pythia, 
and  partly  from  the  lips  of  the  god  himself.  Then,  when  Orestes 
has  started  on  his  way,  the  phantom  of  Clytemnestra  appears  and 
bids  the  sleeping  Furies  rise.  One  by  one  they  start,  and  groan 
like  hounds  disturbed  in  the  midst  of  dreamings  of  the  chase. 
When  they  see  their  prey  has  escaped,  they  break  into  full  cry 
— a  brazen-throated  chorus,  accompanied  by  brazen-footed  tramp- 
lings.  Phoebus,  however,  drives  them  forth  with  scorn  from  his 
sun-bright  shrine.     Why  linger  they  in  those  hypathral  temple- 
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cliambers,  resonant  with  song  and  gladdened  by  the  feet  of  youths 
and  maidens  bearing  bays  ?  Their  haunts  sliould  rather  be  the 
charnel-house,  the  shambles,  the  gallows,  the  torture-chamber  of 
barbarians.  The  scene  is  now  changed  to  Athens,  where  Pallas 
presides  over  the  court  of  the  Areiopagus  assembled  to  decide  be- 
tween the  Furies  who  prosecute  Orestes  and  Phoebus  who  defends 
Ms  suppliant.  There  is  no  doubt  about  the  deed :  Clytemnestra 
■was  slain  by  her  own  son.  The  question  to  settle  is,  whether  cir- 
cumstance could  justify  so  unnatural  an  act.  The  Furies  repre- 
sent the  blind  instinct  of  repulsion  for  the  shedding  of  maternal 
blood,  which  no  prima  facie  argument  can  excuse,  and  which  can- 
not be  covered.  Phoebus  is  the  holy  and  pure  power,  who  will 
not  suffer  moral  abominations,  like  the  unpunished  insolence  of 
the  murderess  Clytemnestra,  to  abide.  Pallas  stands  for  reason, 
capable  of  weighing  motives,  of  disengaging  a  necessary  act  of 
retributive  justice  from  brute  murder.  In  the  breasts  of  the  hu- 
man judges,  these  three  faculties — the  instinct  which  condemns 
matricide,  the  instinct  which  sanctions  under  any  circumstance 
the  punishment  of  crime,  and  the  reason  which  holds  the  balance 
of  impulses — are  active.  After  much  angry  pleading  by  the  ad- 
vocates on  both  sides,  the  votes  are  taken.  Half  decide  against 
Orestes  ;  half  acquit  him.  Pallas,  by  her  casting  vote,  determines- 
the  verdict  in  his  favor.  The  Eumenides,  disappointed  of  their 
prey,  threaten  vengeance  against  Athens ;  but  Pallas  appeases 
them,  and  assigns  them  a  place  of  honor  in  her  city  forever. 

It  is  clear  that  tlie  three  plays  of  this  trilogy  are  closely  bound 
together,  and  that  their  connection  is  that  of  thesis,  antithesis,  and 
synthesis.  The  Agamemnon  sets  forth  the  crime  of  Clytemnes- 
tra ;  the  Cho'ephoroe  exhibits  the  exceptional  conduct  of  Orestes 
Avith  regard  to  that  crime ;  the  Eumenides  contains  his  exculpa- 
tion. The  third  play  offers  a  reconciliation  of  the  agencies  at 
warfare  in  the  first  and  second ;  the  curse  of  the  house  of  Atreus 
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is  worked  out  and  set  at  rest  by  the  hero  whose  awful  duty  it  was 
to  revenge  a  father's  murder  on  a  mother.  His  justification  lay 
in  his  submission  to  the  divine  will.  Had  he  taken  the  matrici- 
dal  office  on  himself  in  haste  or  anger,  he  must  have  added  anoth- 
er link  to  the  chain  of  crime  that  hitherto  had  bound  his  family 
through  generations.  What  he  did,  however,  was  done  with  a 
clear  conscience ;  and,  though  he  suffered  the  maddening  anguish 
of  so  terrible  an  act,  he  found  rest  and  peace  for  his  soul  at  last. 
Thus  a  new  power,  unrealized  in  the  Agamemnon  and  the  Cho- 
cphor<x,  was  needed  for  the  solution  presented  in  the  Eumenides. 

Passing  from  the  internal  structure  of  these  dramas  to  their 
form,  we  may  notice  liow  ^Eschylus  provided  theatrical  variety 
consistent  with  the  varying  subject.  It  was  requisite  that  the  ac- 
tion of  the  two  first  should  take  place  at  Mycenaj ;  so  the  scene 
was  not  altered,  but  the  Chorus  was  changed,  in  order  that  the  pa- 
thos of  Electra's  situation  might  be  made  anore  clear  in  the  Cho- 
ephoroe.  The  Eumenides  admitted  not  only  of  a  new  Chorus,  but 
also  of  a  total  change  of  scene  ;  it  may  be  added  that  this  third 
drama  violates  the  unities  alike  of  place  and  time. 

Of  the  three  plays  of  the  trilogy,  the  Agamemnon  is  unques- 
tionably the  noblest.  It  is  the  masterpiece  of  ^schylus,  and  to 
one  who  has  conquered  its  difliculties  and  imbibed  its  spirit  it  of- 
fers a  spectacle  of  tragic  grandeur  not  to  be  surpassed,  hardly  to 
be  equalled,  by  anything  which  even  Shakespeare  produced.  What 
some  modern  critics  might  regard  as  defects — the  lengthy  choric 
passages,  abstract  in  their  thought,  though  splendid  in  their  im- 
agery— the  concentration  of  the  poet's  powers  on  one  terrific  cli- 
max, for  every  word  that  Agamemnon,  Clytemnestra,  and  Cas- 
sandra utter  leads  up  to  the  death-cry  of  the  king — contribute  to 
the  excellence  of  a  drama  of  this  style.  If  we  lack  the  variety 
and  subtlety  that  charm  us  in  a  work  like  Hamlet;  if,  after 
reading  the  play  over  and  over  again,  and  testing  it  in  many  cru- 
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ciblcs  of  critical  analysis,  we  do  not,  as  in  the  case  of  Shakespeare's 
tragedies,  discover  new  and  delicate  beauties  in  tlie  minor  parts, 
but  learn  each  time,  and  by  eacli  process,  to  admire  the  vigor  of 
the  poet's  main  conception,  the  godlike  energy  with  whicli  he  has 
developed  it ;  that  may  be  taken  as  the  strongest  proof  of  its  per- 
fection as  a  monument  of  classic  art. 

There  is,  in  the  Agamemnon,  an  oppressive  sense  of  multitu- 
dinous crimes,  of  sins  gathering  and  swelling  to  produce  a  tem- 
pest. The  air  we  breathe  is  loaded  with  them.  No  escape  is  pos- 
sible. The  marshalled  thunder -clouds  roll  ever  onward,  nearer 
and  more  near,  and  far  more  swiftly  than  the  foot  can  flee.  At 
last  the  accumulated  storm  bursts  in  the  murder  of  Agamemnon, 
the  majestic  and  unconscious  victim  felled  like  a  steer  at  the  stall ; 
in  the  murder  of  Cassandra,  who  foresees  her  fate,  and  goes  to 
meet  it  with  the  shrinking  of  some  dumb  creature,  and  with  the 
helplessness  of  one  who  knows  that  doom  may  not  be  shunned ; 
in  the  lightning-flash  of  Clytemnestra's  arrogance,  who  hitherto 
has  been  a  glittering  hypocrite,  but  now  proclaims  herself  a  flend 
incarnate.  As  the  Chorus  cries,  the  rain  of  blood,  that  hitherto 
has  fallen  drop  by  drop,  descends  in  torrents  on  the  house  of 
Atreus :  but  the  end  is  not  yet.  The  whole  tragedy  becomes  yet 
more  sinister  when  we  regard  it  as  the  prelude  to  ensuing  trage- 
dies, as  the  overture  to  fresh  symphonies  and  similar  catastrophes. 
Wave  after  wave  of  passion  gathers  and  breaks  in  these  stupen- 
dous scenes  ;  the  ninth  wave  mightier  than  all,  with  a  crest  where- 
of the  spray  is  blood,  falls  foaming ;  over  the  outspread  surf  of 
gore  and  ruin  the  curtain  drops,  to  rise  upon  the  self-same  theatre 
of  new  woes. 

The  imagery  of  the  Agmnemnon  most  powerfully  contributes 
to  heighten  the  tragic  impression  of  the  plot.  At  one  time  the 
ancestral  fury  of  the  doomed  house  is  likened  to  a  demon  leaping 
on  it  from  above,  by  a  metaphor  which  vividly  suggests  Blake's 
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design  of  Satan  pouring  flame  upon  tlie  dwelling  of  Job's  sons. 
At  another  it  is  compared  to  a  cormorant  brooding  upon  its  bat- 
tlements ;  and  yet  again,  by  a  stroke  of  irony  peculiarly  impressive 
to  the  Greeks,  it  is  likened  to  a  band  of  revellers.  The  repetition 
of  the  same  class  of  metaphors,  the  frequent  references  to  the  net 
in  which  Agamemnon  was  to  be  caught,  to  the  axe  with  which 
he  and  Cassandra  were  to  be  slaughtered,  to  the  smoke  and  scent 
of  blood  which  was  to  bathe  the  altar  of  the  household  Zeus  with 
sacrifice  unhallowed,  assail  the  imagination  with  portentous  mo- 
notonj'. 

Of  all  the  terrors  in  this  tragedy  none  is  so  awful  in  itself,  or 
so  artistically  heightened,  as  Cassandra's  prophecy.  Accompany- 
ing her  lord  and  master,  she  has  approached  the  palace  of  Myce- 
nae. Clytemnestra  has  greeted  the  king  with  a  set  oration,  ad- 
mirable for  its  rhetoric,  covering  by  dark  innuendoes  her  foul 
thought.  Spreading  upon  the  threshold  purple  raiment  and  man- 
tles suited  to  the  service  of  the  gods — such  embroidered  garments, 
Ave  may  fancy,  as  Athenian  ladies  wrought  for  Pallas — she  ex- 
claims :  "  Descend  from  this  thy  chariot ;  nor  set  on  earth,  dread 
monarch,  thy  foot  that  trampled  upon  Troy."  It  is  as  though  a 
mediaeval  wife  should  bid  her  lord,  returning  from  the  East,  to 
tread  on  altar-cloths  and  sacerdotal  vestments.  Ao-amemnon 
shrinks  from  the  sacrilege,  but  she  overrules  his  scruples,  and  he 
complies.  All  this  while  Cassandra  is  seated,  patient,  in  her  car. 
Like  a  statue  sculptured  in  monumental  alabaster,  with  hands  upon 
her  knees,  and  head  bowed  on  her  breast,  she  waits  unmoved. 
Then  the  conqueror  is  led  in  to  his  doom — a  doom  which  the 
Chorus,  in  one  of  their  wild  eddying  hymns  of  woe,  seem  almost 
to  anticipate.  Still  Cassandra  tarries  ;  and  now  Clytemnestra 
comes  again,  with  taunts  and  dreadful  irony  :  "  Happy  are  you, 
princess  though  you  be,  to  have  such  rich  and  prosperous  mas- 
ters ;  enter  the  palace  ;  the  sacrifice  is  i-eady  at  the  altar,  and  to 
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this,  as  a  slave  of  tlie  bouse,  you,  too,  are  blddeu."  But  Cassan- 
dra will  not  move.  In  her  soul,  where,  though  a  slave,  she  still 
retains  the  gift  of  oracular  vision,  she  foresees  her  doom.  She 
knows  what  the  riches  of  the  house  of  Atreus  mean,  what  the 
prosperity  of  Agamemnon  really  is,  what  the  sacrifice  to  which 
she,  too,  is  bidden  will  be.  Clytemnestra  leaves  her,  half  in  scorn 
and  half  in  anger.  Then,  at  length,  Cassandra  lifts  her  head,  and 
stirs  herself,  and  groans.  The  first  word  she  utters  is  "  Apollo  ! 
oh  !  Apollo  !"  This  rouses  the  Chorus,  and  they  ask :  "  What 
cry  of  wailing  hast  thou  shrieked  about  Apollo  ?  He  is  not  a 
god  to  be  greeted  with  dirges."  Phoebus  was,  in  truth,  the  deity 
of  brightness  and  music,  not  of  the  funeral  groan  or  death  lament. 
Still  Cassandra,  with  the  same  ill-omened  utterance,  reverberates 
the  name  :  "  Apollo  !  ah,  Apollo  !  lo,  a  second  time  hast  thou  un- 
done me  !"  To  Phoebus  she  had  promised  her  virginity ;  the 
promise  was  not  kept,  and  he  requited  her  with  prophecy  that 
none  might  heed  or  understand.  No  tragic  portion  is  more  pit- 
eous than  this  of  her  who  was  the  clear-eyed  seer  of  coming  woes, 
the  unwilling  mouthpiece  of  dread  oracles,  doomed  alike  to  knowl- 
edge worse  than  ignorance,  and  to  the  scorn  that  falls  on  idle  bab- 
blers. Now,  once  again,  descending  on  her  with  the  might  of 
prophecy,  the  god  compels  her  to  predict  her  own  swift-coming 
fate.  Little  by  little,  at  the  intercession  of  the  Chorus,  Cassandra 
becomes  more  articulate.  She  calls  the  house  before  her  "  the 
shambles  of  a  man,  a  pavement  blood-bedabbled."  There  stands 
the  stately  palace-front ;  its  marble  steps  are  covered  with  tapes- 
try, the  statues  of  its  protective  gods  are  crowned  with  flowers ; 
while  the  lonely  prophetess  is  shuddering  at  so  fair  a  frontispiece 
to  a  tragedy  within  so  frightful,  now  to  be  accomplished  on  her 
master  and  herself.  Meantime  the  Chorus  also  wait,  involved  in 
their  own  anxiety  ;  the  mysterious  anguish  of  the  weird  woman, 
whom  they  know  to  have  the  hand  of  God  laid  heavily  upon  her. 
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makes  them  tremble.  "  What  mean  you,"  they  exclaim,  "  by 
scenting  like  a  dog-  for  blood  upon  this  royal  threshold  ?"  Cas- 
sandra only  answers  :  "  Are  not  these  children  wailing  for  their 
death  enough  ?  Is  not  their  flesh,  tasted  by  their  father  at  their 
uncle's  board,  my  witness  ?"  She  points  to  phantoms  which  the 
Chorus  cannot  see,  the  ghosts  of  the  children  of  Thycstes.  They 
reply  sullenly,  for  they  know  the  story  of  the  house  :  "  We  want 
no  soothsayers."  Then  Cassandra  breaks  forth  afresh,  this  time 
vaticinating  imminent  calamity  :  "  What  is  she  plotting,  what 
doom  unbearable  ?  and  there  is  none  to  aid  !"  The  Chorus  take 
up  their  strain  :  "  Here,  indeed,  yon  are  a  riddler ;  what  you 
meant  before  Avas  common  talk."  But  Cassandra  heeds  them 
not.  Iler  second-sight  pierces  the  palace-walls,  and  she  shrieks  : 
"  Mad  woman,  are  you  deckiug  your  husband  for  the  bath  ?  The 
end  draws, near.  Hand  stretches  forth  to  hand.  Is  it  a  net  of 
hell  ?  Keep  the  ox  from  the  heifer  !  she  hath  caught  him  in  her 
robe  and  slays  him.  I  tell  you  he  is  falling,  falling  in  the  trough 
of  death."  The  Chorus  are  puzzled  by  these  hurried  and  ecstatic 
exclamations  ;  but  their  very  fear  seems  to  keep  them  from  the 
apprehension  of  the  truth.  Then  Cassandra  changes  her  tone, 
and  bewails  her  own  misfortunes,  her  coming  death,  and  the  crime 
of  Paris  which  brought  her  to  this  doom,  employing  throughout 
these  prophecies  a  lyric  metre  suited  to  their  pregnant  brevity. 
At  last,  when  she  has  wellnigh  worn  out  the  patience  of  the 
Chorus,  she  assumes  the  regular  iambic  of  common  speech : 
"  Now,  then,  at  length  shall  the  oracle  gaze  upon  you  free  from 
veils  like  a  bride.  The  Furies  are  in  this  house  ;  blood-surfeited, 
but  not  assuaged,  they  hold  perpetual  revel  here.  It  is  the  crime 
of  Atreus  and  of  Thycstes  which  they  hunt,  and  woe  will  fall  on 
woe."  The  Chorus  can  only  wonder  that  she,  a  foreign  princess, 
should  know  the  secrets  of  the  fated  race  ;  but  she  tells  them  the 
story  of  Apollo's  love,  and  how  she  deceived  him,  and  what  he 
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Avronght  to  punish  her.  Then,  even  as  she  speaks,  the  pang  of 
inspiration  thrills  her.  Perhaps  the  speech  tliat  follows,  through 
its  ghastly  blending  of  visions  evoked  from  the  past  with  insight 
piercing  into  the  immediate  future,  affects  the  imagination  more 
intensely  than  any  other  piece  of  tragic  declamation.  Even  the 
sleep-mutterings  of  Lady  Macbeth,  though  they  form  a  curious 
modern  counterpart  to  the  broken  exclamations  of  Cassandra,  are 
less  appalling ;  for  hers  reveal  a  guilty  conscience  maddened  by 
one  crime,  while  Cassandra's  outcry  sums  up  the  history  of  a 
whole  accursed  race,  and  expresses  at  the  same  time  the  agony 
of  an  innocent  victim  : 

Woe,  woe  !     Ali,  ah  !  what  pain  ! 

Again  the  dreadful  pangs  oracular 

Shoot  through  me,  tempesting  my  soul  with  preludes. 

See  you  those  children  seated  on  the  house-roof  ? 

Babes  are  they,  like  unto  the  shapes  of  dreams  ; 

Yea,  children  seem  they,  slaughtered  by  their  kin, 

Whose  hands  are  filled  with  meat  of  their  own  flesh  ; 

Their  very  hearts  and  entrails,  piteous  load, 

I  see  them  bear,  whereof  their  father  tasted  ! 

Wherefore  I  say,  vengeance  for  this  is  plotting. 

A  lion,  thewless,  amid  pillows  lapped, 

House-guard,  alas  !  for  my  returning  master — 

Mine :  for  I  needs  must  bear  the  yoke,  a  slave. 

But  he,  the  admiral,  Ilion's  overthrower, 

Knows  not  what  things  the  tongue  of  that  lewd  bitch 

With  speeches  and  with  long-drawn  fawning  fairness,  like 

A  lurking  Ate,  by  ill-luck  will  do. 

Thus,  then,  she  dares  :  she,  woman,  slays  a  man  ; 

Yea,  slays.     What  loathsome  reptile  can  I  name  her, 

Nor  miss  my  mark  ? — foul  amphisbfena,  Scylla 

That  dwells  in  rocks,  the  ship-borne  seaman's  bane. 

Raging  mother  of  hell,  a  truceless  strife 

Belching  on  friend  and  kindred  !     How  she  shouted 

With  daring  swollen,  as  when  the  f oemen  scatter ! 
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Now  of  these  things  I  care  not  if  I  gain 

No  credence.     What?     What  will  be,  comes  ;  and  thou 

Wilt  stand  and  pity  and  call  me  too  true  prophet. 

No  translation  can  do  justice  to  the  appalling  fury  of  tlie  orig- 
inal, since  it  is  only  in  Greek — a  language  usually  sedate  and  har- 
monized by  sense  of  beauty — that  such  phrases  as  Qvovnav  'A/oou 
fxriTEp  have  their  full  value.  The  Chorus  are  shaken  from  their 
incredulity,  as  much  by  the  intensity  of  Cassandra's  conviction  as 
by  the  desperate  calm  of  her  last  words.  Is  Agamemnon  really 
to  be  slain  ?  Yes,  she  answers,  and,  pray  or  not  as  you  may 
choose,  they  there  inside  the  house  are  slaying.  Then  once  more 
the  rage  of  divination  seizes  her,  and  the  scene  of  her  own  death, 
like  that  of  Agamemnon's,  flames  upon  her  soul.  The  second 
speech  has  more  of  pathos  than  the  first,  less  of  fury  ;  but  it  is 
scarcely  less  awful : 

Ah,  ah  !  the  fire  !  lo,  how  it  comes  upon  me ! 

Phoebus  Lycacan,  ho  !     Ah,  woe  is  me  ! 

She,  too,  this  two-foot  lioness  that  couches 

With  the  wolf,  what  time  the  lion  is  away, 

Will  slay  me,  slay  me  !     Like  a  poison-brewer 

She'll  mix  my  death-wage  with  her  broth  of  hell ; 

Yea,  and  she  swears,  sharpening  the  knife  to  slay  him. 

Her  lord  shall  pay  with  blood  for  bringing  me. 

Why  wear  I,  then,  these  gauds  to  laugh  me  down — 

This  rod,  these  necklace-wreaths  oracular  ? 

You,  ere  my  death,  at  least  I  will  destroy  : — 

Go  ;  fall ;  away,  and  perish  :  I  shall  follow. 

Make  rich  some  other  curse  of  men  than  me. 

Lo,  you  !     Apollo's  self  is  stripping  me 

Of  this  prophetic  raiment — he  who  saw  me 

Even  in  these  robes  jeered  at  mid  friends  by  foemen, 

Who  scorned  in  chorus  with  one  voice  of  vain  scorn. 

Yea,  when  I  was  called  beggar,  vagabond. 

Poor,  wretched,  starveling,  speechless,  I  endured  : 
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Now  he  who  made  me  prophetess,  the  prophet, 
Himself  hath  brought  me  to  these  straits  of  death. 
No  altar  of  my  fathers  waits  for  me, 
But  that  red  block  where  I  must  reeking  wallow. 
Nay,  but  not  unavenged  of  heaven  we  perish  ! 
For  yet  another  in  our  cause  shall  come, 
Avenger,  matricide,  his  father's  champion  : 
Though  exiled,  wandering  from  this  land  a  stranger, 
He  shall  return  to  crown  the  curse  of  kindred  : 
For  gods  in  heaven  have  sworn  a  mighty  oath 
That  tlic  sire's  prostrate  corse  shall  bring  him  home. 
Why  wait  I,  then,  lamenting  thus,  an  alien  ? — 
I,  who  beheld  of  old  proud  Ilion 
Fare  as  she  fared,  and  they  who  dwelt  therein 
Eeceive  such  measure  from  the  gods  of  judgmen 
I,  too,  will  rise  and  dare,  myself,  to  perish. 
Therefore  I  greet  these  gates  as  gates  of  Hades, 
Praying  a  full  fair  stroke  may  be  my  due. 
That  thus  with  blood  that  gently  flows  to  waste. 
Torn  by  no  death-pangs,  I  these  eyes  may  close. 

The  draiiglit  of  prophecy  is  now  drained  to  the  very  dregs. 
Nothing  remains  but  for  Cassandra  to  enter  the  palace-doors  of 
Hades.  She  approaches  them  step  by  step,  bewaiUng,  after  the 
fashion  of  Greek  tragedy,  her  own  woes,  and  those  of  Priam's 
family.  Suddenly  she  starts.  The  scent  of  blood  assails  her 
nostrils,  and,  like  a  steer  that  shivers  at  the  gory  shambles,  she 
draws  back.  The  Chorus  say,  "  It  is  only  the  smell  of  sacrifice 
upon  the  hearth."  But  the  weird  vvoman  discovers  a  very  differ- 
ent odor  of  coming  slaughter :  "  To  me  the  reek  is  like  the  breath 
of  charnels."  Still  forward,  though  shrinking  from  the  unseen, 
unavoidable  doom,  she  must  advance,  invoking  the  avenger  of 
herself  and  Agamemnon,  and  calling  on  the  all-seeing  sun.  Iler 
last  words  are  uttered  in  the  same  spirit  as  Macbeth's  soliloquy 
^pon  the  point  of  battle;  they  intensify  and  elevate  the  tragic 
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moment  by  drawing  the  whole  destiny  of  mortals  into  harmony 
with  her  own  doom  : 

Ah,  lives  of  men  !^  When  prosperous,  they  glitter 

Like  a  fair  picture  ;  when  misfortune  comes, 

A  wet  sponge  at  one  blow  hath  blurred  the  painting.    - 

Thus,  at  the  last,  tranquil  and  stately,  she  touches  the  door,  en- 
ters, and  it  shuts  behind  her.  For  a  while  the  "Chorus  stahd  aitjoic, 
and  sing  a  low,  brief  chant  of  terror.  The  scene  is"  empty,  and 
the  palace-front  towers  up  into  calm  light.  Then,  when  our  nerves 
have  been  strained  to  the  cracking-point  of  expectation  by  Cas- 
sandra's prophecy  and  by  the  silence  that  succeeds  it,  from  within 
the  house  is  heard  the  deep-chested  cry  of  Agamemnon :  "  O  me, 
I  am  stricken  with  a  stroke  of  death  !"  This  shriek  is  the  most 
terrible  incident  in  all  tragedy,  owing  to  its  absolute  and  awful 
timeliness,  its  adequacy  to  the  situation.  The  whole  dramatic  ap- 
parftus  of  the  play  has  been,  as  it  were,  constructed  with  a  view 
to  it' ;  yet,  though  we  expect  it,  our  heart  stops  when  at  last  it 
comes.  The  stillness,  apparently  of  home  repose,  but  really  of 
death,  which  broods  upon  the  house  during  those  last  moments, 
while  every  second  brings  the  hero  nearer  to  his  fate,  has  in  it  a 
concentrated  awfulness  that  surpasses  even  the  knocking  at  the 
gate  in  Macbeth.  Then  comes  the  cry  of  Agamemnon,  and  the 
whole  structure  of  terror  descends  upon  us.  It  is  as  though  an 
avalanche  had  been  gathering  above  our  heads  and  gradually 
loosening  —  loosening  with  fearfully  accelerated  ratio  of  move- 
ment as  the  minutes  fly — until  a  single  word  will  be  enough  to 
make  it  crumble.  That  word,  uttered  from  behind  the  stately 
palace-walls,  startling  the  guilty  and  oppressive  silence,  intimating 
that  the  workers  have  done  working,  that  the  victim  has  been 
taken  in  their  toils,  is  nothing  less  than  the  shriek  of  the  smitten 
king.     It  sounds  once  for  the  death-blow  given;  and  once  again; 
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it  sounds  to  mark  a  second  stroke.  Then  shriek  and  silence  are 
aUke  forgotten  in  the  downfall  of  the  mass  of  dread.  The  Chorus 
are  torn  asunder  by  hurried  and  conflicting  counsels,  eddying  like 
dead  leaves  caught  and  tossed  in  the  clutches  of  a  tempest.  Hor- 
ror huddles  upon  horror,  as  the  spectacle  of  slaughter  is  itself  re- 
vealed— the  king's  corpse  smoking  in  the  silver  bath,  Cassandra 
motionless  in  death  beside  him.  Above  them  stands  Clytemnes- 
tra,  shouldering  her  murderous  axe,  with  open  nostrils  and  dilated 
eyes,  glorying  in  her  deed,  cherishing  the  blood-drops  on  her 
arms  and  dress  and  sprinkled  bosom  ;  while,  invisible  to  mortal 
eyes,  the  blood-swilled  demon  of  the  house  sits  eying  her  as  its 
next  victim,  -^gisthus — craven,  but  spiteful — slinks  forth,  hyena- 
like, after  the  accomplished  act,  to  trample  on  the  hero  and  insult 
his  grave. 

Some  such  spectacle  as  this  vras  revealed  to  the  Athenians  by 
the  rolling  back  of  the  eccyclema  at  the  end  of  the  Agamemnon. 
The  triumph  of  adulterous  Clytemnestra  and  cowardly  ^Egisthus 
would,  how"ever,  have  been  far  from  tragic  in  its  utter  moral  base- 
ness, did  we  not  know  that  this  drama  was  to  be  succeeded  by  an- 
other which  should  right  the  balance.  Perhaps  this  is  the  reason 
why  the  Oresteia  is  the  only  extant  trilogy.  Its  three  parts  are 
so  closely  interlinked  that  to  separate  them  was  impossible.  The 
preservers  of  the  Agamemnon  were  forced  to  preserve  the  Choe- 
phoroe  ;  the  preservers  of  the  Choephoroe  could  not  dispense  with 
the  Eumenides. 

The  Chorus  of  the  Agamemnon  demands  separate  criticism. 
The  Chorus  m  all  Greek  tragedy  performs,  it  has  been  often  said, 
the  part  of  an  ideal  spectator.  It  comments  on  the  plot,  not  dar- 
ing so  much  actively  to  interfere,  as  uttering  reflections  on  the 
conduct  of  the  dramatis  personce,  and  referring  all  obscure  events 
to  the  arbitrament  of  heaven. '  Thus  the  Chorus  is  a  mirror  of 
J  the  poet's  mind,  an  index  to  the  moral  which  he  inculcates,  an  in- 
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spired  critic  of  each  movement  in  the  play.  The  choric  odes,  in- 
troduced at  turning-points  in  the  main  action,  are  lyrical  inter- 
breathings  that  connect  the  past  and  future  with  the  present.  In 
the  plays  of  ^schylus  the  Chorus,  as  I  have  already  shown,  is, 
moreover,  personally  interested  in  the  drama.  In  the  case  of  the 
Agamemnon  the  fortunes  of  the  burghers  of  Mycenae  are  engaged 
in  the  success  or  failure  of  Clytemnestra's  scheme.  At  the  same 
time,  knowing  the  whole  dark  history  of  the  house  of  Atreus, 
they  foresee  the  perils  which  their  master,  as  a  member  of  that 
family,  must  run.  It  follows  that  their  songs  embody  the  moral 
teaching  of  the  tragedy  itself  without  lapsing  into  mere  senten- 
tiousness.  Their  sympathies,  antipathies,  and  interests  add  a  vi- 
tal importance  to  their  utterance.  The  burden  of  all  these  odes 
is  that  punishment  for  crime,  however  long  delayed  or  tortuous 
in  its  operation,  is  inevitable.  The  grandeur  of  the  whole  work 
depends  in  a  great  measure  on  the  force  with  which  this  idea  is 
wrought  out  lyrically,  sometimes  by  bold  images,  sometimes  by 
dark  innuendoes,  repeated  like  a  mystic  rede,  or  tossed  upon  the 
eddies  of  a  wizard  chant.  From  beo-iuninix  to  ending  these  an- 
cient  men  are  adverse  to  the  sons  of  x\treus,  gloomily  conscious 
that  they  cannot  prosper.  While  recognizing  the  justice  of  their 
cause  against  Paris,  who  had  transgressed  the  laws  of  hospitable 
Zeus,  they  yet  remember  Agamemnon's  swiftness  to  shed  his 
daughter's  blood,  the  old  Erinnys  which  pursues  the  race,  the 
wholesale  slaughter  of  Achaian  citizens  before  Troy's  walls. 
These  recollections  inspire  them  with  uneasiness  before  the  Mes- 
senger appears.  Their  doubts  are  confirmed  by  his  news  that  the 
altars  of  the  Trojans  had  been  dishonored,  while  their  mistrust  of 
Clytemnestra  adds  yet  a  deeper  hue  to  their  alarm.  Then  comes 
the  scene  with  Cassandra.  No  more  doubt  remains;  and  the 
only  question  is  how  to  act.  Even  at  the  last  moment  the 
Chorus  do  not  lose  their  faith.     They  defy  Clytemnestra,  telling 
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her  to  her  face  tliat  her  crime  must  be  avenged,  that  the  curse 
must  be  worked  out  to  the  full,  and  that  justice  cannot  fail  to 
triumph.  At  the  very  end  they  rise  to  prophecy :  you,  yourself, 
unfriended  in  the  end,  shall  fall ;  the  doer,  when  Zeus  wills,  shall 
suffer  for  his  deed ;  remember,  therefore,  that  Orestes  lives. 

The  choric  interludes  of  the  Agamemnon,  though  burdened 
with  the  mystery  of  sin  and  fate,  and  tuned  to  music  stern  and 
lofty,  abound  in  strains  of  pathetic  and  of  tender  poetry,  deep- 
reacliing  to  the  very  fount  of  tears,  unmatched  by  aught  else  in 
the  Greek  language.  The  demiurge  who  gave  a  shape  to  Titans 
and  to  Furies  mingled  tears  with  the  clay  of  the  men  he  wrought, 
and  star-fire  with  the  beauty  of  his  women,  and  even  for  the 
birds  of  the  air  and  the  wild  creatures  of  the  woods  he  felt  a 
sympathy  half  human,  half  divine.  In  the  first  Chorus,  ^schylus 
compares  the  Atreidae  to  eagles  robbed  of  their  young,  Avhose 
cries  are  answered  by  Zeus,  Phoebus,  or  Pan.  "  Hearing  the 
shrill  clamor  of  these  airy  citizens,  he  sendeth  after-vengeance 
on  the  robbers."  And,  again,  Artemis  exacts  penalty  for  the 
hare  whom  the  eagles  bore  off  to  their  nests,  a  prey.  "  So  kind- 
ly disposed  is  the  fair  goddess  to  the  tender  young  of  fierce  lions, 
and  to  the  sucklino-  brood  of  all  beasts  that  ransje  the  field  and 
forest,"  Thus  the  large  philosophy  of  the  poet  includes  justice 
for  all  livinw  thinG;s,  and  even  duml>  creatures  have  their  rio-hts, 
which  men  may  not  infringe. 

The  depth  of  his  human  pathos  no  mere  plummet-line  of 
scholarship  or  criticism  can  fathom.  Before  the  vision  of  Iphi- 
geneia  at  the  altar  we  must  needs  be  silent :  "  Letting  fall  her 
saffron-colored  skirts  to  earth,  she  smote  each  slayer  with  a  pite- 
ous aiTOW  from  her  eyes,  eloquent  as  in  a  picture,  desiring  speech, 
since  oftentimes  beside  the  well-spread  board  within  her  father's 
hall  she  sang,  and  maidenly,  with  chaste  voice,  honored  the  pwan 
raised  in  happy  times  at  festal  sacrifice  of  her  dear  sire."     AVc  do 
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not  need  the  sententious  moral  of  Lucretius  uttered  four  centuries 
later,  tuntum  relUgio  potuit  suadere  malorum,  to  point  the  pathos 
which  ^Eschylus,  with  a  profounder  instinct,  draws  by  one  touch 
from  the  contrast  between  then  and  now.  In  the  same  strain  is 
the  description  of  Menelaus  abandoned  in  his  home  by  Helen  : 
"  She,  leaving  to  her  fellow-citizens  the  din  of  shielded  hosts,  and 
armings  of  the  fleet  with  spears,  bringing  to  Ilion  destruction  for 
a  dower,  went  lightly  through  the  doors,  dishonorably  brave  ;  and 
many  a  sigh  was  uttered  by  the  bards  of  the  palace,  while  they 
sang — 0  house  !  O  house,  and  rulers !  O  marriage-bed,  and  press- 
ure on  the  pillows  of  her  head  who  loved  her  lord !  He  stands 
by  in  silence,  dishonored,  but  without  reproaches,  noting  with  an- 
guish of  soul  that  she  is  fled.  Yea,  in  his  longing  after  her  who 
is  beyond  the  sea,  a  phantom  will  seem  to  rule  his  house.  The 
grace  of  gaodly  statues  hath  grown  irksome  to  his  gaze,  and  in 
his  widowhood  of  weary  eyes  all  beauty  fades  away.  But  dreams 
that  glide  in  sleep  with  sorrow  visit  him,  conveying  a  vain  joy ; 
for  vain  it  is,  when  one  hath  seemed  to  see  good  things,  and  lo, 
escaping  through  his  hands,  the  vision  flies  apace  on  wings  that 
follow  on  the  paths  of  sleep." 

To  read  the  Greek  aright  in  this  wonderful  lyric,  so  concen- 
trated in  its  imagery,  and  so  direct  in  its  conveyance  of  the  very 
soul  of  passion,  is  no  light  task ;  but  far  more  difiicult  it  is  to 
render  it  into  another  language.  Yet,  even  thus,  we  feel  that 
this  poem  of  defrauded  desire  and  everlasting  farewell,  of  vain 
outgoings  of  the  spirit  after  vanished  joy,  is  w'ritten  not  merely 
for  Menelaus  and  the  Greeks,  but  for  all  who  stretch  forth  empty 
hands  to  clasp  the  dreams  of  dear  ones,  and  then  turn  away,  face- 
downward  on  the  pillow,  from  the  dawn,  to  weep  or  strain  hot 
eyes  that  shed  no  tears.  Touched  by  the  same  truth  of  feeling, 
which  includes  all  human  nature  in  its  sympathy,  is  the  lament, 
shortly  after  uttered  by  the  Chorus,  for  the  numberless  fair  men 
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viho  died  before  Troy  town.  Ares,  the  grim  gold-exclianger,  who 
barters  the  bodies  of  men,  sends  home  a  Httle  dust  shut  up  within 
a  narrow  urn,  and  wife  and  father  water  this  with  tears,  and  cry — 
Behold,  he  perished  nobly  in  a  far  land,  fighting  for  a  woman,  for 
another's  wife.  And  others  there  are  Avho  come  not  even  thus 
again  to  their  old  home ;  but  barrows  on  Troy  plain  enclose  their 
fair  young  flesh,  and  an  alien  soil  is  their  sepulchre.  This  picture 
of  beautiful  dead  men,  warriors  and  horsemen,  in  the  prime  of 
manhood,  lying  stark  and  cold,  with  the  dishonor  of  the  grave 
upon  their  comely  hair,  and  with  the  bruises  of  the  battle  on  limbs 
made  for  love,  is  not  meant  merely  for  Achaians,  but  for  all — 
for  us,  perchance,  whose  dearest  moulder  on  Crimean  shores  or 
Indian  plains,  for  whom  the  glorious  faces  shine  no  more ;  but  at 
best  some  tokens,  locks  of  hair,  or  books,  or  lettei's,  come  to  stay 
our  hunger  unassuaged.  IIow  truly  and  how  faithfully  the  Greek 
poet  sang  for  all  ages,  and  for  all  manner  of  men,  may  be  seen 
by  comparing  the  strophes  of  this  Chorus  with  the  last  rhapsody 
but  one  of  the  chants  outpoured  in  America  by  AYalt  Whitman, 
to  commemorate  the  events  of  the  great  war.  The  pathos  which 
unites  these  poets,  otherwise  so  different  in  aim  and  sentiment,  is 
deep  as  nature,  real  as  life ;  but  from  this  common  root  of  feel- 
ing springs  in  the  one  verse  a  spotless  lily  of  pure  Hellenic  form, 
in  the  other  a  mystical  thick  growth  of  fancy,  where  thoughts 
brood  and  nestle  amid  tufted  branches ;  for  the  powers  of  classic 
and  of  modern  singers  upon  the  same  substance  of  humanity  arc 
diverse. 

The  Persce  is  certainly  one  of  the  earliest  among  the  extant 
tragedies  of  ^^schylus,  since  it  was  produced  upon  the  stage  in 
473  B.C.,  seven  years  after  the  battle  of  Salamis.  This  drama 
can  scarcely  be  called  a  tragedy  in  the  common  sense  of  the  word. 
It  is  rather  a  tragic  show,  designed  to  grace  a  national  festival 
and  to  preserve  the  memory  of  a  great  victor}-.     That  purpose  it 
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fulfilled  effectively  ;  tlie  events  it  celebrates  w^ere  still  recent ;  ^tlie 
author  of  the  play  had  fought  himself  at  Salamis,  and  the  whole 
Athenian  people  were  glowing  with  the  patriotic  impulse  that  had 
placed  them  first  among  the  states  of  ilellas.  ^schylus  was, 
however,  too  deeply  conscious  of  the  spirit  of  his  art  to  let  the 
Persoe  sink  into  the  rank  of  pageantry  or  triumph.  The  defeat 
of  Xerxes  and  his  host  supplied  him  with  a  splendid  tragic  in- 
stance of  pride  humbled,  and  greatness  brought  to  nothing, 
through  one  man's  impiety  and  pride.  The  moral  that  the  poet 
wished  to  draw  is  put  into  the  mouth  of  Darius,  whose  ghost, 
evoked  by  Atossa  and  the  Chorus,  completes  the  tale  of  Parian 
disasters  by  predicting  the  battle  of  Platsea.  "  Swiftly  are  the 
oracles  accomplished.  I  looked  for  length  of  days ;  but  when  a 
man  hastes,  God  helps  to  urge  him  on.  It  was  my  son's  inso- 
lence, in  chaining  the  holy  Hellespont,  and  thinking  he  could  stay 
the  Bosporus,  the  stream  divine,  from  flowing,  which  brought 
these  woes.  lie  thought  to  make  a  path  for  his  army,  to  hold 
Poseidon  and  the  powers  of  Heaven  in  bondage — he  a  mortal,  and 
they  gods !  Few  of  his  great  host  shall  come  again  to  Susa.  In 
Hellas  they  must  pay  the  penalty  of  arrogance  and  godless  hearts. 
Coming  to  that  land,  they  thought  it  no  shame  to  rob  the  statues 
of  the  gods  and  burn  the  shrines ;  the  altars  were  cast  down,  the 
temples  overthrown.  Therefore,  as  they  did  evil,  evil  shall  they 
sufEer.  Heaps  of  dead  upon  Platsea's  plain  sliall  tell  to  the  third 
generation,  by  speechless  signs  appealing  to  the  eyes  of  men,  that 
no  man  mortal  may  dare  raise  his  heart  too  high.  For  insolence 
blooms  forth  and  bears  the  crop  of  disaster,  whence  one  reaps  a 
harvest  of  tears.  Seeing  which  payment  for  these  crimes,  remem- 
ber Hellas  and  Athens.  Nor  let  a  man,  in  scorn  of  his  own  lot, 
desire  another's  good,  and  spill  much  wealth ;  for  Zeus,  in  sooth, 
stands  high  above,  a  grievous  schoolmaster,  to  tame  excessive  lift- 
ing-up  of  hearts."     Nowhere  else,  it  may  be  said,  has  ^schylus 
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thought  fit  so  decidedly  to  moralize  his  dramatic  motive,  or  so 
clearly  to  state  in  simple  words  his  philosophy  of  Nemesis.  The 
ghost  of  Darius,  as  may  be  conjectured  from  this  address,  does 
not  belong  to  the  same  race  as  the  Banquos  and  Hamlets  of  our 
stage.  He  is  a  political  phantom,  a  monarch  evoked  from  his 
mausoleum  to  give  sage  counsel,  and  vrell-informed  about  the  af- 
fairs of  his  empire. 

By  laying  the  scene  of  this  drama  at  Susa,  the  ancient  capital 
of  the  Persian  kings,  ^schylus  was  enabled  to  adopt  a  style  of 
treatment  peculiarly  flattering  to  his  Greek  audience.  The  Per- 
sians are  made  to  bewail  their  own  misfortunes,  to  betray  the  rot- 
tenness of  their  vast  empire,  and  to  lament  the  wretchedness  of 
nations  subject  to  the  caprice  of  irresponsible  and  selfish  princes. 
Inured  to  slavery,  they  hug  their  chains ;  and,  though  in  rags, 
Xerxes  is  still  to  them  a  demi-god.  The  servility  of  Oriental 
courtiers,  the  pomp  and  pride  of  Oriental  princes,  the  obsequious 
ceremonies  and  the  inflated  flatteries  of  barbarians,  are  translated 
for  Greek  ears  and  eyes  into  gorgeous  forms  by  the  poet,  whose 
own  genius  had  something  Asiatic  in  its  tone  and  temper.  Many 
occasions  for  grim  irony  are  afforded  by  this  mode  of  handling, 
whereof  the  famous  speech  of  Atossa  on  the  clothes  of  Xerxes,  if 
that,  indeed,  be  genuine,  and  the  inability  of  the  Chorus,  through 
servile  shyness,  to  address  the  ghost  of  Darius,  furnish  the  most 
obvious  examples.  A  finer  and  subtler  note  is  struck  in  the  dia- 
logue between  Atossa  and  the  Chorus  just  before  the  news  of  the 
defeat  at  Salamis  arrives.     She  asks  where  Athens  may  be  found : 

fa)  (piXoi,  TTOv  rdc  'A9i)vac  <paaiv  'tCpvaOai  yQovoq; 

This  offers  the  poet  an  opportunity  for  putting  into  the  mouth 
of  the  Persian  corypha?us  a  flattering  account  of  his  own  nation : 
No  monarch  have  they,  few  are  they,  but  all  men  of  might,  and 
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strong  enougli  to  rout  the  myriad  bowmen  of  tlie  Persian  host 
with  spear  and  shield.  The  naivete  of  the  description — in  itself 
highly  complimentary  to  the  Athenians — must  have  made  it  ef- 
fective on  the  stage.  We  may  fancy  how  the  cheering  of  the 
men  of  Marathon  re-echoed  from  the  Dionysian  theatre,  and  filled 
Athene's  hill  "song-wise"  with  sound,  as  each  triumphant  trochaic 
leaped  forth  from  the  Persian  lips.  At  the  same  time  the  tragic 
irony  is  terrible,  for  the  queen  is  on  the  point  of  hearing  from 
the  Messenger  that  this  mere  handful  of  spearmen  crushed  her 
son's  host,  countless  as  the  stars,  in  one  day  upon  sea  and  shore. 
The  real  point  of  that  fierce  duel  of  two  nations,  which  decided 
the  future  of  the  human  race — the  contrast  between  barbarians 
and  men  in  whom  the  spirit  was  alive,  between  slaves  driven  to 
the  fight  like  sheep  and  freemen  acting  consciously  as  their  own 
will  determined,  between  the  brute  force  of  multitudes  and  the  in- 
spired courage  of  a  few  heroes — has  never  been  expressed  more 
radiantly  than  in  this  play.  No  language  of  criticism  can  do  jus- 
tice to  the  incomparable  brilliancy  and  vigor  with  which  the  tale 
of  Salamis  is  told.  We  must  remember,  in  reading  the  speeches 
of  the  Messenger,  that  this  is  absolutely  the  first  page  of  Greek 
history.  It  came  before  Herodotus,  and  the  soldier-poet,  who  had 
seen  what  he  narrated,  was  no  less  conscious  than  we  are,  after  all 
our  study,  of  the  real  issues,  of  the  momentous  interests  at  stake. 
Never  elsewhere  has  contemporary  history  been  written  thus.  In 
these  triumphant  rheseis  ^Eschylus  did  not  choose  to  maintain  a 
bare  dramatic  propriety.  The  herald  is  relating  disaster  after  dis- 
aster ;  yet  the  elation  of  the  poet  pulses  through  his  speech,  and 
he  cannot  be  sad.  We  feel  that,  while  he  is  dinning  into  the  ears 
of  the  barbarian  empress  and  her  courtiers  this  panegyric  of  Hel- 
lenic heroism,  he  is  really  speaking  to  an  Attic  audience.  The 
situation  is,  however,  sufficiently  sustained  for  theatrical  purposes 
by  the  dignity  wherewith  Atossa  meets  her  ruin.     She  shows  her- 
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self  a  queen  in  spite  of  all,  and  the  front  she  presents  to  "  the  sea 
of  troubles  "  {KaKiLv  TziXayoo)  breaking  over  the  whole  Asian  em- 
pire is  fully  adequate  to  the  magnitude  of  the  calamity.  It  is 
difficult  to  believe  that  the  speech  written  for  her  by  -^schylus, 
when  she  returns  with  the  libations  for  Darius,  was  not  intended, 
by  its  grandly  decorative  style,  to  convey  the  impression  of  calm- 
ness in  the  midst  of  sorrow.  Atossa  is  great  enough  to  be  self- 
possessed,  and  to  dwell  with  tender  thoughtfulness  upon  the  gifts 
of  nature  beloved  by  the  powers  of  darlcness.  The  lines  are 
these : 

fiooQ  T  a^'  ayvijg  XtuKoi'  tviroTov  ydXa, 
TijC  T  avQi^iovpyov  ardyfja,  -jraftipaif;  jtiXt, 
\ij3daiv  vepijXai!;  irapd'tvov  7r;jy/}f  ^itra' 
ctKijpaTov  re  firjTpoQ  aypiaq  iiwo 
■KOTov  vaXaiaQ  dinreXov  ydvog  rude " 
rijc  S'  a'uv  iv  (j)vXKoiai  BaXXovm]Q  laov 
KavQijC  tXaiac  KapnoQ  tiiwotjg  Trdpa, 
dv6i]  T£  nXeKTu  iraj-i^upov  yaiag  TeKva. 

This  passage  is  a  fair  example  of  the  "  mighty  line"  of  yEschy- 
lus,  employed  for  purposes  of  pure  adornment.  The  pomp  and 
circumstance  of  tragic  style,  which  he  so  Avell  knew  how  to  use, 
gave  unrivalled  dignity  to  his  narration.  Yet  this  style,  even  in 
the  days  of  Aristophanes,  had  come  to  sound  extravagant,  while 
its  occasional  bombast,  as  in  the  famous  periphrasis  for  dust, 

Kd(7l£ 

•KijXov  Kvi'ovpoQ  !)iipia  Kuvig, 

reminds  a  modern  reader  too  much  of  the  padding  of  the  actors' 
chests,  the  cothurnus,  brazen  mouthpiece,  and  heightened  mask 
required  by  the  huge  size  of  the  Athenian  theatre.  The  phrases 
invented  in  the  Frogs  to  express  the  peculiarities  of  the  ^schylean 
exaggeration,  Kofj.7ro(pat:eXopprii.ioi>a,  or  'nnroXofiav  Xoywi'  KopvdaioXa 
reiKr],  or,  again. 
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(pp'i^aq  S'  avTOKo^iov  \o(piag  Xaaiavx^va  xc^Tdv 
Siivov  iTTKTKui'iov  ^vi'aywv  lipi'x'i^f'ii'ot;  i'jaei 
prjfiara  yofKpOTrayrj  nivaKtjSbv  ciTToaTTwv 

very  cleverly  parody  the  effect  of  the  more  tumid  passages.  Yet 
when  ^schylus  chose  to  be  simple  he  combined  majesty  with 
grace,  strength  with  beauty,  and  speed  with  volume,  in  a  style 
which  soars  higher  and  reaches  farther  than  the  polished  perfec- 
tion of  Sophocles  or  the  artistic  elegance  of  Euripides.  The  de- 
scriptions of  Ionia  and  Doria  drawing  Xerxes'  chariot  in  Atossa's 
dream,  and  of  the  education  of  mankind  in  the  Prometheus,  be- 
long to  his  more  pure  and  chastened  manner.  The  famous  speech 
in  which  Clytemnestra  tells  of  the  leaping  up  of  watchfire  after 
watchfire  from  Troy  to  Mycena?,  of  Ida  flashing  the  flame  to  the 
Hermsean  cliff  of  Lemnos,  of  Athos  taking  it  up  and  sending  it 
with  joy  across  the  gulf  to  far  Makistus,  of  the  Messapian  warders 
lighting  their  dry  heath  and  speeding  the  herald-blaze  in  bright- 
ness like  the  moon  to  Cithseron,  and  thence,  by  peak  and  prom- 
ontoiy,  over  fen  and  plain  and  flickering  armlet  of  the  sea,  onward 
to  Agamemnon's  palace-tower — this  brilliant  picture,  glittering 
with  the  rarest  jewels  of  imaginative  insight,  can  only  be  coupled 
with  the  Salaminian  speeches  of  the  Persce.  They  stand  in  a 
place  apart.  Purity,  lucidity,  rapidity,  energy,  elevation,  and  fiery 
intensity  of  style  are  here  divinely  mingled.  There  is  no  lan- 
guage and  no  metre  equal  to  the  Greek  and  the  iambic  for  such 
resonant,  elastic,  leaping  periods  as  these.  The  firm  grasp  upon 
reality  preserved  by  ^schylus,  even  in  his  most  passionate  and 
most  imaginative  moments,  adds  force  unrivalled  to  these  descrip- 
tive passages. 

At  the  same  time  he  surpassed  all  the  poets  of  his  nation  in  a 
certain  Shakespearian  concentration  of  phrase.  The  invectives  ut- 
tered by  Cassandra  against  Clytemnestra,  and  her  broken  exclama- 
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tions,  abound  in  examples  of  energetic,  almost  grotesque,  imagery, 
not  to  be  paralleled  in  Greek  literature.  The  -whole  of  the  Seven 
against  Thebes,  and  in  pai'ticular  that  choric  ode  which  describes 
the  capture  and  sack  of  a  town,  might  be  cited  w4th  a  similar  in- 
tention. But  perhaps  the  strongest  instance  of  this  more  than 
Greek  vehemence  of  expression  is  the  denunciation  hurled  by 
Phoebus  at  the  Furies  in  his  Delphian  shrine : 

Away,  I  bid  you  !    Leave  my  palace  halls : 
Quit  these  pure  shrines  oracular  with  speed! 
Lest  haply  some  winged  glistening  serpent  sent 
Fi'om  the  gold-twisted  bow-wire  bite  your  flesh, 
And  ye,  pain-stricken,  vomit  gory  froth. 
The  clotted  spilth  of  man's  blood  ye  have  supped. 
Nay,  these  gates  are  not  yours !     There  is  your  dwelling, 
Where  heads  are  chopped,  eyes  gouged  in  savage  justice, 
Throats  cut,  and  bloom  of  boys  unnamably 
Is  mangled ;  there  where  nose  and  ears  are  slithered, 
With  stonings,  and  the  piteous  smothered  moan 
Of  slaves  impaled.     Hence !     Hear  ye  not  whereby, 
Loving  like  ghouls  these  banquets,  ye're  become 
'  To  gods  abominable  ?     Lo,  your  shape 
Bewrays  your  spirit.     Blood-swilled  lions'  dens 
Are  fit  for  you  to  live  in,  not  the  seat 
Of  sooth  oracular,  which  you  pollute. 
Go,  heifers  grazing  without  herdsman,  go ! 
To  herd  like  yours  no  face  of  god  is  kindly. 

Another  Shakespearian  quality  in  the  ^schylean  use  of  Ian- 
gauge  and  of  imagery  might  be  illustrated  from  his  metaphors. 
He  calls  the  ocean  a  forest — -kovtiov  uXaoQ  or  aXlppvrov  ciXaoc — as 
though  he  would  remind  us  of  the  great  sea-beasts  that  roam  like 
wolves  or  lions  down  beneath  the  waves.  The  vultures  are  6'^v- 
OTOfxoi  Zrirdg  ciKpaydg  kvieq.  The  eagle  is  Atoc  Trrrjruc  kvwv  Za(f>OL- 
v6q.     The  Furies  of  Clytemnestra  are  fiyjrpuQ  'iyKOToi  kvi'eq.     The 
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Argives  who  poured  fortli  from  the  Wooden  Horse  to  phinder 
Troy  are  called  ' Kpytiov  caicoc,  'iinrov  reoercroc,  a(nrtdr}(j)upoQ  Xfwc- 
The  flame  of  the  thunder-bolt  becomes  irvpug  a^(/)j/(.-/jc  i^oaTpvypc. 
The  beacon-flame  on  ^giplanctus  is  a  huge  beard,  (pXoyvg  yLtyav 
TTioycoi'a.  In  all  these  metaphors  we  trace  an  imaginative  energy 
which  the  Greek  poets  usually  sought  to  curb.  When  we  speak 
of  the  mighty  line  of  ^schylus,  we  naturally  remember  verses  like 
these  : 

aW  oil  KapavioTi'jpiQ  dfOaXfiOipvxoi, 
and 

(paioxiTwveg  Kai  7rf7rX£KTaj'j;/t£i'«i 
ttuki'dIc  dpuKovan', 

which  carry  with  them  a  massive  weight,  not  only  of  sound  and 
words,  but  also  of  meaning  and  of  imagery.  No  wonder  that 
Aristophanes  jestingly  compared  the  gravity  of  the  style  of  tEs- 
chylus  with  that  of  Euripides  in  balances.  A  single  phrase  of  the 
former's  causes  a  score  of  the  latter's  to  kick  the  beam ;  and  as 
the  sonorous  nouns,  flanked  by  their  polysyllabic  epithets,  ad- 
vance, the  earth  is  seen  to  shake  as  though  battalions  were  hurry- 
ing to  the  charge,  and  squadrons  of  cavalry  with  thundering 
horses'  hoofs  and  waving  plumes  were  prancing  on  the  plain. 

The  diflSculty  of  ^Eschylus,  when  it  is  not  due,  as  in  the  Sup- 
pliants and  in  the  choric  odes  of  the  Agamemnon,  to  a  ruined 
text,  may  be  ascribed  to  the  rapidity  of  his  transition  from  one 
thought  to  another,  to  the  piling-up  of  images  and  metaphors, 
and  to  the  remote  and  mystic  nature  of  the  ideas  he  is  seeking 
for  the  first  time  to  express  in  language.  Where  even  simple 
prose  could  scarcely  convey  his  meaning,  he  presents  a  cloud  of 
highly  poetic  figures  to  our  mind.  This  kind  of  difliculty,  how- 
ever, like  that  which  the  student  has  to  meet  in  Pindar,  is  straight- 
forward. You  know  when  you  are  at  fault,  and  why,  and  how 
alone  you  can  arrive  at  a  solution  of  the  problem.     The  difficulty 
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of  Sophocles  is  more  insidious.  It  is  possible  to  think  you  un- 
derstand him,  when  you  really  do  not ;  to  feel  his  drift,  and  yet  to 
find  it  hard  to  construe  his  language.  In  this  case  the  difficulty 
arises  from  the  poet's  desire  to  convey  his  meaning  in  a  subtle, 
many-sided,  pregnant,  and  yet  smooth  style.  The  more  you  think 
over  it,  the  more  you  get  from  it.  Euripides  belonged  to  an  age 
of  facile  speech,  fixed  phraseology,  and  critical  analysis:  it  there- 
fore follows  that  he  presents  fewer  obvious  difficulties  to  the  read- 
er; and  this,  perhaps,  was  one  reason  for  his  popularity  among 
the  early  scholars  of  the  modern  age.  At  any  rate,  he  does  not 
share  with  ^schylus  the  difficulty  that  arose  when  a  poet  of  in- 
tense feeling  and  sublime  imagination  strove  to  grapple  Avith  deep 
and  intricate  thoughts  before  language  had  become  a  scientific  in- 
strument. 

In  conclusion  I  would  once  again  return  to  that  doctrine  of 
7ra0//^m7-a  /dad)'] para,  connected  with  a  definite  conception  of  the 
divine  government  and  based  upon  a  well-considered  theory  of 
human  responsibility,  which  maj^  be  traced  throughout  the  plays 
of  ^schylus.  To  this  morality  his  drama  owes  its  unity  and  vig- 
or, inasmuch  as  all  the  plots  constructed  by  the  poet  both  presup- 
pose and  illustrate  it.  The  conviction  that  what  a  man  sows  he 
will  reap,  and  that  the  world  is  not  ruled  by  blind  chance,  is,  in 
one  sense  or  another,  the  most  solid  ethical  acquisition  of  human- 
ity. Amid  so  much  else  that  seems  to  shift  in  morals  and  in  re- 
ligion, it  affords  firm  ground  for  action.  This  vital  moral  faith 
the  Greeks  held  as  securely,  at  least,  as  we  do ;  and  the  theology 
with  which  their  highest  teachers — men  like  JEschylus,  Pindar, 
Plato — sought  to  connect  it,  tended  to  weaken  its  effect  far  less 
than  any  other  systems  of  divinity  have  done.  We  are  too  apt 
to  forget  this,  Avhile  we  fix  our  attention  upon  the  unrivalled  beau- 
ty of  Greek  art.  In  reality  there  are  few  nations  whose  fine  lit- 
erature combines  so  much  {esthetic  splendor  with  direct,  sound, 
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moral  doctrine ;  and  tins,  not  because  the  poets  strove  to  preach, 
but  because  their  minds  were  healthily  imbued  with  human  wis- 
dom. Except  in  the  works  of  Milton,  we  English,  for  example, 
can  show  no  poetical  exposition  of  a  moral  theory  at  all  equal  to 
that  of  ^Eschylus.  But  while  Milton  sets  forth  his  doctrine  as  a 
portion  of  divine  revelation,  and  vitiates  it  with  the  dross  of  dog- 
matism, ^schylus  shows  the  law  implicit  in  the  history  of  men 
and  heroes :  it  is  inferred  by  him  intuitively  from  the  facts  of 
spiritual  life,  as  apprehended  by  the  consciousness  of  the  Greeks 
in  their  best  age. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

SOPHOCLES. 

The  Personal  Beauty  of  Sophocles :  his  Life ;  Stories  about  Him. — Athens 
in  the  Age  of  Pericles. — Antique  Criticism  on  his  Style :  its  Perfect  Har- 
mony.— Aristotle's  Respect  for  Sophocles. — Character  in  Greek  Tragedy. 
— Sophocles  and  J^schylus. — The  Religious  Feeling  of  Sophocles. — His 
Ethics. — Exquisite  Proportion  observed  in  his  Treatment  of  the  Dram- 
atis Personcs. — Power  of  Using  Motives. — The  Ph'dodeies.  —  Compari- 
son of  the  Choephorm  and  the  Electra. — Climax  of  the  (Edlpus  Colonem. 
— How  Sophocles  led  onward  to  Euripides. — The  Trackhticc. — Goethe's 
Remarks  on  the  Antigone. — The  Tale  of  Thebes. —  (EJijms  Tyrannns, 
CEdipiis  Coloneus,  and  Antic/one  do  not  make  up  a  Trilogy. — Story  of  Lai- 
us. — The  Philosophy  of  Fate  contained  in  it. — The  Oracle. — Analysis 
of  CEdipus  Tyrannm. — Masterly  Treatment  of  the  Character  of  ffidipus. 
—  Change  of  Situation  in  the  Coloneus. — Emergence  of  Antigone  into 
Prominence. — Analysis  of  the  Antigone. — The  Character  of  Antigone: 
its  Beauty. — Contrast  afforded  by  Ismene  and  by  Creon. — Fault  in  the 
Climax  of  the  Antigone. — The  Final  Solution  of  the  Laian  Curse. — An- 
tigone is  not  subject  to  Nemesis. 

Sophocles,  the  son  of  Sopliilus,  was  born  at  Colonus,  a  village 
about  one  mile  to  the  north-west  of  Athens,  in  the  year  495  B.C. 
This  date  makes  him  thirty  years  younger  than  ^Eschylus,  and 
fifteen  older  than  Euripides,  Ilis  father  was  a  man  of  substance, 
capable  of  giving  the  best  education,  intellectual  and  physical,  to 
his  son ;  and  the  education  in  vogue  at  Athens  when  Sophocles 
was  a  boy  was  that  which  Aristophanes  praised  so  glowingly  in 
the  speeches  of  the  Dikaios  Logos.  Therefore,  in  the  case  of  this 
most  perfect  poet,  the  best  conditions  of  training  {rpocf)}))  were 
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added  to  tlie  advantages  of  nature  (^uirtc),  and  these  two  essen- 
tial elements  of  a  noble  manhood,  upon  which  the  theorists  of 
Greece  loved  to  speculate,  were  realized  by  him  conjointly  in  fe- 
licitous completeness.  Early  in  life  Sophocles  showed  that  nat- 
ure had  endowed  him  with  personal  qualities  peculiarly  capable 
of  conferring  lustre  on  a  Greek  artist  of  the  highest  type.  He 
was  exceedingly  beautiful  and  well-formed,  and  so  accomplished 
in  music  and  gymnastics  that  he  gained  public  prizes  in  both 
these  branches  of  a  Greek  boy's  education.  His  physical  grace 
and  skill  in  dancing  caused  him  to  be  chosen,  in  his  sixteenth 
year,  to  lead  the  choir  in  celebration  of  the  victory  of  Salamis. 
According  to  Athenian  custom,  he  appeared  on  this  occasion  na- 
ked, crowned,  and  holding  in  his  hand  a  lyre : 

£i9e  Xitpa  koKi)  ytvoifirji'  t\e(pavTtvt], 

Kai  fie  KaXol  TraiStc  ipepotev  Aiovvaiov  tg  ^opoi:* 

These  facts  are  not  unimportant,  for  no  Greek  poet  was  more 
thoroughly,  consistently,  and  practically  evcpvtjc,  according  to  the 
comprehensive  meaning  of  that  term,  which  denotes  physical,  as 
well  as  moral  and  intellectual,  distinction.  The  art  of  Sophocles 
is  distinguished  above  all  things  by  its  faultless  symmetry,  its 
grace  and  rhythm,  and  harmonious  equipoise  of  strength  and 
beauty.  In  his  own  person  the  poet  realized  the  ideal  combina- 
tion of  varied  excellences  which  his  tragedies  exhibit.  The  ar- 
tist and  the  man  were  one  in  Sophocles.  In  his  healthful  youth 
and  sober  manhood,  no  less  than  in  his  serene  poetry,  he  exhib- 
ited the  pure  and  tempered  virtues  of  eixpvia.  We  cannot  but 
think  of  him  as  specially  created  to  represent  Greek  art  in  its 
most  refined  and  exquisitely  balanced  perfection.  It  is  impossi- 
ble to  imagine  a  more  plastic  nature,  a  genius  more  adapted  to  its 

*  "Fain  would  I  be  a  fair  lyre  of  ivory,  and  fair  boys  carrying  me  to  Di- 
onysus's  choir." 
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special  function,  more  fittingly  provided  with  all  things  needful  to 
its  full  development,  born  at  a  happier  moment  in  the  history  of 
the  world,  and  more  nobly  endowed  with  physical  qualities  suited 
to  its  intellectual  capacity. 

In  468  B.C.  Sophocles  first  appeared  as  a  tragic  poet  in  contest 
with  Ji^schylus.  The  advent  of  the  consummate  artist  Avas  both 
auspicious  and  dramatic.  His  fame,  as  a  gloriously  endowed 
youth,  had  been  spread  far  and  wide.  The  supremacy  of  his 
mighty  predecessor  -remained  as  yet  unchallenged.  Therefore  the 
day  on  which  they  met  in  rivalry  w^as  a  great  national  occasion. 
Party  feeling  ran  so  high  that  Apsephion,  the  Archon  Eponymns, 
who  had  to  name  the  judges,  chose  no  meaner  umpires  than  the 
general  Cimon  and  his  colleagues,  just  returned  from  Scyros, 
bringing  with  them  the  bones  of  the  Attic  hero  Theseus.  Their 
dignity  and  their  recent  absence  from  the  city  were  supposed  to 
render  them  fair  critics  in  a  matter  of  such  moment.  Cimon 
awarded  the  victory  to  Sophocles.  It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted 
that  we  have  lost  the  tragedies  which  were  exhibited  on  this  oc- 
casion ;  we  do  not  know,  indeed,  with  any  certainty,  their  titles. 
As  Welcker  has  remarked,  the  judges  were  called  to  decide,  not 
so  much  between  two  poets  as  between  two  styles  of  tragedy ; 
and  if  Plutarch's  assertion,  that  ^schylus  retired  to  Sicily  in 
consequence  of  the  verdict  given  against  him,  be  well  founded, 
we  may  also  believe  that  two  rival  policies  in  the  city  were  op- 
posed, two  types  of  national  character  in  collision,  ^schylus  be- 
longed to  the  old  order.  Sopliocles  was  essentially  a  man  of  the 
new  age,  of  the  age  of  Pericles  and  Pheidias  and  Thucydides. 
The  incomparable  intellectual  qualities  of  the  Athenians  of  that 
brief  blossom-time  have  so  far  dazzled  modern  critics  that  we 
have  come  to  identify  their  spirit  with  the  spirit  itself  of  the 
Greek  race.  Undoubtedly  the  glories  of  Hellas,  her  special  geist 
in  art  and  thought  and  state-craft,  attained  at  that  moment  to 
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maturity  tlirougli  the  felicitous  combination  of  external  circum- 
stances, and  tlirougli  the  prodigious  mental  greatness  of  the  men 
who  made  Athens  so  splendid  and  so  powerful.  Yet  we  must 
not  forget  that  Themistocles  preceded  Pericles,  Avhile  Cleon  fol- 
lowed after ;  that  Herodotus  came  before  Thucydides,  and  that 
Aristotle,  at  a  later  date,  philosophized  on  history ;  that  ^schy- 
lus  and  Euripides  have  each  a  shrine  in  the  same  temple  with 
Sophocles.  And  all  these  men,  whose  names  are  notes  of  differ- 
ences deep  and  wide,  were  Greeks,  almost  contemporaneous.  The 
later  and  the  earlier  groups  in  this  triple  series  are,  perhaps,  even 
more  illustrative  of  Greece  at  large ;  while  the  Periclean  trio  rep- 
resent Athenian  society,  in  a  special  and  narrow  sense,  at  its  most 
luminous  and  brilliant,  most  isolated  and  artificial,  most  self-cen- 
tred and  consummate  point  of  civrapKsia,  or  internal  adequacy. 
Sophocles  was  the  poet  of  this  transient  phase  of  Attic  culture, 
unexampled  in  the  history  of  the  world  for  its  clear  and  flawless 
character,  its  purity  of  intellectual  type,  its  absolute  clairvoyance, 
and  its  plenitude  of  powers  matured,  but  unimpaired,  by  use. 

From  the  date  468  to  the  year  of  his  death,  at  the  age  of  nine- 
ty, Sophocles  composed  one  hundred  and  thirteen  plays.  In 
twenty  contests  he  gained  the  first  prize ;  he  never  fell  below  the 
second  place.  .  After  ^Eschylus  he  only  met  one  formidable  rival, 
Euripides.  What  we  know  about  his  life  is  closely  connected 
with  the  history  of  his  works.  In  440  B.C.,  after  the  produc- 
tion of  the  Antigone,  he  was  chosen,  on  account  of  his  political 
wisdom,  as  one  of  the  generals  associated  with  Pericles  in  the  ex- 
pedition to  Samos.  But  Sophocles  was  not,  like  ^schylus,  a  sol- 
dier ;  nor  was  he  in  any  sense  a  man  of  action.  The  stories  told 
about  his  military  service  turn  wholly  upon  his  genial  tempera- 
ment, serene  spirits,  unaffected  modesty,  and  pleasure-loving  per- 
sonality. So  great,  however,  was  the  esteem  in  which  his  char- 
acter for  wisdom  and  moderation  was  held  by  his  fellow-citizens 
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that  they  elected  him  in  413  B.C.  one  of  the  ten  commissioners 
of  public  safety,  or  rrpcfoouXoi,  after  the  failure  of  the  Syracusan 
expedition.  In  this  capacity  he  gave  his  assent  to  the  formation 
of  the  governing  council  of  the  Four  Hundred  two  years  later, 
thus  voting  away  the  constitutional  liberties  of  Athens.  It  is  re- 
corded that  he  said  this  measure  was  not  a  good  one,  but  the  best 
under  bad  circumstances.  It  should,  however,  be  said  that  doubt 
has  been  thrown  over  this  part  of  the  poet's  career  ;  it  is  not  cer- 
tain that  the  Sophocles  in  question  was  in  truth  the  author  of 
Antigone. 

One  of  the  best-authenticated  and  best-known  episodes  in  the 
life  of  Sophocles  is  connected  with  the  CEdipus  Coloneus.  As  an 
old  man,  he  had  to  meet  a  laAvsuit  brought  against  him  by  his 
legitimate  son  lophou,  who  accused  him  of  wishing  to  alienate 
his  property  to  the  child  of  his  natural  son  Ariston.  This  boy, 
called  Sophocles,  Avas  the  darling  of  his  later  years.  The  poet 
was  arraigned  before  a  jury  of  his  tribe,  and  the  plea  set  up  by 
lophon  consisted  of  an  accusation  of  senile  incapacity.  The 
poet,  preserving  his  habitual  calmness,  recited  the  famous  chorus 
which  contains  the  praises  of  Colonus.  Whereupon  the  judges 
rose  and  conducted  him  with  honor  to  his  house,  refusing  for  a 
moment  to  consider  so  frivolous  and  unwarranted  a  charge. 

Personally  Sophocles  was  renowned  for  his  geniality  and  equa- 
bility of  temper;  evkoKoq  fxsy  u'dac  (vtcoXog  F  (.keI.  is  the  terse  and 
emphatic  description  of  his  character  by  Aristophanes.  That  he 
was  not  averse  to  pleasures  of  the  sense  is  proved  by  evidence  as 
good  as  that  on  which  such  biographical  details  of  the  ancients 
generally  rest.  To  slur  these  stories  over  because  they  offend 
modern  notions  of  propriety  is  feeble,  though,  of  course,  it  is  al- 
ways open  to  the  critic  to  call  in  question  the  authorities ;  and  in 
this  particular  instance  the  witnesses  are  far  from  clear.  The 
point,  however,  to  be  remembered  is  that,  supposing  them  true  to 
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fact,  Sophocles  would  himself  have  smiled  at  such  unphilosophi- 
cal  partisanship  as  seeks  to  overthrow  them  in  the  interest  of  his 
reputation.  That  a  poet,  distinguished  for  his  physical  beauty, 
should  refrain  from  sensual  enjoyments  in  the  flower  of  his  age 
is  not  a  Greek,  but  a  Christian  notion.  Such  abstinence  would 
have  indicated  in  Sophocles  mere  want  of  inclination.  The  words 
of  Pindar  are  here  much  to  the  purpose : 

XP^v  /"*'  KciTii  Kaiphv  tpwTwv  dpsTreaOai,  Qvjii,  avv  aXiicl^.* 

All  turned  upon  the  Kara  Kaipuv,  and  no  one  had  surely  a  better 
sense  of  the  i^aipvg,  the  proper  time  and  season  for  all  things,  than 
Sophocles,  He  show^ed  his  moderation — which  quality,  not  total 
abstinence,  was  virtue  in  such  matters  for  the  Greeks — by  know- 
ing how  to  use  his  passions,  and  when  to  refrain  from  their  in- 
dulgence. The  whole  matter  is  summed  up  in  this  passage  from 
the  Republic  of  Plato :  "  How  well  I  remember  the  aged  poet 
Sophocles,  when,  in  answer  to  the  question,  '  How  does  love  suit 
with  age,  Sophocles — are  you  still  the  man  you  were  ?'  '  Peace,' 
he  replied ;  '  most  gladly  have  I  escaped  from  that,  and  I  feel  as 
if  I  had  escaped  from  a  mad  and  furious  master.'  " 

A  more  serious  defect  in  the  character  of  Sophocles  is  implied 
in  the  hint  given  by  Aristophanes,  that  he  was  too  fond  of  mon- 
ey. The  same  charge  was  brought  against  many  Greek  poets. 
We  may  account  for  it  by  reinembering  that  the  increased  splen- 
dor of  Athenian  life,  and  the  luxuriously  refined  tastes  of  the  tra- 
gedian, must  have  tempted  him  to  do  what  the  Greeks  very  much 
disliked — make  profit  by  the  offspring  of  his  brain.  To  modern 
notions  nothing  can  sound  stranger  than  the  invectives  of  the 
philosophers  against  sophists  who  sold  their  wisdom ;  it  can  only 
be  paralleled  by  their  deeply  rooted  misconceptions  about  interest 

*  "Soul  of  miue,  in  due  season  it  is  meet  to  gather  love,  when  life  is 
young." 
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on  capital,  wliicli  even  Aristotle  regarded  as  unnatural  and  crimi- 
nal. That  Sophocles  was  in  any  deeper  sense  avaricious  or  miser- 
ly wc  cannot  believe  :  it  would  contradict  the  whole  tenor  of  the 
tales  about  his  geniality  and  kindness. 

Unlike  ^schylus  and  Euripides,  Sophocles  never  quitted  Ath- 
ens, except  on  military  service.  He  lived  and  wrote  there  through 
his  long  career  of  laborious  devotion  to  the  hio-hest  art.  vVe~ 
have,  therefore,  every  right,  on  this  count  also,  to  j,cccpt  his  trag- 
^^|/^  edies  as  th.e  purest  mkmr  oJLlhfi.  Atlienian  mind  at  its  most  brill- 
iant period.  Athens,  in  the  age  of  Pericles,  was  adequate  fo  the 
social  and  intellectual  requirements  of  her  greatest  sons;  and  a 
poet  whose  earliest  memories  were  connected  with  Salamis  may 
well  have  felt  that  even  the  hardships  of  the  Peloponnesian  war 
were  easier  to  bear  within  the  sacred  walls  of  the  city  than  exile 
under  the  most  favorable  conditions.  No  other  centre  of  so 
much  social  and  political  activity  existed.  Athens  was  the  Paris 
of  Greece,  and  Sophocles  and  Socrates  were  the  Parisians  of  Ath- 
ens. At  the  same  time  the  stirring  events  of  his  own  lifetime  do 
not  appear  to  have  disturbed  the  tranquillity  of  .Sophocles.  True 
to  his  destiny,  he  remained  an  artist ;  and  to  this  immersion  in  his 
special  work  he  owed  the  happiness  which  Phrynichus  recorded 
in  these  famous  lines  : 

fiaKap  2o^oK\f)';e  oq  iroXi'v  xP'Jt'ov  jStovt; 
cnrtOavtv  EvSalfitov  avrip  Kai  Se^ioi;' 
TToWac  TTOttjcrag  Kai  Ka\dg  rpayiitSias 
KciXCJc  tTi\evTt](T'  ovSii>  vTrofiuvag  KaKov. 

Thrice-happy  Sophocles  !  in  good  old  age, 
Blessed  as  a  man,  and  as  a  craftsman  blessed, 
He  died :  his  many  tragedies  were  fair. 
And  fair  his  end,  nor  knew  he  any  sorrow. 

The  change  effected  by  Sophocles  in  tragedy  tended  to  mature 
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the  drama  as  a  work  of  pore  art,  andJiL  free  it  further  from_  the 
Dionj-siac  traditions.  lie  broke  up  the  trilogy  into  separate 
plays,  exliibiting  three  tragedies  and  a  satyric  drama,  like  ^s- 
chylus  before  him,  but  undoing  the  link  by  which  they  were  con- 
nected, so  that  he  was  able  to  make  each  an  independent  poem. 
He  added  a  third  actor,  and  enlarged  the  number  of  the  chorus, 
while  he  limited  its  function  as  a  motive  force  in  the  di'ama. 
These  innovations  had  the  effect  of  reducing  the  scale  upon 
which  JEschylus  had  planned  his  tragedies,  and  afforded  oppor- 
tunities for  the  elaboration  of  detail.  It  was  more  easy  for  Soph- 
oqles  than  it  had  been  for  ^Eschylus  to  exhibitplav  of  character 
through  the  interaction  of  the  dramatis  persona:  Tiagcdy  left 
the  remote  and  mystic  sphere  of  ^Esclulean  theosopln  ,  aiid  cou- 
fined  herself  to  purely  human  arguiiients.  Attention  was  concen- 
trated on  the  dialogue,  in  which  the  passions  of  men  in  action 
were  displayed.  The  dithyrambic  element  was  lost;  the  choric 
odes  providing  a  relief  from  violent  excitement,  instead  of  em- 
bodying the  very  soul  and  spirit  of  the  poet's  teaching.  AVhile 
limiting  the  activity  of  the  chorus,  Sophocles  did  not,  like  Eurip- 
ides, proceed  to  disconnect  it  from  the  tragic  interest,  or  pay  less 
attention  than  his  predecessors  to  its  songs.  On  the  contrary,  his 
choric  interludes  are  models  of  perfection  in  this  style  of  lyric 
poetry,  Avhile  their  subject-matter  is  invariably  connected  with 
the  chief  concerns  and  moral  lessons  of  the  drama. 

The  extant  plays  of  Sophocles  are  all  later  than  the  year  440 
B.C.  They  may  safely  be  said  to  belong  to  the  period  of  his  fin- 
ished style ;  or,  in  the  language  of  art  criticism,  to  his  third  man- 
ner. What  this  means  will  appear  from  a  valuable  passage  in 
Plutarch :  "  Sophocles  used  to  say  that,  when  he  had  put  aside 
the  tragic  pomp  of  ^schylus,  and  then  the  harsh  and  artificial 
manner  of  his  own  elaborate  style,  he  arrived  in  the  third  place 
at  a  form  of  speech  which  is  best  suited  to  portray  the  characters 
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of  men,  and  is  the  most  excellent."  Thus  it  would  appear  that 
Sophocles  had  begun  his  career  as  a  dramatist  by  the  study  of 
the  language  of  ^schylus ;  finding  that  too  turgid  and  emphatic, 
he  had  fallen  into  affectation  and  refinement,  and  finally  had  struck 
the  just  medium  between  the  rugged  majesty  of  his  master  and 
the  mannered  elegance  which  was  in  vogue  among  the  sophists. 
The  result  was  that  peculiar  mixture  of  grace,  dignity,  and  natural 
eloquence  which  scholars  know  as  Sophoclean.  It  is  interesting 
to  notice  that  the  first  among  the  extant  tragedies  of  Sophocles, 
the  Antigone,  is  more  remarkable  for  studied  phrase  and  verbal 
subtleties  than  his  later  plays.  The  CEdipus  Coloneus,  which  is 
the  last  of  the  whole  series,  exhibits  the  style  of  the  poet  in  its 
perfect  purity  and  freedom.  A  curious  critical  passage  in  Plu- 
tarch seems  to  indicate  that  the  ancients  themselves  observed  the 
occasional  euphuism  of  the  Sophoclean  style  as  a  blemish.  It 
runs  thus :  [isii^pairo  o  av  tiq  ^Ap\i\6ypv  jueV  rz/v  inrudttnv.  .  .  .  Ei/- 
pnridov  ce  t>)i'  XciXictr,  2o^okX£ouc  ct  -))»'  o>'w/iaXta»'.*  "  One  might 
censure  the  garrulity  of  Euripides  and  the  inequality  of  Sopho- 
cles." I  am  not,  however,  certain  whether  this  or  "  linguistic  ir- 
regularity"  is  the  right  meaning  of  the  word  dvoj^aXia.  Another 
censure,  passed  by  Longinus  upon  Sophocles,  points  out  a  defect 
which  is  the  very  last  to  be  observed  in  any  of  the  extant  trage- 
dies :  "  Pindar  and  Sophocles  at  one  time  burn  everything  be- 
fore them  in  their  fiery  flight,  but  often  strangely  lack  the  flame 
of  inspiration,  and  fall  most  grievously  to  earth. "f  Then  he  adds  : 
"  Certainly  no  wise  critic  would  value  all  the  plays  of  Ion  put  to- 
gether at  the  same  rate  as  the  single  tragedy  of  CEdipus.^^  The 
importance  of  these  critiques  is  to  prove  that  the  ancients  regard- 
ed Sophocles  as  an  unequal,  and  in  some  respects  a  censurable 
poet,  whence  we  may  infer  that  only  masterpieces  belonging  to 
his  later  style  have  been  preserved  to  us,  since  nothing,  to  a  mod- 
*  De  And.  Poet.,  p.  16  C.  ^  Be  Subl.,  xxxiii.  5. 
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ern  student,  is  more  obvious  than  tlie  uniform  sustained  perfec- 
tion of  our  seven  inestimably  precious  tragedies.  A  certain  tame- 
ness  in  the  Trachinicc,  and  a  relaxation  of  dramatic  interest  in  the 
last  act  of  the  Ajax,  are  all  the  faults  it  is  possible  to  find  with 
Sophocles. 

"What  Sophocles  is  reported  to  have  said  about  his  style  will 
apply  to  his  whole  art.  The  great  achievement  of  Sophocles  was 
to  introduce  regularity  of  proportion,  moderation  of  tone,  and 
proper  balance  into  tragedy.  The  Greek  phi'ases  (rvfi/AeTpia,  ctw- 
^poo-uj'jj,  i^erpwrrjc — proportion  of  parts,  self-restraint,  and  modera- 
tion—  sum  up  the  qualities  of  his  drama  when  compared  with 
that  of  ^schylus.  ^schylus  rough-hewed  like  a  Cyclops,  but  he 
could  not  at  the  same  time  finish  like  Praxiteles.  What  the  truth 
of  this  saying  is,  I  have  already  tried  to  show.*  Sophocles  at- 
tempted neither  Cyclopean  nor  Praxitelean  work.  He  attained 
to  the  perfection  of  Pheidias.  Thus  we  miss  in  his  tragedies  the 
colossal  scale  and  terrible  effects  of  JEschylean  art.  His  plays  are 
not  so  striking  at  first  sight,  because  it  was  his  aim  to  put  all  the 
parts  of  his  composition  in  their  proper  places,  and  to  produce  a 
harmony  which  should  not  agitate  or  startle,  but  which  upon  due 
meditation  should  be  found  complete.  The  awcppoavyj],  or  moder- 
ation, exhibited  in  all  his  work,  implies  by  its  very  nature  the  sac- 
rifice of  something — the  sacrifice  of  passion  and  impetuosity  to 
higher  laws  of  equability  and  temper.  So  perfect  is  the  beauty 
of  Sophocles,  that,  as  in  the  case  of  Raphael  or  Mozart,  it  seems 
to  conceal  the  strength  and  fire  Avhich  animate  his  art. 

Aristotle,  in  the  Poetics,  observes  that  "  Poetry  is  the  proper 
affair  of  either  enthusiastic  or  artistic  natures,"  ev(j>vovc  i]  /.lainKov. 
Now  ^'Eschylus  exactly  answers  to  the  notion  of  the  iiariKOQ,  while 
Sophocles  corresponds  to  that  of  the  evcpvijc.  To  this  distinction 
between  the  two  types  of  genius  we  may  refer  the  partiality  of 

*  See  above,  p.  818. 
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Aristotle  for  the  younger  dramatist.  The  work  of  the  artistic 
poet  is  more  instructive  and  offers  more  matter  for  profitable 
analysis,  for  precept  and  example,  than  that  of  the  divinely  in- 
spired enthusiast.  Where  creative  intelligence  has  been  used  con- 
sciously and  effectively  to  a  certain  end,  critical  intelligence  can 
follow.  It  is  clear  that  in  the  Poetics,  which  Ave  may  regard  as  a 
practical  text-book  for  students,  the  philosopher  is  using  the  trage- 
dy of  Sophocles,  and  in  particular  the  (Edqms  Tyrannus,  as  the 
standard  of  perfection.  Whatever  he  has  to  say  about  the  han- 
dling of  character,  the  treatment  of  the  fable,  the  ethics  of  the 
drama,  the  catastrophes  and  recognitions  {Trepiirireiai  and  ayaypcj- 
fjia-eig),  that  absorbed  so  large  a  part  of  his  dramatic  analysis,  he 
points  by  references  to  (Edipus.  In  Sophocles  Aristotle  found 
the  yuEcrorT/c,  or  intermediate  quality,  between  two  extremes,  which, 
in  aesthetics  as  in  morals,  seemed  to  his  Greek  mind  most  excel- 
lent. Consequently  he  notes  all  deflections  from  the  Sophoclean 
norm  as  faulty ;  and,  since  in  his  day  Euripides  led  the  taste  of 
the  Athenians,  he  frequently  shows  how  tragic  art  had  suffered  by 
a  deviation  from  the  principles  Sophocles  illustrated.  The  chief 
point  on  which  he  insists  is  the  morality  of  the  drama.  "  The 
tragedies  of  the  younger  poets  for  the  most  part  are  unethical." 
With  his  use  of  the  word  ?]0oe  we  must  be  careful  not  to  con- 
found the  modern  notion  of  morality :  iiQoQ  means,  indeed,  with 
Aristotle  as  with  us,  the  determination  of  the  character  to  good- 
ness or  badness ;  but  it  also  includes  considerations  of  what  is  ap- 
propriate to  sex  and  quality  and  circumstance  in  the  persons  of 
a  work  of  fiction.  The  best  modern  equivalent  for  })0oe,  there- 
fore, is  character.  Since  tragedy  is  an  imitation  of  men  acting 
according  to  their  character,  j]0oe,  in  this  Avide  sense,  is  the  Avhole 
stuff  of  the  dramatist,  and  a  proper  command  of  i]Qoq  implies  real 
knowledge  of  mankind.  Therefore,  when  Aristotle  accuses  the 
tragedies  of  Euripides  and  his  school  of  being  "unethical,"  he 
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does  not  merely  mean  that  they  were  prejudicial  to  good  man- 
ners, but  also  that  they  were  false  to  human  nature,  unscientific, 
and  therefore  inartistic ;  exceptional  or  morbid,  wavering  in  their 
conception  and  unequal  in  their  execution.  The  truly  great  poet, 
Sophocles,  shows  his  artistic  tact  and  taste  by  only  selecting  such 
characters  as  are  suitable  to  tragedy.  He  depicts  men,  but  men 
of  heroic  mould,  men  as  they  ought  to  be.*  When  Sophocles 
said  that  he  portrayed  men  as  tragedy  required  them  to  be,  where- 
as Euripides  drew  them  just  as  they  are,  he  indicated  the  real 
solution  of  the  tragic  problem. f  The  point  here  raised  by  Aris- 
totle has  an  intimate  connection  with  its  whole  theory  of  tragedy. 
Tragic  poetry  must  purify  the  passions  of  fear  and  pity  ;  in  other 
words,  it  must  teach  men  not  to  fear  when  fear  is  vile,  or  to  pity 
where  pity  would  be  thrown  away.  By  exhibiting  a  spectacle 
that  may  excite  the  fear  of  really  dreadful  calamity,  and  compas- 
sion for  truly  terrible  misfortune,  tragedy  exalts  the  soul  above 
the  ordinary  miseries  of  life,  and  nerves  it  to  face  the  darker  evils 
to  which  humanity  in  its  blindness,  sin,  and  self-pride  is  exposed. 
Now  this  lesson  cannot  be  taught  by  drawing  men  as  they  exist 
around  us.  That  method  drags  the  mind  back  to  the  trivialities 
of  every  day. 

What  Aristotle  says  about  the  i\Qr}  of  tragedy  may  be  applied 
to  point  the  differences  between  Sophocles  and  ^schylus.  Ho 
has  not  himself  drawn  the  comparison ;  but  it  is  clear  that,  as 
Euripides  deflects  on  the  one  hand  from  the  purely  ethical  stand- 
ard, so  also  does  ^Eschylus  upon  the  other.  vEschylus  keeps  us 
in  the  high  and  mystic  region  of  religious  fatalism.  Sophocles 
transports  us  into  the  more  hum.an  region  of  morality!     His  prob- 

*  Xotice  the  phrases  ^iKTwvtq  in  Poet.,  cap.  ii.,  as  compared  with  Kaff 
I'll-iag,  and  again  ofioiovc  TroiovvTtg,  KuXXiovg  ypdcpovffiv,  in  cap.  xv.,  together 
with  the  whole  analogy  of  painting  in  both  of  these  places. 

f  Cap.  xxvi. 


448  THE  GREEK  POETS. 

lem  is  to  exhibit  tlic  complexities  of  life — "  whatsoever  has  pas- 
sion or  admiration  in  all  the  changes  of  that  which  is  called  for- 
tune from  Avithout,  or  the  wily  subtleties  and  reflexes  of  man's 
thoughts  from  within" — and  to  set  forth  men  of  noble  mental 
stature  acting  in  subjection  to  the  laws  appointed  for  the  order 
of  the  world.  His  men  and  women  are  like  ourselves,  only  larger 
and  better  in  so  far  as  they  are  simpler  and  more  beautiful.  Like 
the  characters  of  yEschylus,  they  sufEer  for  their  sins  ;  but  we  feel 
that  the  justice  that  condemns  them  is  less  mystic  in  its  opera- 
tion, more  capable  of  philosophical  analysis  and  scientific  demon- 
stration. 

It  must  not  be  thought,  therefore,  that  Sophocles  is  less  relig- 
ious than  ^Eschyhis.  On  the  contrary,  he  shows  how  the  will  and 
passion  of  men  are  inevitably  and  invariably  related  to  divine  jus- 
tice. Human  affairs  can  only  be  understood  by  reference  to  the 
deity ;  for  the  decrees  of  Zeus,  or  of  that  power  which  is  above 
Zeus,  and  which  he  also  obeys,  give  their  moral  complexion  to  the 
motives  and  the  acts  of  men.  Yet,  while  ^schylus  brings  his  the- 
osophy  in  detail  prominently  forward,  Sophocles  prefers  to  main- 
tain a  sense  of  the  divine  background.  He  spiritualizes  religion, 
while  he  makes  it  more  indefinite.  By  the  same  process  it  is  ren- 
dered more  impregnable  within  its  stronghold  of  the  human  heart 
and  reason,  less  exposed  to  the  attacks  of  logic  or  the  changes  of 
opinion.  The  key-note  to  his  tragic  morality  is  found  in  these 
two  passages  :* 

"  Oh !  that  my  lot  may  lead  me  in  the  path  of  holy  innocence  of  word  and 
deed,  the  path  which  august  laws  ordain,  laws  that  in  the  highest  empyrean 
had  their  birth,  of  which  heaven  is  the  father  alone,  neither  did  the  race  of 
mortal  man  beget  them,  nor  shall  oblivion  ever  put  them  to  sleep.  The  pow- 
er of  God  is  mighty  in  them,  and  groweth  not  old." 


*  CEl.  Tyr..,  863  ;  Ant,  450.     The  first  translation  is  borrowed  from  Mr.  M. 
Arnold. 
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The  second  is  like  unto  the  first  in  spirit : 
It  was  no  Zeus  who  thus  commanded  me, 
Nor  Justice,  dread  mate  of  the  nether  powers, — 
For  they,  too,  gave  these  rules  to  govern  men. 
Nor  did  I  fondly  deem  thy  pi-oclamations 
Were  so  infaUible  that  any  mortal 
Might  overleap  the  sure  unwritten  laws 
Of  gods.     These  neither  now  nor  yesterday, 
Nay,  but  from  everlasting  without  end. 
Live  on,  and  no  man  knows  when  they  were  issued. 

The  religious  instinct  in  Sophocles  has  mad&.-aJpng  step  tow- 
ards independence  since  the  days  of  ^schylus.  *b  more  upon 
Olympus  or  at  Delphi  alone  will  the  Greek  poet'  worship.  He 
has  learned  that  "  God  is  a  spirit,  and  they  that  worship  him 
must  worship  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth."  The  voice  that  speaks 
within  him  is  the  deity  he  recognizes.  At  the  same  time  the 
Chorus  of  the  CEd'qnis,  part  of  which  has  just  been  quoted,  and 
that  of  the  Antigone,  which  bewails  the  old  doom  of  the  house 
of  Labdacus,  might,  but  for  their  greater  calmness,  have  been  writ- 
ten by  ^schylus.  The  moral  doctrine  of  Greek  tragedy  has  not 
been  changed,  but  humanized.  We  have  got  rid  in  a  great  meas- 
ure of  ancient  demons,  and  brass-footed  Furies,  and  the  greed  of 
earth  for  blood  in  recompense  for  blood.  We  have  passed,  as  it 
were,  from  the  shadow  cast  by  the  sun  into  the  sunlight  itself. 
And,  in  consequence  of  this  transfiguration,  the  morality  of  Sopho- 
cles is  imperishable.  "  Not  of  to-day  nor  of  yesterday,  but  fixed 
from  everlasting,"  are  his  laws.  We  may  all  learn  of  hira  now, 
as  when  Antigone  first  stood  before  the  throne  of  Crcon  on  the 
Attic  stage.  The  deep  insight  into  human  life,  that  most  precious 
gift  of  the  Greek  genius,  which  produced  their  greatest  contribu- 
tions to  the  education  of  the  world,  is  in  Sophocles  obscured  no 
longer  by  mystical  mythology  and  local  superstition.  His  wis- 
dom is  the  common  heritage  of  human  nature. 

29 
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The  moral  judgments  of  ^schylus  were  severe.  Those  of 
Sophocles,  implicit  in  his  tragic  situations  rather  than  expressed, 
are  not  less  firm ;  but  he  seems  to  feel  a  more  tender  pity  for 
humanity  in  its  weakness  and  its  blindness.  The  philosophy  of 
life,  profoundly  sad  upon  the  one  side,  but  cheerful  on  the  other, 
which  draws  lessons  of  sobriety  and  tempered  joy  from  the  con- 
sideration of  human  impotence  and  ignorance,  is  truly  Greek. 
We  find  it  nowhere  more  strongly  set  forth  than  by  Sophocles 
and  Aristophanes  —  by  the  comic  poet  in  the  Parabasis  of  the 
Birds,  and  in  the  songs  of  the  Mystae  in  the  Frogs,  by  the  tragic 
poet  m  his  choruses,  and  also  in  what  is  called  his  irony. 

All  that  has  been  said  about  the  art  of  Sophocles  up  to  this 
point  has  tended  to  establish  one  position.  His  innate  and  un- 
erring tact,  his  sense  of  harmony  and  measure,  produced  at  Athens 
a  new  style  of  drama,  distinguished  for  finish  of  language,  for 
careful  elaboration  of  motives,  for  sharp  and  delicate  character- 
drawing,  and  for  balance  of  parts.  If  we  do  not  find  in  Sopho- 
cles anything  to  match  the  passion  of  Cassandra,  the  cry  of  Aga- 
memnon, or  the  opening  of  the  Eumenides,  there  is  yet  in  his 
plays  a  combination  of  quite  sufiicient  boldness  and  inventiveness 
with  more  exquisite  workmanship  than  ^schylus  could  give. 
The  breadth  of  the  whole  is  not  lost  through  the  minuteness  of 
the  details.  Unlike  -^schylus,  Sophocles  opens  very  quietly, 
with  conversations,  for  the  most  part,  which  reveal  the  characters 
of  the  chief  persons  or  explain  the  situation.  The  passion  grows 
with  the  development  of  the  plot,  and  it  is  only  when  the  play  is 
finished  that  justice  can  be  done  to  any  separate  part.  Each  of 
the  seven  tragedies  presents  one  person,  who  dominates  the  drama, 
and  in  whom  its  interest  is  principally  concentrated.  (Edipus  in 
his  two  plays,  Antigone  in  hers,  Philoctetes  in  his,  Deianeira  in 
the  TracJiinice,  Electra  in  her  play,  and  Ajax  in  his,  stand  forth  in 
powerful  and  prominent  relief.     Then  come  figures  on  the  second 
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plane,  no  less  accurately  conceived  and  conscientiously  delineated, 
but  used  with  a  view  to  supporting  the  chief  personages,  and 
educing  tlieir  decisive  action.*  A  role  of  tliis  kind  is  given  to 
Orestes  in  the  Electi-a,  to  Neoptolemus  in  the  Philoctetes,  to  Teu- 
cer  in  the  Ajax.,  to  Creon  in  the  Antigone,  to  Teiresias  in  the  (Edi- 
2ms.  Clytemnestra  and  Tecmessa,  Odysseus  and  Theseus,  play 
similar  parts.  Again,  there  is  a  third  plane  for  characters  still 
more  subordinate,  but  no  less  artistically  important,  such  as  Jo- 
casta,  Ismene,  Chrysothemis,  yEgisthus,  Ilyllus.  Then  follow  the 
numerous  accessory  persons — instrumenta  dramatis — the  guardian 
of  the  corpse  of  Polyneices,  the  shepherd  of  Laius,  the  tutor  of 
Orestes,  messengers  and  servants,  all  of  whom  receive  their  spe- 
cial physiognomy  from  the  great  master.  In  this  way  Sophocles 
made  true  JEsthetic  use  of  the  three  agonists).  The  principle  on 
which  these  parts  were  distributed  in  bis  tragedies  will  be  found 
to  have  deep  and  subtle  analogies  with  the  laws  of  bass-relief  in 
sculpture.  Poetry,"  however,  being  a  far  more  independent  art 
than  sculpture,  may  employ  a  greater  multiplicity  of  parts,  and 
produce  a  far  more  complex  effect  than  can  be  realized  in  bass- 
relief. 

The  Philoctetes  might  be  selected  as  an  example  of  the  power 
in  handling  motives  possessed  by  Sophocles.  The  amount  of  in- 
terest he  has  concentrated  by  a  careful  manipulation  of  one  point 
— the  contest  for  the  bow  of  Herakles — upon  so  slight  and  sta- 
tionary a  plot,  is  truly  wondei-ful.  Not  less  admirable  is  the  con- 
trast between  the  youthful  generosity  of  Neoptolemus  and  the 
worldly  wisdom  of  Odysseus — the  young  man  pliant  at  first  to 
the  crafty  persuasions  of  the  elder,  but  restored  to  his  sense  of 
honor  by  the  compassion  which  Philoctetes  stirs,  and  by  the  trust 
he  places  in  him.     Nothing  more  beautiful  can  be  conceived  than 

*  See  what  Goethe  says  about  the  importatice  of  Creon  and  Ismeue  in  the 
Antigone.     (Eckermann,  vol.  i.) 
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this  moral  revolution  in  the  character  of  Neoptolemus.  It  suited 
the  fine  taste  and  exquisite  skill  of  Sophocles  not  only  to  exhibit 
changes  in  circumstance  and  character,  but  also  to  compel  a  change 
of  sympathy  and  of  opinion  in  his  audience.  "Thus,  in  the  Ajax, 
he  contrives  to  reverse  the  whole  situation,  by  showing  in  the  end 
Ajax  sublime  and  Odysseus  generous,  though  at  first  the  one 
seemed  sunk  below  humanity,  and  the  other  hateful  in  his  vulgar 
scorn  of  a  fallen  rival.  The  art  which  works  out  psychological 
problems  of  this  subtle  kind,  and  which  invests  a  plot  like  that 
of  the  Philoctetes  with  intense  interest,  is  very  far  removed  from 
the  method  of  ^schylus.  The  difference  between  the  two  styles 
may,  however,  be  appreciated  best  by  a  comparison  of  the  Electra 
with  the  Choepliorce.  In  these  two  tragedies  very  nearly  the  same 
motives  are  employed  ;  but  what  was  simple  and  straightforward 
in  ^schylus  becomes  complex  and  involved  in  Sophocles.  In- 
stead of  Orestes  telling  the  tale  of  his  own  death,  we  have  the 
narrative  of  his  tutor,  confirmed  and  ratified  by  himself  in  person. 
Instead  of  Electra  at  once  recognizing  her  brother,  she  is  brought 
at  first  to  the  verge  of  despair  by  hearing  of  his  death.  Then 
Chrysothemis  informs  her  of  the  lock  of  hair.  This,  however, 
cannot  reassure  Electra  in  the  face  of  the  tutor's  message.  So 
the  situation  is  admirably  protracted.  vEschylus  misses  all  that 
is  gained  for  the  development  of  character  by  the  resolve  of  Elec- 
tra, stung  to  desperation  by  her  brother's  death,  to  murder  -^gis- 
thus,  and  by  the  contrast  between  her  single-hearted  daring  and 
the  feebler  acquiescent  temper  of  Chrysothemis.  Also  the  peri- 
peteia whereby  Electra  is  made  to  bewail  the  urn  of  Orestes,  and 
then  to  discover  him  alive  before  her,  is  a  stroke  of  supreme  art 
which  was  missed  in  the  Choephoroe.  The  pathos  of  the  situa- 
tion is  almost  too  heart-rending  ;  at  one  moment  its  intensity 
verges  upon  discord  ;  but  the  resolution  of  the  discord  comes  in 
that  long  cadence  of  triumphant  harmony  when  the  anagnorisis 
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at  length  arrives.  Nor  is  the  ingenuity  of  Sophocles,  in  continu- 
ing and  sustaining  the  interest  of  this  one  set  of  motives,  yet  ex- 
hausted. While  the  brother  and  sister  are  rejoicing  together,  the 
action  waits,  and  every  moment  becomes  more  critical,  until  at 
last  the  tutor  reappears  and  warns  them  of  their  perilous  impru- 
dence. To  take  another  point :  the  dream  of  Clytemnestra  is 
more  mysterious  and  doubtful  in  the  Electra  than  in  the  Choe- 
2)horoe;  while  her  appearance  on  the  stage  at  the  beginning  of 
the  play,  her  arguments  with  Electra,  her  guarded  prayers  to  Phoe- 
bus, and  her  reception  of  the  tutor's  message,  enable  Sophocles 
fully  to  develop  his  conception  of  her  character.  On  the  other 
hand,  Sophocles  has  sacrificed  the  most  brilliant  features  of  the 
Choephoroe  —  the  dreadful  scene  of  Clytemnestra's  death,  than 
which  there  is  nothing  more  passionately  piteous  and  spirit-quell- 
ing in  all  tragedy,  and  the  descent  of  his  mother's  furies  on  the 
murderer.  It  was  the  object  of  Sophocles  not  so  much  to  dwell 
upon  the  action  of  Orestes  as  to  exhibit  the  character  of  Electra ; 
therefore,  at  the  supreme  moment,  when  the  cry  of  the  queen  is 
heard  within  the  palace,  he  shows  his  heroine  tremendous  in  her 
righteous  hatred  and  implacable  desire  for  vengeance.  Such  com- 
plete and  exhaustive  elaboration  of  motives,  characters,  and  situa- 
tions, as  forms  the  chief  artistic  merit  of  the  Plectra,  would,  per- 
haps, have  been  out  of  place  in  the  Choejihoroe,  which  was  only 
the  second  play  in  a  trilogy,  and  had,  therefore,  to  be  simple  and 
stationary,  according  to  the  principles  of  JEschylean  art.  The 
character  of  Clytemnestra,  for  example,  needed  no  development, 
seeing  that  she  had  taken  the  first  part  in  the  Agamemnon. 
Again,  it  was  necessary  for  -^schylus  to  insist  upon  the  action 
of  Orestes  more  than  Sophocles  was  forced  to  do,  in  order  that 
the  climax  of  the  Choephoroe  might  produce  the  subject  of  the 
JEumenides.  In  comparing  Sophocles  with  his  predecessor,  we 
must  never  forget  that  we  are  comparing  single  plays  with  trilo- 
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gics.  This  does  not,  however,  make  the  Sophoclean  mastery  of 
motives  and  of  plots  the  less  admirable  ;  it  only  fixes  our  atten- 
tion on  the  real  nature  of  the  innovations  adopted  by  the  younger 
dramatist. 

Another  instance  of  the  art  wherewith  Sophocles  prepared  a 
tragic  situation,  and  graduated  all  the  motives  which  should  con- 
duct the  action  to  a  final  point,  may  be  selected  from  the  (Edi2ms 
Coloneus.  It  was  necessary  to  describe  the  death  of  Oedipus, 
since  the  fable  selected  for  treatment  precluded  anything  ap- 
proaching to  a  presentation  on  the  stage  of  this  supreme  event. 
Qildipus  is  bound  to  die  alone  mysteriously,  delivering  his  secret 
first  in  solitude  to  Theseus.  A  Messenger's  speech  was,  there- 
fore, imperatively  demanded,  and  to  render  tliat  the  climax  of  the 
drama  taxed  all  the  resources  of  the  poet.  First  comes  thunder, 
the  acknowledged  signal  of  the  end.  Then  the  speech  of  Oedi- 
pus, who  says  that  now,  though  blind,  he  will  direct  his  steps  un- 
Lelped.  Theseus  is  to  follow  and  to  learn.  (Edipus  rises  from 
his  seat ;  his  daughters  and  the  king  attend  him.  They  quit  the 
stage,  and  the  Chorus  is  left  alone  to  sing.  Then  comes  the 
Messenger,  and  gives  the  sublime  narration  of  his  disappearance. 
We  hear  the  voice  that  called — 

W  OVTOQ  oiiTOQ  OlClTTUVQ  Tl  fliWofllV 

•)(ij)puv  ;  TTctXai  Cn)  Tc'nrb  aov  fipaSvverai. 

We  see  the  old  man  descending  the  mysterious  stairs,  Antigone 
and  Ismene  grouped  above,  and  last,  the  kneeling  king,  who 
shrouds  his  eyes  before  a  sight  intolerable.  All  this,  as  in  a 
picture,  passes  before  our  imagination.  To  convey  the  desired 
effect  otherwise  than  by  a  narrative  would  have  been  impossible, 
and  the  narrative,  owing  to  the  expectation  previously  raised,  is 
adequate. 

To  compare  Sophocles  with  Euripides,  after  having  said  so 
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much  about  the  points  of  contrast  between  him  and  ^schylus, 
and  to  determine  how  much  he  may  have  owed  in  his  later  plays 
to  the  influence  of  the  younger  poet,  would  be  an  interesting  ex- 
ercise of  criticism.  That,  however,  belongs  rather  to  an  essay  deal- 
ing directly  with  the  third  Greek  dramatist  in  detail.  It  is  suffi- 
cient here  to  notice  a  few  points  in  which  Sophocles  seems  to 
have  prepared  the  way  for  Euripides.  In  the  first  place  he  de- 
veloped the  part  of  the  Messenger,  and  made  far  more  of  pict- 
uresque description  than  JEschylus  had  done.  Then,  again,  his 
openings  suggested  the  device  of  the  prologue  by  their  abandon- 
ment of  the  eminently  scenic  effects  with  which  ^schylus  pre- 
ferred to  introduce  a  drama.  The  separation  of  the  Chorus  from 
the  action  was  another  point  in  which  Sophocles  led  onward  to 
Euripides.  So  also  was  the  device  of  the  deus  ex  machina  in  the 
Philocietes,  unless,  indeed,  we  are  to  regard  this  as  an  invention 
adopted  from  Euripides.*  Nor,  in  this  connection,  is  it  insignifi- 
cant that  Aristotle  credits  Sophocles  with  the  invention  of  crKrivo- 
ypa(pia,  or  scene-painting.  The  abuse  of  scenical  resources  to  the 
detriment  of  real  dramatic  unity  and  solidity  was  one  of  the  chief 
defects  of  Euripidean  art. 

It  may  here  be  noticed  that  Sophocles  in  the  TrachinicB  took 
up  the  theme  of  love  as  a  main  motive  for  a  drama.  By  doing 
so  he  broke  ground  in  a  region  that  had  been  avoided,  as  far  as 
we  can  judge  from  extant  plays,  by  ^schylus,  and  in  which  Eu- 
ripides was  destined  to  achieve  his  greatest  triumphs.  It  is,  in- 
deed, difficult  to  decide  the  question  of  precedence  between  Soph- 
ocles and  Euripides  in  this  matter.  Except  on  this  account  the 
Trachini(B  is  the  least  interesting  of  his  tragedies.  The  whole 
play  seems  like  a  somewhat  dull,  though  conscientious,  handling 

*  Our  imperfect  knowledge  of  the  Attic  drama  prevents  our  forming  any 
opinion  as  to  the  employment  of  the  deus  ex  machina  by  the  earlier  trage- 
dians. 
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of  a  fable  in  which  the  poet  took  but  a  slight  interest.  Com- 
pared with  Medea  or  with  Phaedra,  Deianeira  is  tame  and  lifeless. 
She  makes  one  fatal  and  foolish  mistake  through  jealousy,  and  all 
is  over.  Ilyllus,  too,  is  a  mere  silhouette,  while  the  contention 
between  him  and  Herakles  about  the  marriage  with  lole,  at  the 
end,  is  frigid.  Here,  if  anywhere,  we  detect  the  force  of  the 
critique  quoted  above  from  Longinus.  At  the  same  time  the 
Trachiniai  offers  many  points  of  interest  to  the  student  of  Greek 
sentiment.  The  phrase  Tav-rjg  6  deivug  'l/dEpog  is  significant,  as 
expressing  the  pain  and  forceful  energy  which  the  Greeks  at- 
tributed to  passion  ;  nor  is  the  contrast  drawn  by  Deianeira 
between  ttoo-jc  and  ayijp  without  value.  The  motive  used  by 
Sophocles  in  this  tragedy  was  developed  by  Euripides  with  a 
comprehension  so  far  deeper,  and  with  a  fulness  so  far  more 
satisfactory,  that  the  H'qil^olytus  and  the  Medea  must  always 
take  rank  above  it. 

The  deepest  and  most  decisive  quality  in  which  the  tragic  art 
of  Sophocles  resembled  that  of  Euripides  is  rhetoric.  Sophocles 
y  was  the  first  to  give  its  full  value  to  dramatic  casuistry,  to  in- 
troduce sophistic  altercations,  and  to  set  forth  all  that  could  be 
well  said  in  support  of  a  poor  argument.  A  passage  on  this 
subject  may  be  quoted  from  "  Eckermann's  Conversations  with 
Goethe :"  * 

"  That  is  the  very  thing,"  said  Goethe,  "  in  which  Sophocles  is  a  master ; 
and  in  which  consists  the  very  life  of  the  dramatic  in  general.  His  charac- 
ters all  possess  this  gift  of  eloqnence,  and  know  how  to  explain  the  motives 
for  their  action  so  convincingly  that  the  hearer  is  almost  always  on  the  side 
of  the  last  speaker.  One  can  sec  that  in  his  youth  he  enjoyed  an  excellent 
rhetorical  education,  by  which  he  became  trained  to  look  for  all  the  reasons 
and  seeming  reasons  of  things.  Still  his  great  talent  in  this  respect  betrayed 
him  into  faults,  as  he  sometimes  went  too  far." 


*  English  Translation,  vol.  i.  p.  371. 
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The  special  point  selected  by  Goethe  for  criticism  is  the  cele- 
brated last  speech  of  Antigone  : 

"  At  last,  when  she  is  led  to  death,  she  brings  forward  a  motive  which  is 
quite  unworthj',  and  almost  borders  on  the  comic.  She  says  that  if  she  had 
been  a  mother  she  would  not  have  done  either  for  her  dead  children  or  for 
her  dead  husband  what  she  has  done  for  her  brother.  '  For,'  says  she, '  if  my 
husband  died  I  could  have  had  another,  and  if  my  children  died  I  could  have 
had  others  by  my  new  husband.  But  with  my  brother  the  case  is  different. 
I  cannot  have  another  brother ;  for  since  my  mother  and  father  are  dead, 
there  is  none  to  beget  one.'  This  is,  at  least,  the  bare  sense  of  the  passage, 
which,  in  my  opinion,  when  placed  in  the  mouth  of  a  heroine  going  to  her 
death,  disturbs  the  tragic  tone,  and  appears  to  me  very  far-fetched — to  savor 
too  much  of  dialectical  calculation.  As  I  said,  I  should  like  a  philologist  to 
show  us  that  the  passage  is  spurious." 

In  truth  this  last  speech  of  Antigone  is  exactly  what  the  severer 
critics  of  Euripides  would  have  selected  in  a  play  of  his  for  con- 
demnation. It  exhibits,  after  all  allowance  for  peculiar  Greek 
sentiments,  the  rhetorical  development  of  a  sophistic  thesis.  In 
the  simple  thought  there  is  pathos.  But  its  elaboration  makes  it 
frigid. 

Sophocles,  though  he  made  the  subsequent  method  of  Euripi- 
des not  only  possible  but  natural  by  the  law  of  progressive  evolu- 
tion, was  very  far  indeed  from  disintegrating  the  tragic  structure 
as  Euripides  was  destined  to  do.  The  deus  ex  machina  of  the 
Philoctetes,  for  example,  was  only  employed  because  there  was 
absolutely  no  other  way  to  solve  the  situation.  Rhetoric  and 
wrangling  matches  were  never  introduced-  for  their  own  sake. 
The  choric  odes  did  not  degenerate  into  mere  musical  interludes. 
Description  and  narration  in  no  case  took  the  place  of  action,  by 
substituting  pictures  to  the  ear  under  conditions  where  true  art 
required  dramatic  presentation.  It  remains  the  everlasting  glory 
of  Sophocles  that  he  realized  the  mean  between  ^schylus  and 
Euripides,  sacrificing  for  the  sake  of  his  ideal  the  passionate  and 
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enthusiastic  extremes  of  the  older  dramatist,  without  imperilling 
the  fabric  of  Greek  tragedy  by  the  suicidal  innovations  of  Eurip- 
ides. He  and  he  alone  knew  how  to  use  all  forms  of  art,  to  ex- 
press all  motives,  and  to  hazard  all  varieties,  with  the  single  pur- 
pose of  maintaining  artistic  unity. 

What  remains  to  be  said  about  Sophocles,  and  in  particular 
about  his  delineation  of  ch^'acter,  may  be  introduced  in  the 
course  of  an  analysis  of  his  tragedies  upon  the  tale  of  Thebes. 

These  three  plays  do  not,  like  the  three  plays  of  ^schylus 
upon  the  tale  of  the  Atridse,  form  a  trilogy.  That  is  to  say,  they 
are  not  so  connected  in  subject  as  to  form  one  continued  series. 
A  drama,  for  example,  similar  to  the  Seven  against  Thebes  might 
be  interpolated  between  the  CEdijnis  Coloneus  and  Antigone ; 
while  the  (Edipus  Tyrannus  might  have  been  followed  by  a 
tragedy  upon  the  subject  of  the  king's  expulsion  from  Thebes. 
Nor,  again,  are  they  artistically  designed  as  a  trilogy.  There  is 
no  change  of  form,  suggesting  the  beginning,  middle,  and  ending 
of  a  calculated  work  of  art,  like  that  which  we  notice  in  the 
Oresteia.  Moreover,  the  protagonist  is  absent  from  the  Antigone, 
and,  therefore,  to  call  the  three  plays  an  (Edipodeia  is  impossible. 
Finally,  they  were  composed  at  different  periods  :  the  Antigone  is 
the  first  extant  tragedy  of  Sophocles ;  the  (Edipus  Coloneus  is  the 
last. 

So  much  it  was  necessary  to  premise  in  order  to  avoid  the  im- 
putation of  having  treated  the  three  masterpieces  of  Sophocles  as 
in  any  true  sense  a  trilogy.  The  temptation  to  do  so  is  at  first 
sight  almost  irresistible ;  for  they  are  written  on  the  same  legend, 
and  the  same  characters  are  throughout  sustained  with  firmness, 
proving  that,  though  Sophocles  composed  the  last  play  of  the 
series  first  and  the  second  last  of  all,  he  had  conceived  them  in 
his  brain  before  he  undertook  to  work  them  out  in  detail.  Or, 
if  this  assumption  seem  unwarranted,  we  may  at  least  affirm  with 
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certainty  that  at  some  point  of  time  anterior  to  tlie  production  of 
the  Antigone  he  had  subjected  the  -whole  legend  of  the  house  of 
Laius  to  his  plastic  imagination,  and  had  given  it  coherence  in  his 
mind.  In  other  -words,  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  change  his 
point  of  view  about  this  mythus  in  the  same  way  as  Euripides 
when  he  handled  that  of  Helen  according  to  two  different  ver- 
sions. It  so  happens,  moreover,  that  the  climax  of  the  (Edipus 
Tyrannus  prepares  us,  by  the  revolution  in  the  character  of  the 
protagonist,  for  the  CEdipus  Coloneus  ;  while  the  last  act  of  the 
second  tragedy,  by  the  prominence  given  to  Antigone,  serves  as  a 
prelude  to  the  third  and  final  play. 

The  house  of  Laius  was  scarcely  less  famous  among  the  Greeks 
than  the  house  of  Atreus  for  its  overwhelming  disasters,  the  con- 
sequences of  an  awful  curse  which  rested  on  the  family.  Laius, 
the  son  of  Labdacus,  was  supposed  to  have  introduced  an  unnat- 
ural vice  into  Hellas ;  and  from  this  first  crime  sprang  all  the 
subsequent  disasters  of  his  progeny.  He  took  in  marriage  Jo- 
casta,  the  sister  of  Prince  Creon,  and  swayed  the  State  of  Thebes. 
To  him  an  oracle  was  given  that  a  son  of  his  by  Jocasta  should 
kill  him.  Yet  he  did  not  therefore,  in  obedience  to  the  divine 
warning,  put  away  his  wife  or  live  in  chastity.  A  boy  was  born 
to  the  royal  pair,  who  gave  him  to  one  of  their  shepherds,  after 
piercing  his  feet  and  tying  them  together,  and  bound  the  hind  to 
expose  him  on  Cithseron.  Thus  they  hoped  to  defeat  the  will  of 
heaven.  The  shepherd,  moved  by  pity,  saved  the  baby's  life  and 
handed  him  over  to  a  friend  of  his,  who  used  to  feed  his  master's 
sheep  upon  the  same  hill-pastures.  This  man  carried  the  infant, 
named  CEdipus  because  of  his  wounded  and  swollen  feet,  to  Poly- 
bus  of  Corinth,  a  childless  king,  who  brought  him  up  as  his  own 
son.  CEdipus  when  he  had  grown  to  manhood,  was  taunted  with 
his  obscure  birth  by  his  comrades  in  Corinth.  Thereupon  he 
journeyed  alone  to  Delphi  to  make  inquiry  concerning  his  parent- 
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age  from  Pha3bus.  Phoebus  told  him  naught  thereof,  but  bade 
him  take  heed  lest  he  slay  his  father  and  wed  his  mother.  Q^ldi- 
pus,  deeming  that  Polybus  was  his  father  and  Merope  his  mother, 
determined  to  return  to  Corinth  no  more.  At  that  time  Thebes 
was  troubled  with  the  visitation  of  the  Sphinx,  and  no  man  might 
rede  her  riddle.  (Edipus,  passing  through  the  Theban  land,  was 
met  in  a  narrow  path,  where  three  roads  joined,  by  an  old  man  on 
a  chariot  attended  by  servants.  The  old  man  spoke  rudely  to 
him,  commanding  him  to  make  way  for  his  horses,  and  one  of  the 
servants  struck  him.  Whereupon  (Edipus  slew  the  master,  know- 
ing not  that  he  was  his  own  father,  Laius,  and  the  men  too,  all  but 
one,  who  fled.  Thereafter  he  passed  on  to  Thebes,  and  solved 
that  riddle  of  the  Sphinx,  and  the  Thebans  made  him  their  king, 
and  gave  him  the  lady  Jocasta  to  be  his  wife.  Thus  were  both 
the  oracles  accomplished,  and  yet  CEdipus  and  Jocasta  remained 
ignorant  of  their  doom.  For  many  years  Q^ldipus  ruled  Thebes 
like  a  great  and  warlike  prince ;  and  to  him  and  Jocasta  in  wed- 
lock were  born  two  daughters  and  two  sons — Antifjone  and  Is- 
mene,  Polyneices  and  Eteocles.  These  grew  to  youth,  and  a 
seeming  calm  of  fair  weather  and  prosperity  abode  upon  their 
house.  Yet  the  gods  were  mindful  of  the  abomination,  and  in 
course  of  time  a  plague  was  sent,  which  ravaged  the  people  of 
Thebes.  Sorely  pressed  by  calamity,  Q^^dipus  sent  his  brother-in- 
law  Creon  to  inquire  at  Delphi  of  the  causes  of  the  plague  and  of 
the  means  of  staying  it.  This  brings  us  to  the  opening  of  (Edi- 
pus the  King.  At  this  point  something  should  be  said  about  the 
mythus  itself  and  about  the  position  of  the  several  persons  at  the 
commencement  of  the  tragedy. 

The  fable  is  obviously  one  of  those  which  Max  Miiller  and  his 
school  describe  as  solar.  OEdipus,  who  slays  his  father  and  weds 
his  mother,  may  stand  for  the  Sun,  who  slays  the  Night  and  is  mar- 
ried to  the  Dawn.     "VVe  know  how  all  legends  can  fall  into  this 


SOPHOCLES.  461 

mould,  and  bow  easy  it  is  to  clap  tlie  Dawn  on  to  the  end  of  every 
Greek  tale,  like  the  \-qKvQiov  inru)\e(TEi>  of  the  Frogs.  This,  how- 
ever, is  nothing  to  our  purpose ;  for  Sophocles  had  never  heard 
of  solar  myths.  The  tale  of  Thebes  supplied  him  with  the  sub- 
ject of  three  dramas ;  he  used  it  as  a  story  well  suited  for  display- 
ing passions  in  their  strongest  and  most  tragic  workings.  As 
usual,  he  was  not  contented  with  merely  following  the  traditional 
version  of  the  legend,  nor  did  he  insist  upon  its  superstitious  ele- 
ments. That  the  gods  had  a  grudge  against  the  Labdacidaj,  that 
the  oracles  given  to  Laius  and  Oedipus  were  not  warnings  so  much 
as  sinister  predictions  of  a  doom  inevitable,  that  the  very  powers 
who  uttered  them  were  bent  on  blinding  the  victims  of  fate  to 
their  true  import,  were  thoroughly  Greek  notions,  consistent  with 
the  divine  tpdorog,  or  envy,  of  Herodotus,  and  not  wholly  inconsist- 
ent with  the  gloomy  theology  of  ^schylus.  But  it  was  no  part 
of  the  method  of  Sophocles  to  emphasize  this  horrible  doctrine 
of  destiny.  On  the  contrary,  he  moralized  it.  While  preserving 
all  the  essential  features  of  the  myth,  he  made  it  clear  that  the 
characters  of  men  constitute  their  fatality. 
As  our  own  Fletcher  has  nobly  written  : 

Mail  is  his  own  star,  and  the  soul,  that  can 
Render  an  honest  and  a  perfect  man, 
Commands  alHight,  all  influence,  all  fate ; 
Nothing  to  him  falls  early  or  too  late ; 
Our  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill, 
Our  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still. 

What  to  the  vulgar  apprehension  appears  like  doom,  and  to 
the  theologian  like  the  direct  interposition  of  the  Deity,  is  to  the 
tragic  poet  but  the  natural  consequence  of  moral,  physical,  and 
intellectual  qualities.  These  it  is  his  function  to  set  forth  in  high 
and  stately  scenes,  commingling  with  his  psychological  analysis  and 
forcible  dramatic  presentation  somewhat  of  the  old  religious  awe. 
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It  may  be  urged  that  this  is  only  shifting  the  burden  of  neces- 
sity, not  removing  it.  It  is,  perhaps,  impossible  scientifically  to 
avoid  a  fatalistic  theory  of  some  sort,  since  in  one  sense  it  is  true 

that 

A  fish-wife  hath  a  fate,  and  so  have  I — 

But  far  above  your  finding. 

Yet  practically  we  do  not  act  upon  such  theories,  and,  from  the 
point  of  view  of  ethics,  there  is  all  the  difference  in  the  world  be- 
tween showing  how  the  faults  and  sins  of  men  must  lead  them  to 
fearful  ends,  and  painting  them  in  the  grip  of  a  remorseless  and 
malignant  deity, 

Laius  was  warned  that  his  son  by  Jocasta  would  kill  him.  Yet 
he  begat  a  son ;  and  in  his  presumptuous  disregard  of  heaven, 
thinking,  forsooth,  that  by  mere  barbarity  a  man  may  cheat  the 
Omnipotent,  and  that  the  All-seeing  cannot  save  a  child  of  proph- 
ecy and  doom,  he  exposed  this  son  upon  Cithseron.  The  boy  lived. 
Thus  the  crime  of  Laius  is  want  of  self-restraint  in  the  first  in- 
stance, contempt  of  God  in  the  second,  and  cruelty  in  the  third. 
After  this,  (Edipus  appears  upon  the  theatre  of  events.  He,  too, 
receives  oracular  warning — that  he  will  slay. his  sire  and  Aved  his 
mother.  Yet,  though  well  aware  of  the  doubt  which  rests  upon 
his  own  birth — for  it  was  just  on  this  account  that  he  went  to 
Delphi — he  is  satisfied  with  avoiding  his  supposed  parents.  The 
first  man  whom  he  meets,  Avliile  tbe  words  of  the  oracle  are  still 
ringing  in  his  cars,  he  slays ;  the  first  woman  who  is  offered  to 
him  in  marriage,  though  old  enough  to  be  liis  mother,  he  weds. 
His  crime  is  haste  of  temper,  heat  of  blood,  blind  carelessness  of 
the  divine  decrees.  Jocasta  shows  her  guilty  infatuation  in  an- 
other form.  Not  only  does  she  participate  in  the  first  sin  of 
Laius,  but  she  forgets  the  oracle  which  announced  that  Laius 
should  be  slain  by  his  own  son.  She  makes  no  inquiry  into  the 
causes  of  his  death.     She  does  not  investigate  the  previous  his- 
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tory  of  Qj^dipus,  or  observe  the  marks  upon  his  feet,  but  weds 
him  heedlessly.  Here,  indeed,  the  legend  itself  involves  mon- 
strous improbabilities — as,  for  instance,  that  Jocasta,  while  a  wid- 
ow of  a  few  days,  should  have  been  thus  wedded  to  a  stranger 
young  enough  to  be  her  son,  that  the  Thebans  should  have  made 
no  strict  search  for  the  murderer  of  their  king,  that  (Edipus  him- 
self should  have  heard  nothing  about  the  death  and  funeral  of 
Laius,  but  should  have  stepped  incuriously  into  his  place  and  sat 
upon  his  throne  without  asking  further  questions  either  of  his 
wife  or  of  his  subjects.  Previous  to  the  opening  of  (Edipus  the 
King,  there  is,  therefore,  a  whole  tissue  of  absurdities ;  and  to 
these  Aristotle  is  probably  referring  when  he  says :  ixXoyov  U  /vtjoeV 
drai  Ev  Toic  TTpayixairr',  il  he  /xri,  e^to  Ttjg  Tpayu)Ciac,  oiop  rh  Iv  ru) 

OlSlTToSl   TO)   ^0(j)OKXioVC. 

Granting  this,  the  vigorous  logic  wherewith  the  conclusions  are 
wrought  out  by  Sophocles  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired  on  the 
score  of  truth  to  nature.  There  is,  indeed,  no  work  of  tragic  art 
which  can  be  compared  with  the  (Edipus  for  the  closeness  and 
consistency  of  the  plot.  To  use  the  critical  terms  of  the  Poetics, 
it  would  rank  first  among  tragedies  for  its  fivQoQ  and  for  the  av- 
GTatTiQ  Trpayfia-u)}',  even  were  its  i'jdr]  far  less  firmly  traced.  The 
triumph  of  Sophocles  has  been,  however,  so  to  connect  the  rjdr]  of 
his  persons  with  the  Trpciy^aro,  characters  with  plot,  as  to  make 
the  latter  depend  upon  the  former ;  and  in  this  kind  of  ethical 
causality  lies  the  chief  force  of  his  tragic  art. 

If  questioned  concerning  the  situation  of  events  previous  to 
the  play  of  (Edipus,  it  is  possible  that  Sophocles  would  have 
pointed  out  that  the  cifxapTia,  or  error  common  to  all  the  dramatis 
personce,  was  an  unwarrantable  self-confidence.  One  and  all  they 
consult  the  oracle,  and  then  are  satisfied  with  taking  the  affairs 
they  had  referred  to  Phoebus  into  their  own  hands.  Unlike  the 
Orestes  of  ^schylus,  they  do  not  endeavor  to  act  up  to  the  di- 
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vine  commands,  and,  having  done  so,  place  themselves  once  more 
beneath  the  guidance  of  the  god.  The  oracle  is  all-important  in 
the  three  plays  on  the  tale  of  Thebes,  and  Sophocles  seems  to 
have  intended  to  inculcate  a  special  lesson  with  regard  to  the  sub- 
mission of  the  human  will.  Those  who  inquire  of  a  god,  and  who 
attempt  to  thwart  his  decrees  by  liuman  skill  and  foresight,  will 
not  prosper.  The  apparent  success  of  their  shifty  schemes  may 
cause  them  to  exclaim  :  "  The  oracle  was  false ;  how  weak  are 
those  who  look  for  its  accomplishment !"  Thus  they  are  lured 
by  their  self-conceit  into  impiety.  In  the  end,  too,  the  oracle  is 
found  to  be  fearfully  exact.  Those,  therefore,  who  take  the  step 
of  consulting  Phoebus  must  hold  themselves  responsible  to  him, 
must  expect  the  fulfilment  of  his  prophecy ;  or  if  they  seek  to 
avert  the  promised  evils,  they  must,  at  all  events,  not  do  so  by 
criminal  contrivances  and  petty  lawlessness,  such  as  man  thinks 
that  he  may  practise  upon  man.  It  was  thus  that  Sophocles  con- 
ceived of  the  relation  of  hmnan  beings  to  the  deity.  He  delights 
in  exhibiting  the  blindness  of  arrogance  and  self-confidence,  and 
in  showing  that  characters  determined  by  these  qualities  rush 
recklessly  to  their  own  doom.  At  the  same  time  he  draws  a  clear 
distinction  between  the  man  who  is  hardened  in  godless  folly  and 
one  who  errs  through  simple  haste.  The  impiety  of  Jocasta  ends 
in  suicide.  CEdipus,  who  has  been  impetuous  and  self-willed, 
finds  a  place  for  repentance,  and  survives  his  worst  calamities,  to 
die  a  god-protected  and  god-honored  hero. 

The  opening  scene  of  the  (Ed'qms  serves  a  double  purpose. 
While  it  places  the  spectators  at  the  exact  point  in  the  legend 
selected  by  the  poet  for  treatment,  it  impresses  them  with  the 
greatness  and  the  majesty  of  the  king.  Thebes  is  worn  out  with 
plague.  The  hand  of  Heaven  lies  heavily  upon  the  citizens.  There- 
fore the  priest  of  Zeus  approaches  the  hero  who  once  before  had 
saved  them  from  the  Sphinx,  and  who  may  now — fit  representa- 
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tive  of  God  on  earth — find  out  a  remedy  for  this  intolerable  evil. 
CEdipus  appears  upon  the  stage,  a  confident  and  careful  ruler,  sub- 
lime in  the  strength  of  manhood  and  the  consciousness  of  vast 
capacity,  tender  for  the  afilictions  of  his  people,  yet  undismayed 
by  their  calamity.  He  is  just  the  man  to  sustain  a  commonwealth 
by  his  firm  character  and  favoring  fortune.  Flawless  in  force  of 
will  and  singleness  of  purpose,  he  seems  incapable  of  failure.  To 
connect  the  notions  of  disgrace  or  guilt  or  shame  with  such  a 
king  is  utterly  impossible.  Yet,  even  so,  Sophocles  has  hinted  in 
the  speech  of  Oedipus  a  something  overmuch  of  confidence  and 
courage  :  ^^H  j  i.,^^^ 

That  ye  all  suffer,  yet,  thus  suffering,  I 

More  than  you  all  in  overmeasure  suffer : 

For  that  which  wounds  you  strikes  at  each  man  singly, 

At  each  and  not  another ;  while  my  soul 

For  Thebes,  for  me,  for  you,  feels  one  huge  sorrow. 

Even  here  the  irony,  for  which  the  play  is  famous,  begins  to 
transpire.  Qjldipus  believes  that  his  grief  is  sympathy  for  a  vexed 
people  committed  to  his  charge.  Little  does  he  know  that,  while 
he  is  pluming  himself  upon  his  watchful  care  for  others,  he  him- 
self is  the  head  and  front  of  all  offending.  In  the  word  rayue,  al- 
most negligently  uttered,  lies  the  kernel  of  the  future  revelation. 
While  he  is  informing  the  suppliants  that  Creon  has  gone  to 
Delphi  for  advice,  the  prince  arrives.  A  garland  of  good  augury 
is  on  his  brow ;  and  in  this  sign  of  an  auspicious  embassy  we  dis- 
cern another  stroke  of  tragic  irony.  Phcebus  has  declared  that 
the  presence  in  Thebes  of  the  hitherto  unpunished,  unregarded 
murderer  of  Laius  is  the  cause  of  the  plague.  Qildipus,  when  he 
fully  understands  the  matter,  swears  to  discover  the  offender. 
The  curse  which  he  pronounces  on  this  guilty  man  is  terrible — 
terrible  in  its  energy  of  interdiction  and  excommunication  from 
all  rites  of  hospitality,  from  human  sympathy,  from  earth  and  air 
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and  water   and  tlie  fruits  of  the  field — but  still  more  terrible 
tlirougli  the  fact  that  all  these  maledictions  are  uttered  on  his 
own  head.     The  irony  of  the  situation — if  we  are  justified  in 
giving  this  word  to  the  contrast  between  what  seems  and  what 
really  is — between  (Edipus  as  he  appears  to  the  burghers  and 
Oedipus  as  he  is  known  to  us — rises  in  the  emphatic  eloquence 
of  his  denunciation  to  a  truly  awful  height.     At  the  same  time 
his  obvious  sincerity  enlists  our  sympathy  upon  his  side.    We 
feel  beforehand  that  the  man  who  speaks  thus  will,  when  his  eyes 
are  opened,  submit  to  his  self-imprecated  doom.     It  now  remains 
to  detect  the  murderer.     Thinking  that  his  faculty  of  divination 
may  be  useful,  Oedipus  has  already  sent  for  the  blind  seer  Teire- 
sias.    Teiresias  is  one  of  the  great  creations  of  Sophocles.    Twice 
he  appears,  once  in  this  play,  once  in  the  Antigone,  each  time  in 
conflict  with  infatuated  kings.    He  is  so  aged,  and  the  soul  within 
him  is  so  fixed  on  things  invisible,  that  he  seems  scarcely  human. 
We  think  of  him  as  of  one  who  dwells  apart,  not  communing  in 
ordinary  social  ways  with  men,  but  listening  to  the   unspoken 
words  of  God,  and  uttering  his  wisdom  in  dark  parable  to  those 
who  heed  him  not.     The  Greek  poets  frequently  exhibited  the 
indifference  of  prosperous  persons  to  divine  monitions.     Cassan- 
dra's prophecies  were  not  attended  to  ;  the  Delphic  oracle  spoke 
in  vain;  and  Teiresias  is  only  honored  when  it  is  too  late.    Soph- 
ocles, while  maintaining  the  mysterious  fascination  of  the  sooth- 
sayer, has  marked  lus  character  by  some  strong  touches  of  hu- 
manit}'.     He  is  proud  and  irritable  to  excess.     His  power  of  sar- 
casm is  appalling,  and  his  indignation  is  inexorable.     Between 
two  stubborn   and  unyielding  natures  like  the  seer   and  king 
sparks  of  anger  could  not  fail  to  be  struck ;  the  explosion  that 
follows  on  their  meeting  serves  to  display  the  choleric  temper  of 
Oedipus,  which  formed  the  main  trait  of  his  character,  the  pith  of 
his  oynoprto. 
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CEdipus  greets  Teiresias  courteously,  tclliug  liim  that  he,  the 
king,  is  doing  all  he  can  to  find  the  murderer  of  Laius,  and  that 
the  soothsayer  must  spare  no  pains.  To  this  generous  patron- 
age and  protective  welcome  Teiresias,  upon  whose  sightless  soul 
the  truth  has  suddenly  flashed,  answers  with  deep  sighs,  and  re- 
quests to  be  led  home  again.  This  naturally  nettles  CEdipus. 
The  hastiness  that  drcAV  him  into  his  first  fault  renders  him  now 
ungovernable.  Teiresias  keeps  saying  it  will  be  better  for  the 
king  to  remain  ignorant,  and  the  king  retorts  that  he  is  only  a 
blind  dotard ;  were  he  not  blind,  he,  and  no  other,  might  be  sus- 
pected of  the  murder.     This  provokes  an  oracular  response : 

Ay  !     Is  it  so  ?     I  bid  thee,  then,  abide 
By  thy  first  ordinance,  and  from  this  day 
Join  not  in  converse  with  these  men  or  me, 
Being  thyself  this  land's  impure  defiler. 

Thus  the  real  state  of  affairs  is  suddenly  disclosed ;  and  were 
Q^^dipus  of  a  submissive  temper,  he  would  immediately  have  pro- 
ceeded to  the  discovery  of  the  truth.  This  would,  however,  have 
destroyed  the  drama,  and  have  prevented  the  unfolding  of  the 
character  of  the  king.  Instead,  therefore,  of  heeding  the  seer's 
words,  Qidipus  rushes  at  once  to  the  conclusion  that  Creon  and 
Teiresias  are  plotting  to  overthrow  him  in  his  tyranny.  The 
quarrel  waxes  hot.  Each  word  uttered  by  Teiresias  is  pregnant 
with  terrific  revelation.  The  whole  context  of  events,  past,  pres- 
ent, and  future,  is  painted  with  intense  lucidity  in  spee,ch  that  has 
the  trenchant  force  of  oracular  conviction ;  yet  Oedipus  remains 
so  firmly  rooted  in  his  own  integrity  and  in  the  belief  which  he 
has  suddenly  assumed  of  Creon's  treason,  that  he  turns  deaf  ears 
and  a  blind  soul  to  the  truth.  At  last  the  seer  leaves  him  with 
this  denunciation : 

"  I  tell  thee  this :  the  man  whom'  thou  so  long 
Seekest  with  threats  and  mandates  for  the  mui'der 
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Of  Laius,  that  very  man  is  here, 
By  name  an  aHen,  but  in  season  clue 
He  shall  be  shown  true  Theban,  and  small  joy 
Shall  have  therein ;  for,  blind,  instead  of  seeing. 
And  poor,  who  once  was  rich,  he  shall  go  forth. 
Staff-guided,  groping,  o'er  a  foreign  land. 
He  shall  be  shown  to  be  with  his  own  children 
Brother  and  sire  in  one,  of  her  who  bore  him 
Husband  at  once  and  offspring,  of  his  father 
Bedmate  and  murderer.     Go ;  take  now  these  words 
Within,  and  weigh  them ;  if  thou  find  me  false, 
Say  then  that  divination  taught  me  nothing. 

The  next  scene  is  one  of  altercation  between  Q^]dipus  and  Crc- 
on.  OEdipus,  full  of  rage,  still  haunted  by  the  suspicion  of  trea- 
son, yet  stung  to  the  quick  by  some  of  the  dark  speeches  of  the 
prophet,  vehemently  assails  the  prince,  and  condemns  him  to  ex- 
ile. Creon — who,  of  course,  is  innocent,  but  who  is  not  meant 
to  have  a  generous  or  lofty  soul — defends  himself  in  a  dry  and 
argumentative  manner,  until  Jocasta  comes  forth  from  the  palace 
and  seeks  to  quell  their  conflict.  CEdipus  tells  her  haughtily  that 
he  is  accused  of  being  the  murderer  of  Laius.  She  begins  her 
answer  with  a  frivolous  and  impious  assertion  that  all  oracles  are 
nonsense.  The  oracle  uttered  against  Laius  came  to  nothing,  for 
his  son  died  on  Mount  Citha^ron,  and  robbers  slew  him  near 
Thebes  long  afterwards,  where  three  ways  meet.  These  words,  tv 
rpinXa'iQ  ajjia^iro'ic,  stir  suspicion  in  the  mind  of  Qj^dipus.  He 
asks  at  once  :  "  Where  was  the  spot  ?"  "  Li  Phokis,  where  one 
goes  to  Delphi  and  to  Daulia."  "  What  was  Laius  like  ?"  "  Not 
unlike  you  in  shape,"  says  Jocasta,  "  but  white-haired."  "  Who 
were  with  him  ?"  "  Five  men,  and  he  rode  a  chariot."  "  Who 
told  you  all  this  ?"  "  One  who  escaped,  and  who  begged  me  af- 
terwards to  send  him  from  the  palace,  and  who  now  keeps  a  farm 
of  ours  in  the  country."     Each  answer  adds  to  the  certainty  in 
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tlie  mind  of  CEdipus  tliat  it  was  Laius  wlioiii  lie  slew.  The  only 
hope  left  is  to  send  for  the  servant,  and  to  find  out  whether  he 
adheres  to  his  story  of  there  having  been  more  robbers  than  one. 
If  he  remains  firm  upon  this  point,  and  does  not  confess  that  it 
was  one  solitary  man  who  slew  his  master  and  his  comrades,  then 
there  is  a  chance  that  he,  the  king,  may  not  be  guilty.  Jocasta, 
with  her  usual  levity,  comforts  him  by  insisting  that  he  spoke  of 
robbers,  in  the  plural,  and  that  he  must  not  be  suffered  to  retract 
his  words. 

While  they  are  waiting  for  the  servant,  a  messenger  arrives  from 
Corinth  with  good  news.  Polybus,  the  king,  is  dead,  and  Qj^dipus 
is  proclaimed  his  successor.  "  Where  now,"  shouts  impious  Jo- 
casta, "  are  your  oracles — that  you  should  slay  your  father  ?  See 
you  not  how  foolish  it  is  to  trust  to  Phoebus  and  to  auguries  of 
birds  ?  Chance  is  the  lord  of  all.  Let  us,  therefore,  live  our  lives 
as  best  wo  can."  Awful  is  the  irony  of  these  short-sighted  jubi- 
lations; and  awful,  as  Aristotle  has  pointed  out,*  is  the  irony 
which  makes  this  messenger  of  apparently  good  tidings  add  the 
last  link  to  the  chain  of  evidence  that  will  overwhelm  Qildipus 
with  ruin.  Oedipus  exclaims  :  "  Though  my  father  is  dead,  I  may 
not  return  to  Corinth :  Merope  still  lives."  "  Wliat,"  says  the 
messenger,  "do  you  fear  her  because  she  is  your  mother?  Set 
your  mind  at  ease.  She  is  no  mother  of  yours,  nor  was  Polybus 
your  father.  I  gave  you  to  them  as  a  gift,  when  you  were  yet 
an  infant."  "  Where  did  you  find  me  ?"  cries  the  king.  "  Upon 
Cithseron,  a  shepherd  of  the  house  of  Laius  gave  you  to  me  ;  your 
feet  wei'c  pierced,  and  I  believe  that  you  were  born  in  the  royal 
household."  Terrible  word,  Citha^ron !  It  echoes  through  this 
tragedy  with  horror — its  scaurs  and  pastures,  the  scene  of  the  first 
crime.  And  now  those  two  hinds,  who  had  met  there  once,  ap- 
parently by  chance,  with  the  child  of  doom  between  them,  are 

*  Poetics,  xi. 
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being  again,  as  though  by  chance,  brought  face  to  face,  with  the 
man  of  doom  between  them,  in  order  to  make  good  the  words  of 
Teiresias  : 

/3oiye  ^t  f^iQ  C7/]e  iroioQ  ovk  tarai  \ifir}V, 

Jocasta  is  struck  dumb  by  the  answers  of  the  messenger.  She, 
and  she  alone,  knows  now  at  last  the  whole  truth ;  but  she  does 
not  speak,  while  G^ldipus  continues  asking  who  the  slicpherd  of 
the  house  of  Laius  was.  Then  she  utters  words  of  fearful  import, 
praying  the  king  to  go  no  farther,  nor  to  seek  what,  found,  will 
plunge  his  soul  into  despair  like  hers.  After  this,  finding  her  suit 
ineffectual,  she  retires  into  the  palace.  The  chorus  are  struck  by 
the  wildness  of  her  gestures,  and  hint  their  dread  that  she  is  go- 
ing to  her  doom  of  suicide.  But  (Edipus,  not  yet  fully  enlight- 
ened, and  preoccupied  with  the  problem  which  interests  himself 
so  deeply,  only  imagines  that  she  shrinks  from  the  possible  proof 
of  his  base  birth.  As  yet,  he  docs  not  suspect  that  he  is  the  own 
son  of  Laius ;  and  here,  it  may  be  said  in  passing,  the  sole  weak- 
ness of  the  plot  transpires.  Neither  the  oracle  first  given  to  him 
at  Delphi,  nor  the  plain  speech  of  Teiresias,  nor  the  news  of  the 
Corinthian  messenger,  nor  the  pleadings  of  Jocasta,  are  sufficient 
to  suggest  the  real  truth  to  his  mind.  Such  profundity  of  blind- 
ness is  dramatically  improbable.  He  is,  however,  soon  destined 
to  receive  illumination.  The  servant  of  Laius,  who  gave  Jocasta 
intelligence  of  the  manner  of  her  husband's  death,  is  now  brought 
upon  the  stage ;  and  in  him  the  Corinthian  messenger  recognizes 
the  same  shepherd  who  had  given  him  the  infant  on  Cithseron. 
Though  reluctant  to  confess  the  truth  so  long  concealed,  the  shep- 
herd is  at  last  forced  to  reveal  all  he  knows  ;  and  in  this  supreme 
moment  Oedipus  discovers  that  he  is  not  only  the  murderer  of  his 
own  father,  but  also  that  Jocasta  is  his  mother.  In  the  madness 
of  this  revelation  he  rushes  to  the  palace.     The  chorus  arc  left 
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alone  to  moralize  upon  these  terrible  events.  Then  another  mes- 
senger arrives.  Jooasta  has  hanged  herself  within  her  bedcham- 
ber. Q^ldipus,  breaking  bars  and  bolts  in  the  fire  of  his  despair, 
has  followed  her.  Around  him  were  the  servants,  drawn  together 
by  the  tumult.  None,  however,  dared  approach  him.  Led  by  an 
inner  impulse,  he  found  the  place  where  his  wife  and  mother 
hung,  released  the  corpse,  and  tearing  from  her  dress  the  golden 
buckles,  cut  out  both  his  eyes,  crying  aloud  that  no  longer  should 
they  look  upon  the  light  or  be  witness  to  his  woe,  seeing  that 
when  they  might  have  aided  him  they  were  as  good  as  blind. 
Thus  one  day  turned  the  prosperity  of  Qlldipus  to  "  wailing,  woe, 
death,  disgrace,  all  evils  that  have  name — not  one  is  absent."  The 
speech  of  the  messenger  narrating  these  events  is  a  splendid  in- 
stance of  the  energy  of  Sophocles,  when  he  chooses  to  describe  a 
terrible  event  appallingly.  It  does  not  convey  the  -^schylean 
mystery  of  brooding  horror ;  but  the  scene  is  realized  in  all  its 
incidents,  briefly,  vividly,  with  ghastly  clearness.  Meanwhile,  the 
voice  of  Qildipus  himself  is  heard.  He  bids  the  palace-doors  be 
opened,  in  order  that  all  Thebes  may  see  the  parricide,  the  mon- 
ster of  unhallowed,  indescribable  abominations.  So  the  gates  are 
rolled  asunder :  and  there  lies  dead  Jocasta ;  and  sightless  Q^ldi- 
pus,  with  bloody  cheeks  and  beard,  stands  over  her,  and  the  halls 
are  filled  with  wailing  women  and  woe-stricken  men. 

Here,  if  this  had  been  a  modern  tragedy,  the  play  of  (Edipus 
Tyrannus  might  have  ended ;  but  so  abrupt  and  scenical  a  con- 
clusion did  not  suit  the  art  of  Sophocles.  He  had  still  further  to 
develop  the  character  of  (Edipus,  and  to  offer  the  prospect  of 
that  future  reconciliation  between  the  fate  and  the  passions  of  his 
hero  which  he  had  in  store.  For  this  purpose  the  last  two  hun- 
dred lines  of  the  drama,  though  they  do  not  continue  the  plot, 
but  rather  suggest  a  new  and  secondary  subject  of  interest,  are  in- 
valuable.    Hitherto  we  have  seen  Qildipus  in  the  pride  of  mon- 
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archy  and  manhood,  hasty,  arrogant,  yet  -withal  a  just  and  able 
ruler.  He  is  now,  through  a  TrepnrirEia,  or  revolution  of  circum- 
stances, more  complete  than  any  other  in  Greek  tragedy,  revealed 
in  the  very  depth  of  his  calamity,  still  dignified.  There  is  no  re- 
sistance left  in  the  once  so  strong  and  stubborn  man.  The  hand 
of  God,  weighing  heavily  upon  him,  has  bowed  his  head,  and  he  is 
humble  as  a  little  child.  Yet  the  vehemence  that  marked  his  for- 
mer phase  persists.  It  finds  vent  in  the  passionate  lucidity  where- 
with he  examines  all  the  details  of  the  pollution  he  has  unwitting- 
ly incurred,  and  in  the  rage  with  which  he  demands  to  have  his 
own  curse  carried  out  against  him.  Let  him  be  cast  from  the 
city,  sent  forth  to  wander  on  the  fells  of  Cithasron — oh/duc  KiOal- 
puii'  ovroc.  It  was  the  highest  achievement  of  tragic  art  to  exhib- 
it so  suddenly,  and  by  so  sharp  a  transition,  this  new  development 
of  the  king's  nature.  Saul  of  Tarsus,  when  blinded  by  the  vision, 
was  not  moi'e  immediately  converted  from  one  mood  into  anoth- 
er, more  contrite  in  profound  sincerity  of  sorrow.  Still  in  the  al- 
tered (Edipus  we  see  the  same  man,  the  same  temperament; 
though  all  internal  and  external  circumstances  have  been  chano-ed, 
so  that  henceforward  he  will  never  tread  the  paths  of  life  as  once 
he  did.  The  completeness  of  his  self-abandonment  appears  most 
vividly  in  the  dialogue  with  Creon,  upon  whose  will  his  immedi- 
ate fate  depends.  When  Creon,  whom  he  had  lately  misjudged 
and  treated  with  violent  harshness,  comes  and  greets  him  kindly, 
the  wretched  king  tastes  the  very  bitterness  of  degradation,  yet  he 
is  not  abject.  He  only  prays  once  more,  with  intensest  urgency 
of  pleading,  to  have  the  uttermost  of  the  excommunication  he  had 
vowed,  executed  upon  his  head.  Thinking  less  of  himself  than  of 
the  miserable  beings  associated  with  him  in  disaster,  he  beseeches 
Creon  to  inter  the  queen,  and,  for  his  boys,  to  give  them  only  a 
fair  chance  in  life — they  will  be  men,  and  may  carve  out  their 
own  fortunes  in  the  world ;  but  for  his  two  poor  girls,  left  deso- 
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late,  a  scorn  and  mockery  to  all  men,  he  can  only  pray  that  they 
may  come  to  him,  be  near  him,  bear  the  burden  of  their  misery 
by  their  father's  side.  The  tenderness  of  OEdipus  for  Ismene  and 
Antigone,  his  yearning  to  clasp  them,  is  terribly — almost  painful- 
ly— touching,  when  we  remember  who  they  were,  how  born,  the 
children  of  what  curses.  The  words  with  which  the  king  ad- 
dresses them  are  even  hazardous  in  their  directness.  Yet  it  was 
needful  that  humanity  should  by  some  such  strain  of  passion  be 
made  to  emerge  from  this  tempest  of  soul-shattering  woes ;  and 
thus,  too,  a  glimpse  of  that  future  is  provided  which  remained  for 
GEdipus,  if  sorrowful,  assuaged  at  least  by  filial  love.  In  reply  to 
all  his  eloquent  supplications  Creon  answers  that  he  will  not  take 
upon  himself  the  responsibility  of  dealing  with  his  case.  Nothing 
can  be  done  without  consulting  the  oracle  at  Delphi.  Qj^dipns 
has,  therefore,  to  be  patient  and  endure.  The  strong  hero,  who 
saved  Thebes  from  the  Sphinx  and  swayed  the  city,  is  now  in  the 
hands  of  tutors  and  governors  awaiting  his  doom.  He  submits 
quietly,  and  the  tragedy  is  ended. 

The  efEect  of  such  a  tragedy  as  (Edijms  the  King  is  to  make 
men  feel  that  the  earth  is  shaken  underneath  them,  and  that  the 
heavens  above  are  big  with  thunder.  Compassion  and  fear  are 
agitated  in  the  highest  degree  ;  old  landmarks  seem  to  vanish  ;  the 
mightiest  have  fallen,  and  the  most  impious,  convinced  of  God, 
have  been  goaded  to  self-murder.  Great,  indeed,  is  the  tragic 
poet's  genius  who  can  make  the  one  sure  point  amid  this  confu- 
sion the  firmness  of  its  principal  foredestined  victim.  That  is  the 
triumph  of  Sophocles.  Out  of  the  chaos  of  the  (Edipus  Tyran- 
nus  springs  the  new  order  of  the  CEdipus  Coloneus  ;  and  here  it 
may  be  said  that  perhaps  the  most  valid  argument  in  favor  of  the 
-^schylean  trilogy  as  a  supreme  work  of  dramatic  art  is  this — 
that  such  a  tragedy  as  the  first  Oedipus  demanded  such  another 
as  the  second.     The  new  motives  suggested  in  the  last  act  were 
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not  sufficiently  worked  out  to  their  conclusion  ;  much  that  hap- 
pened in  the  climax  of  the  Tyrannus  seemed  to  necessitate  the 
Coloneus. 

The  interest  of  the  (Ed'qous  Tyrannus  centres  in  its  plot,  and 
that  is  my  only  excuse  for  having  dwelt  so  long  on  the  structure 
of  a  play  familiar  to  every  student.  That  of  the  (Edlpus  Coloneus 
is  different.  It  has,  roughly  speaking,  no  plot.  It  owes  its  per- 
fect, almost  superhuman,  beauty  to  the  atmosphere  which  bathes 
it,  as  with  peace  after  tempest,  with  the  lucid  splendors  of  sunset 
succeeding  to  a  storm-vexed  and  tumultuous  day.  The  scene  is 
laid,  as  the  name  indicates,  in  the  village  birthplace  of  the  poet. 
Years  are  supposed  to  have  elapsed  since  tiie  conclusion  of  the 
former  tragedy  ;  ffidipus,  after  being  detained  in  Thebes  against 
his  will  at  first,  has  now  been  driven  forth  by  Creon,  and  has  wan- 
dered many  miles  in  blindness,  led  by  his  daughter's  hand.  The 
ethical  interest  of  the  play,  so  far  as  it  is  not  absorbed  by  Qidipus 
himself,  centres  principally  in  Antigone,  whereby  we  are  prepared 
for  her  emergence  into  fullest  prominence  in  the  tragedy  which 
bears  her  name.  Always  keeping  in  mind  that  these  three  plays 
arc  not  a  trilogy,  I  cannot  but  insist  again  that  much  is  lost,  es- 
pecially in  all  that  concerns  the  unfolding  of  Antigone's  character, 
by  not  reading  them  in  the  order  suggested  by  the  fable.  At  the 
same  time,  though  Antigone  engrosses  our  sympathy  and  atten- 
tion, Sophocles  has  varied  the  drama  by  a  more  than  usual  num- 
ber of  persons.  The  generous  energy  of  Theseus  forms  a  fine 
contrast  to  the  inactivity  forced  upon  (Edipus  by  the  conditions 
of  the  subject,  and  also  to  the  meanness  of  Creon ;  Avhile  the  epi- 
sodes of  Ismcne's  arrival,  of  Antigone's  abduction,  and  of  the  vis- 
it of  Polyneices,  add  movement  to  what  might  else  have  been  too 
stationary.  It  should  also  be  said  that  all  these  subsidiary  sources 
of  interest  are  used  Avith  subtle  art  by  Sophocles  for  enhancing 
the  dignity  of  Oedipus,  for  arousing  our  sympathy  with  him,  and 
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for  bringing  into  prominence  tlie  chief  features  of  liis  character. 
None  can,  therefore,  be  regarded  as  superfluous,  though,  strictly 
speaking,  they  might  have  been  detached  without  absolute  de- 
struction of  the  drama,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said  about  the 
slightest  incidents  of  Oedipus  Tyrannus.  As  regards  Oedipus 
liimself,  that  modification  of  his  fiery  temperament  which  Sopho- 
cles revealed  at  the  end  of  the  first  tragedy  has  now  become  per- 
manent. He  is  schooled  into  submission  ;  yet  he  has  not  lost  the 
old  impetuosity  that  formed  the  groundwork  of  his  nature.  He 
is  still  quick  to  anger  and  vehement  in  speech,  but  both  his  anger 
and  his  vehemence  are  justified  by  the  occasion.  Something, 
moreover,  of  fateful  and  mysterious,  severing  him  from  the  com- 
mon race  of  men  and  shrouding  him  within  the  seclusion  of  his 
dread  calamity,  has  been  added.  The  terror  of  his  dreadful  past, 
and  the  prospect  of  his  august  future,  environ  him  with  more  than 
kingly  dignity.  The  skill  of  Sophocles  as  a  dramatic  poet  is  dis- 
played in  all  its  splendor  by  the  new  light  thrown  upon  the  cen- 
tral figure  of  (Edipus.  The  effect  of  unity  is  not  destroyed  :  those 
painful  shocks  to  our  sense  of  probability  so  frequent  when  infe- 
rior dramatists — poets  of  the  rank  of  Fletcher  or  of  Jonson — at- 
tempt to  depict  a  nature  altered  by  internal  reformation  or  by 
force  of  circumstance  do  not  occur.  The  Oedipus  of  both  the 
tragedies  remains  one  man ;  we  understand  the  change  that  has 
been  wrought  in  him ;  and  while  we  feel  that  it  is  ad(^quate  and 
natural,  we  marvel  at  the  wisdom  of  the  poet  who  could  vary  his 
desio-n  with  so  much  firmness. 

The  oracle,  which  continues  to  play  an  important  part  in  this 
tale  of  Thebes,  has  warned  Q^ldipus  that  he  will  end  his  days  with- 
in the  precincts  of  the  Semnai  Theai,  or  august  goddesses  of  ret- 
ribution. In  his  new  phase  the  man  of  haste  and  wTath  is  no 
longer  heedless  of  oracles ;  nor  does  he  let  their  words  lie  idle  in 
his  mind.     It  is,  therefore,  with  a  strong  presentiment  of  approach- 
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ing  death  that  he  discovers  early  in  this  play  that  his  feet,  led  hy 
Antigone,  have  rested  in  the  grove  of  the  Furies  at  Colonus.  The 
place  itself  is  fair.  There  arc  here  no  harpy-gorgons  with  blood- 
shot eyes,  and  vipers  twining  in  their  matted  hair.  The  meadows 
arc  dewy,  Avith  crocus-flowers  and  narcissus ;  in  the  thickets  of 
olive  and  laurel  nightingales  keep  singing;  and  rivulets  spread 
coolness  in  the  midst  of  summer's  heat.  The  whole  wood  is 
hushed,  and  very  fresh  and  wild.  A  solemn  stillness  broods  there  ; 
for  the  feet  of  the  profane  keep  far  away,  and  none  may  tread  the 
valley-lawns  but  those  who  have  been  purified.  '  The  ransomed  of 
the  Lord  walk  there.  This  solemnity  of  peace  pervades  the  whole 
play,  forming,  to  borrow  a  phrase  from  painting,  the  silver-gray 
harmony  of  the  picture.  In  thus  bringing  OEdipus  to  die  among 
the  unshowered  meadows  of  those  Dread  Ladies,  whom  in  his 
troubled  life  he  found  so  terrible,  but  whom  in  his  sublime  pas- 
sage from  the  Avorld  he  is  about  to  greet  resignedly,  we  may  trace 
peculiar  depth  of  meaning.  The  thought  of  death,  calm  but  aus- 
tere, tempers  every  scene  in  the  drama.  We  are  in  the  presence 
of  one  whose  life  is  ended,  who  is  about  to  merge  the  fever  of  ex- 
istence in  the  tranquillity  beyond.  This  impression  of  solemnity 
is  heightened  when  we  remember  that  the  poet  wrote  the  Colo- 
ne'us  in  extreme  old  age.  Over  him,  too,  the  genius  of  everlasting 
repose  already  spread  wings  in  the  twilight,  and  the  mysteries  of 
the  grave  were  nearer  to  him  and  more  daily  present  than  to  oth- 
er men. 

A  country  fellow,  who  perceives  (Edipus  seated  by  his  daughter 
on  a  marble  bench  within  the  sacred  precinct,  bids  them  quit  the 
spot,  for  it  is  hallowed.  CEdipus,  however,  knowing  that  his 
doom  shall  be  fulfilled,  asks  that  he  may  be  confronted  with  the 
elders  of  tlie  place.  They  come  and  gaze  with  mingled  feelings 
of  distrust  and  awe  on  the  blind  hero,  august  in  desolation.  Be- 
fore they  can  converse  with  him,  Oedipus  has  to  quit  the  recesses 
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of  the  grove,  and  gain  a  spot  where  speech  and  traffic  are  permit- 
ted. Then,  in  answer  to  their  questions,  he  informs  them  who  he 
is — Qj^dipus.  At  that  name  they  start  back  in  horror,  demanding 
that  he  shall  carry  the  abomination  of  his  presence  from  their 
land.  This  affords  the  occasion  for  a  splendid  speech  from  the 
old  man,  one  of  the  most  telling  passages  of  eloquence  in  Sopho- 
cles, in  which  he  appeals  to  the  time-long  hospitality  and  fame  for 
generosity  of  Athens.  Athens  was  never  known  to  spurn  the 
suppliant  or  expel  the  stranger,  and  the  deeds  of  QEdipus  they  so 
much  dread  are  sufferings  rather : 

iird  ra  y'  ipya  /xov 
TTtTTOvOor'  tan  jJiaKXov  i]  St^paKuTCi. 

The  Chorus,  moved  by  the  mingled  impetuosity  and  sound  rea- 
soning of  their  suitor,  perceive  that  the  case  is  too  grave  for  them 
to  decide.  Accoi'dingly,  they  send  a  messenger  for  Theseus  ;  but, 
before  he  can  be  summoned,  Ismene  arrives  on  horseback  with  the 
news  that  her  brothers  are  quarrelling  about  the  throne  of  Thebes. 
Eteocles,  the  younger,  has  usurped  the  sovereignty,  while  Poly- 
neices  has  fled  to  Argos  to  engage  the  chiefs  of  the  Achaians  in 
his  cause.  Both  parties,  meantime,  are  eager  to  secure  the  person 
of  Oedipus,  since  an  oracle  has  proclaimed  that  with  him  will  vic- 
tory abide.  (Edipus,  hearing  these  tidings,  bursts  into  a  strain  of 
passionate  denunciation,  which  proves  that  the  old  fire  of  his  tem- 
per is  smouldering  still  unquenched.  When  he  was  forlorn  and 
in  misery,  his  unnatural  sons  took  no  thought  of  him.  They  sent 
him  forth  to  roam  a  pariah  upon  the  earth,  leaving  to  his  daugh- 
ters the  care  and  burden  of  supporting  him.  Now,  basely  anxious 
for  their  selfish  profit,  they  come  to  claim  possession  of  his  old, 
world-wearied  flesh.  Instead  of  blessings,  they  shall  meet  with 
curses.  Instead  of  the  fair  land  of  Thebes  to  lord  it  over,  they 
shall  barely  get  enough  ground  to  die  and  be  buried  in.     He, 
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meanwhile,  -will  abide  at  Athens,  and  bequeath  a  heritage  of  help 
and  honor  to  her  soil. 

The  Chorus  now  call  upon  OEdipus  to  perform  the  rites  of  pu- 
rification required  by  the  Eumenides — rites  which  Sophocles  has 
described  with  the  loving  minuteness  of  one  to  whom  the  cus- 
toms of  Colonus  were  from  boyhood  sacred.  Ismene  goes  to 
carry  out  their  instructions,  and  in  her  absence  Theseus  arrives 
upon  the  scene.  Theseus,  throughout  the  drama,  plays  towards 
(Edipus  the  part  of  a  good-hcai'ted  hospitable  friend.  His  gen- 
erosity is  ethically  contrasted  with  the  meanness  of  Creon  and 
the  selfishness  of  Polyneices,  while,  artistically,  the  practical  ener- 
gy of  his  character  serves  for  a  foil  to  the  stationary  dignity  of 
the  chief  actor.  Sophocles  has  thus  contrived  to  give  weight  and 
importance  to  a  personage  Avho  might,  in  weaker  hands,  have  been 
degraded  into  a  mere  instrument.  CEdipus  assures  the  Attic 
king  that  he  will  prove  no  useless  and  unserviceable  denizen. 
The  children  of  Erechtheus,  whose  interests  rank  first  in  the 
mind  of  Theseus,  will  find  him  in  the  future  a  powerful  and  god- 
protected  sojourner  within  their  borders.  His  natural  sympathy 
for  the  persecuted  and  oppressed  having  been  thus  strengthened 
by  the  prospect  of  reciprocal  advantage,  Theseus  formally  ac- 
cepts Q^ldipus  as  a  suppliant,  and  promises  him  full  protection. 
At  this  point,  forming,  as  it  were,  a  halting-place  in  the  action 
of  the  play,  Sophocles  introduced  that  famous  song  about  Colo- 
nus, which  no  one  has  yet  succeeded  in  translating,  but  which, 
for  modern  ears,  has  received  new  value  from  the  music  of  Men- 
delssohn. 

What  follows,  before  the  final  climax  of  the  drama,  consists  of 
the  efforts  made  by  Creon,  on  the  part  of  Eteocles,  and  by  Poly- 
neices, to  enlist  Qildipus  respectively  upon  their  sides  in  the  war 
of  succession  to  the  Theban  throne.  Creon  displays  his  heart- 
less, cunning,  impudent,  sophistical,  and  forceful  character,  while 
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(Edipus  opposes  indignation  and  contempt,  unmasking  liis  hy- 
pocrisy, and  stripping  his  specious  arguments  of  all  that  hides 
their  naked  selfishness.  In  this  scene  we  feel  that  Sophocles  is 
verging  upon  the  Euripidean  manner.  A  little  more  would  make 
the  altercation  between  Creon  and  (Edipus  pass  over  into  a  foren- 
sic wrangling -match.  As  it  is,  the  chief  dramatic  value  of  the 
episode  is  to  exhibit  the  grandeur  of  the  wrath  of  QEdipus  in  its 
righteous  heat  when  contrasted  with  the  wretched  shifts  of  a  mere 
rhetorical  sophist. 

After  Creon,  by  the  help  of  Theseus,  has  been  thwarted  in  his 
attempt  to  carry  off  Antigone,  Polyneices  approaches  with  croco- 
dile tears,  fawning  intercessions,  and  fictitious  sorrow  for  his  fa- 
ther's desolation.  (Edipus  flashes  upon  his  covert  egotism  the 
same  light  of  clear  unclouded  insight  which  had  unmasked  Creon. 
"  What,"  he  asks,  "  is  the  value  of  tears  now,  of  prayers  now  ? 
Dry  were  your  eyes,  hard  as  stone  your  heart,  dumb  your  lips, 
when  I  went  forth  from  Thebes  unfriended.  Here  is  your  guer- 
don :  Before  Thebes's  walls  you  shall  die,  pierced  by  your  broth- 
er's hand,  and  your  brother  by  yours."  The  imprecation  of  the 
father  upon  the  son  would  be  unnatural,  were  it  not  for  the  son's 
falseness,  who  behaved  like  a  Regan  to  (Edipus  in  his  calamity, 
and  who  now,  when  the  old  man  has  become  a  mysteriously 
important  personage,  seeks  to  make  the  most  of  him  for  his  own 
uses. 

The  protracted  dialogues  with  Creon  and  Polyneices  serve  to 
enhance  the  sublimity  of  (Edipus.  He,  all  the  while,  is  seated,  a 
blind,  travel-stained,  neglected  mendicant,  upon  the  marble  bench 
of  the  Enmenides.  There  is  horror  in  his  very  aspect.  Hellas 
rings  with  the  abominations  connected  with  his  name.  Yet,  to 
this  poor  pariah,  to  this  apparent  object  of  pity  and  loathing, 
come  princes  and  warriors  capable  of  stirring  all  the  States  of 
Greece  in  conflict.     He  rejects  them,  firm  in  his  consciousness  of 
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heaven  -  appointed  destiny.  Sophocles  seems  bent  on  showing 
how  the  wrath  of  God  may  be  turned  aside  from  its  most  signal 
and  notorious  victims  by  real  purity  of  heart  and  nobleness  of 
soul ;  how,  from  the  depths  of  degradation  and  affliction,  the 
spirit  of  man  may  rise ;  and  how  the  lot  of  demigods  may  be 
reserved  for  those  Avhom  the  world  ignorantly  judges  worthy  of 
its  scorn.  CEdipus  of  late  stood  like  the  lightning-blasted  tree 
that  travellers  dread — the  evitandum  hidental  of  Roman  supersti- 
tion. His  withered  limbs  have  now  more  health  and  healing  in 
them  than  the  leaf-embowered  forest  oak. 

The  treatment  of  Polyneices  in  the  (Ed'qnis  Coloneus  supplies 
a  good  example  of  the  Sophoclean  tendency  to  humanize  the  an- 
cient myths  of  Hellas.  The  curse  pronounced  by  Qildipus  form- 
ed an  integral  element  of  that  portion  of  the  legend  which  sug- 
gested to  JEschylus  the  Seven  against  Thebes.  By  its  force,  the 
whole  weight  of  the  doom  that  overhangs  the  house  of  Laius  is 
brought  to  bear  upon  the  suicidal  brethren,  both  of  whom  rush 
helplessly,  with  eyes  open,  to  meet  inevitable  fate. 

St  T.IV  T€  Koi  TT]  Kcii  TTokKJaoi'xoi  9eoi, 
'Apd  T  'Epivvg  TTarpoQ  y  iiiyaijBivi]Q 

are  the  opening  words  of  the  prayer  of  Eteocles  in  that  tragedy ; 
while  phrases  like  these,  w  tcovoi  h')p.u)v  vioi  iraXaio'icn  (rvjjifiiytig 
KUKo'ig  and  t5  jueXaira  i:ai  reXeta  yiieoQ  OIcIttcv  r  (tpn.  form  the 
burden  of  the  choric  songs.  Sophocles  does  not  seek  to  make  the 
wrath  of  Q^]dipus  less  terrible ;  he  adheres  to  the  old  outline  of 
the  story,  and  heightens  the  tragic  horror  of  the  curse  by  framing 
for  it  words  intense  by  reason  of  their  very  calculated  calmness 
(1383-1396).  At  the  same  time  he  shows  how  the  obstinate 
temper  of  Polyneices,  and  his  sense  of  honor,  are  necessary  to  its 
operation.  After  the  dreadful  sentence,  dooming  him  to  self- 
murder  by  his  brother's  spear,  has  been  pronounced,  Polyneices 
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stands  before  his  father  and  his  sister  like  one  stunned.  Antig- 
one, with  a  woman's  instinct,  entreats  him  to  choose  the  only 
way  still  left  of  safety.  He  may  disband  the  army,  and  retire 
from  the  adventure  against  Thebes.  To  this  her  brother  an- 
swers : 

a\/V  oZ';^  olov  TE.     TTuJt;  yap  avOis  ai>  nu\iv 
aTpaTiv}i  uyoii.li  ravTuv  iiacnra^'Tpsaag  ; 

when  she  persists,  he  repeats  fxi)  irfS"  a  /.t»)  IsT.  Thus,  instead  of 
bringing  into  strong  relief  the  operation  of  blind  fate,  Sophocles 
places  in  the  foreground  the  human  agencies  which  contribute  to 
the  undoing  of  Polyiieices.  His  crime  of  unfilial  egotism,  his 
dread  of  being  thought  a  coward,  and  his  honor  rooted  in  dishon- 
or, drive  him  through  the  tempest  of  his  father's  curse  upon  the 
rock  of  doom.  The  pa!rt  played  by  Antigone  in  this  awful  scene 
of  altercation  between  her  father  and  her  brother,  first  interced- 
ing for  mercy,  and  then  striving  to  break  the  stubborn  will  of  the 
rebellious  youth,*  prepares  our  minds  for  the  tragedy  in  which 
she  will  appear  as  protagonist.  Hitherto  she  has  been  remark- 
able for  filial  love.  She  now  shows  herself  a  gentle  and  tender 
sister  to  one  who  had  deeply  wronged  her.  The  absolute  unself- 
ishness which  gives  to  her  the  beauty  as  of  some  clear,  flawless 
jewel  shines  forth  by  anticipation  in  the  Coloneus,  enlisting  our 
warmest  sympathies  upon  her  side,  and  tempering  the  impression 
of  hardness  that  might  be  produced  by  a  simple  study  of  the 
Antiff07ie. 

When  Polyneices,  with  the  curse  still  ringing  in  his  ears,  has 
fled  forth,  Cain-like,  from  the  presence  of  his  father,  thunder  is 
heard,  and  the  end  approaches.  The  chief  actors,  led  by  the 
blind  hero,  move  from  the  stage  in  order  suited  to  the  procession- 
al gravity  of  the  Greek  theatre,  while  the  speech  of  the  Messen- 
ger, conveying  to  the  Chorus  the  news  of  the  last  minutes  in  the 
*  See  especially  1181-1203,  1414-1443, 
31 
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life  of  Oedipus,  prepares  the  spectators  for  the  reappearance  of 
his  daughters  on  the  scene.  As  in  the  (Edipus  Tyrannus,  so  now 
a  new  motive  of  interest  is  introduced  in  the  last  act  of  the  drama. 
The  Antigone  is  imperatively  demanded  as  a  sequel.  Our  atten- 
tion is  riveted  upon  Antigone,  who  in  losing  her  father  has  lost 
all.  Her  first  thought  is  that  he  died  nobly,  peacefully,  at  one 
with  God.  Her  next  thought  is  that  she  shall  never  see  him 
again,  never  more  bear  the  sweet  burden  of  anxiety  and  pain  for 
him,  never  even  have  access  to  his  hidden  tomb.  Her  third 
thought  is  a  longing  to  be  dead  witli  him,  enfolded  in  oblivion 
of  the  fate  which  persecutes  her  kith  and  kin.  Life  stretches  be- 
fore her  boundless,  homeless,  comfortless,  nor  has  she  now  a  sin- 
gle memory  for  him  whose  love  might  have  consoled  a  woman  of 
less  stubborn  soul — for  Hasraon.  It  is  characteristic  of  his  whole 
conception  of  Antigone  that  Sophocles  introduced  no  allusion  to 
that  underplot  of  love  at  this  point.  When  Theseus  reproves 
her  for  despair,  she  awakes  to  fresh  unselfishness  :  "  Send  me  to 
Thebes,"  she  cries,  "  that  I  may  stay,  if  possible,  my  brothers' 
strife."  Throughout  this  final  scene  the  single-hearted  heat  and 
firm  will  of  Antigone,  her  desire  for  action,  and  her  readiness  to 
accept  responsibility  are  contrasted  with  Ismene's  yielding  tem- 
per and  passivity.  We  are  thus  pi*epared  for  the  opening  of  the 
third  drama,  Avhich,  though  written  first  by  Sophocles,  is  the  artis- 
tic close  and  climax  of  the  tale  of  Thebes. 

The  most  perfect  female  character  in  Greek  poetry  is  Antigone. 
She  is  purely  Greek,  unlike  any  woman  of  modern  fiction,  except 
perhaps  the  Fedalma  of  George  Eliot.  In  her  filial  piety,  in  her 
intercession  for  Polyneices  at  the  knees  of  CEdipus,  in  her  grief 
when  her  father  is  taken  from  her,  she  does,  indeed,  resemble  the 
women  whom  most  men  among  us  have  learned  to  honor  in  their 
sisters  or  their  daughters  or  their  mother.  Of  such  women  the 
Greek  maiden,  with  her  pure  calm  face  and  virginal  straight  lines 
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of  classic  drapery,  is  still  the  saint  and  patroness.  But  what  shall 
we  say  of  the  Antigone  of  this  last  drama,  of  the  sister  who  is 
willing,  lest  her  brother  lie  unburied  on  the  Theban  plain,  to  lay 
her  own  life  down,  disobeying  the  law  of  her  sovereign,  defying 
Creon  to  the  face,  appealing  against  unjust  tribunals  to  the  judg- 
ment-seat of  powers  more  ancient  than  the  throne  of  Zeus  him- 
self, and  marching  to  her  living  tomb  with  dauntless  strength  in 
order  that  the  curse-attainted  ghost  of  Polyneices  shall  have  rest 
in  Hades  ?  To  the  modern  mind  she  appears  a  being  from  an- 
other sphere.  A  strain  of  unearthly  music  seems  to  announce 
her  entrance  and  her  exit  on  the  stage.  That  the  sacrifice  of  the 
sister's  very  life,  the  breaking  of  her  plighted  troth  to  Harmon, 
should  follow  upon  the  sprinkling  of  those  few  handfuls  of  dust 
— that  she  should  give  that  life  up  smilingly,  nor  ever  in  her  last 
hours  breathe  her  lover's  name — is  a  tragic  circumstance  for  which 
our  sympathies  are  not  prepared :  we  can  neither  divest  our  minds 
of  the  fixed  modern  prejudice  that  the  first  duty  of  a  woman  is  to 
her  husband,  nor  can  we  fully  enter  into  the  antique  superstition 
of  defrauded  sepulture.  Yet  it  is  necessary-  to  do  both  of  these 
things,  to  sequester  Antigone  from  the  sphere  of  modern  obliga- 
tions, and  to  enter  hand  in  hand  with  her  the  inner  sanctuary  of 
antique  piety,  in  order  to  do  justice  to  the  conception  of  Sopho- 
cles. This  effort  of  the  imagination  may  be  facilitated  by  re- 
membering, first,  that  Antigone  inherited  her  father's  proud  self- 
will — 

h]Koi  TO  y'tvvi]^'  lofiov  i%  wfiov  TroTpbc 

ri/t"  TraiCog'  t'lKEiv  S'  ovk  tnlffraTcti  icaKolQ — ■ 

and,  secondly,  that  disaster  after  disaster,  the  loss  of  (Edipus,  the 
death  of  her  two  brothers,  has  come  huddling  upon  her  in  a  storm 
of  fate,  so  that  life  is,  in  a  manner,  over  for  her,  and  she  feels 
isolated  in  a  cold  and  cruel  world.  This  combination  of  her  char- 
acter and  her  circumstances  renders  her  action  in  the  Antigone 
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conceivable.  Without  the  hardness  she  inherited  from  Oedipus, 
she  could  not  have  gone  throug-h  her  tragic  part.  "Without  the 
vow  she  registered  above  her  father's  grave,  to  bring  help  to  her 
brethren,  seeing  that  they  alone  were  left,  the  sentiment  of  her  last 
speech  would  sound  rhetorical.  Moreover,  the  poet  who  breathed 
into  her  form  a  breath  of  life  so  fiery  has  himself  justified  us  in 
regarding  her  act  as  one  removed  from  the  plain  path  of  virtue. 
Antigone  was  no  Hindoo  widow  to  die  upon  a  husband's  pyre. 
Her  heroism,  her  resistance  offered  to  the  will  of  Creon,  had  in  it 
a  splendid  criminality.  It  was  just  the  casuistry  of  the  conflict 
between  public  and  private  obligations,  between  the  dictates  of 
her  conscience  and  the  commands  of  her  sovereign,  that  enabled 
Sophocles  to  render  the  peculiar  stoicism  of  her  character  pathet- 
ic. In  spite  of  all  these  considerations,  it  is  probable  that  she 
will  strike  a  modern  reader  at  the  first  as  frigid.  Especially,  if  he 
have  failed  to  observe  the  nuances  of  her  portrait  in  the  (Ed'qnis 
Coloneus,  he  will  be  inclined  to  wish  that  Sophocles  had  softened 
here  and  there  the  outlines  of  her  adamantine  statue.  Yet,  after 
long  contemplation  of  tliose  perfect  lineaments,  we  come  to  rec- 
ognize in  her  a  purity  of  passion,  a  fixity  of  purpose,  a  loyalty  of 
kinship,  a  sublime  enthusiasm  for  duty,  simply  conceived  and  self- 
justified  in  spite  of  all  conventions  to  the  contrary,  which  soar 
above  the  strain  of  modern  tragic  sentiment.  Even  Alfieri,  in 
the  noble  drawing  he  has  sketched  from  the  Sophoclean  picture, 
could  not  abstain  from  violating  its  perfection  by  this  sentimental 
touch  of  common  feelino- 


CI 


Emone,  all !  tutto  io  sento, 
Tulto  r  amor,  che  a  te  portava  :  io  sento 
II  dolor  tutto,  a  cui  ti  lascio. 

No  such  words  are  to  be  found  in  Sophocles  upon  the  lips  of  the 
dying  Antigone.     She  is  all  for  her  father  and  her  brothers.     The 
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tragedy  of  Hoemon  belongs  to  Crcon,  not  to  her.  Her  furthest 
concessions  to  the  sympathies  which  might  have  swayed  a  weaker 
woman  are  found  in  this  line, 

and  in  the  passage  of  the  Kommos  where  she  bewails  her  luck- 
less lot  of  maidenhood.  For  the  rest,  Sophocles  has  sustained 
her  character  as  that  of  one  "  whom,  like  sparkling  steel,  the 
strokes  of  chance  made  hard  and  firm."  This  steely  durability, 
this  crystalline  sparkle,  divide  her  not  only  from  the  ideal  raised 
by  romance  for  womanhood,  but  distinguish  her,  as  the  daughter 
of  CEdipus,  from  the  general  sisterhood  even  of  Greek  heroines. 

The  peculiar  qualities  of  Antigone  are  brought  into  sharp  relief 
by  the  milder  virtues  of  Ismene,  who  thinks  it  right  to  obey 
Creon,  and  who  has  no  spirit  for  the  deed  of  daring,  but  who  is 
afterwards  eager  to  share  the  punishment  of  her  sister.  Antigone 
repels  her  very  sternly,  herein  displaying  the  force  of  her  nature 
under  its  less  amiable  aspect :  "  Have  courage  !  Thou  livest,  but 
my  soul  long  since  hath  died."  The  glory  of  the  act  is  hers 
alone.  Ismene  has  no  right  to  share  it  when  the  risks  are  past, 
the  penalty  is  paid.  Antigone's  repulsion  of  her  sister  seems  to 
supply  the  key  to  her  own  heroism.  "  Qi]dipus,"  she  says,  "  is 
dead ;  my  brethren  are  dead  :  for  them  I  lived,  and  in  their 
death  I  died  to  life ;  but  you — your  heart  is  not  shut  up  within 
your  father's  and  your  brother's  grave ;  it  is  still  warm,  still  eager 
for  love  and  the  joys  of  this  world.  Live,  then.  For  me  it  would 
be  no  more  possible  to  live  such  life  as  yours  than  for  the  clay- 
cold  corpse  upon  the  bier." 

The  character  of  Creon,  darkened  in  its  tone  and  shadow  to  the 
utmost  with  a  view  to  affording  a  foil  of  another  species  for  An- 
tigone, was  thought  worthy  of  minute  and  careful  treatment  by 
Sophocles.     In  the  (Edijms  Ti/rannus  he  is  wronged  rather  than 
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Avronging.  While  suffering  from  the  unjust  suspicion  and  hasty 
language  of  the  king,  he  pleads  his  cause  with  decent  gravity  and 
shows  no  sign  of  cither  arrogance  or  cowardice.  At  the  end, 
when  Oedipus  has  fallen,  his  own  behavior  is  sucli  as  would  not 
disgrace  a  generous  as  well  as  prudent  prince.  The  neutrality 
for  good  or  evil  which  distinguishes  Creon  in  this  play,  marking 
him  out  in  contrast  with  the  fiery  heat  of  Oedipus,  the  impious 
irony  of  Jocasta,  is,  to  say  the  least,  respectable.  In  the  (Ed'qnis 
Coloneiis  he  plays  a  consistently  mean  and  odious  part ;  his  prag- 
matical display  of  rhetoric  before  the  burghers  of  Colouus,  when- 
tested  by  his  violent  and  cruel  conduct  towards  Antigone,  proves 
him  to  be  a  hollow-hearted  and  specious  hypocrite.  The  light 
here  reflected  back  upon  his  respectability  in  the  Tyrannus  is  de- 
cidedly unfavorable.  In  the  Antigone  Creon  becomes,  if  possi- 
ble, still  more  odious  ;  only  our  animosity  against  him  is  tempered 
by  contempt.  To  the  faults  of  egotism,  hardness,  and  hypocriti- 
cal prating,  are  now  added  the  infatuation  of  self-will  and  the  god- 
less hatred  of  a  dead  foe.  There  is,  indeed,  a  show  of  right  in 
the  decree  published  concerning  the  two  brothers,  one  of  w'hom 
had  brought  a  foreign  army  against  Thebes ;  but  it  would  be 
sophistry  to  maintain  that  Creon  was  actuated  by  patriotic  mo- 
tives. The  defeat  and  death  of  Polyneices  were  punishment 
enough.  By  pursuing  his  personal  spite  beyond  the  grave  Creon 
insults  the  common  instincts  of  humanity,  the  sympathies  of  the 
people,  and  the  supposed  feelings  of  the  gods,  who  cannot  bear 
to  gaze  upon  abominations.  The  pathetic  self-devotion  of  An- 
tigone, the  voice  of  the  city,  the  remonstrances  of  Hsemon,  and 
the  warnings  of  Teiresias  are  all  thrown  away  upon  his  stubborn 
and  conceited  obstinacy.  He  shows  himself,  in  short,  to  be  a 
tyrant  of  the  orthodox  sort.  Like  a  tyrant,  he  is,  moreover,  ab- 
surdly suspicious :  the  guardian  has,  he  thinks,  been  bought ;  Is- 
mene  must  be  hatching  treason  ;  Hsemon  prefers. a  woman  to  his 
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duty  ;  Teiresias  is  plotting  for  the  sake  of  gain  against  liim. 
When  it  is  just  too  late,  he  gives  way  helplessly  and  feebly, 
moved  to  terror  by  the  dark  words  of  the  seer.  Creon  is,  there- 
fore, a  mixed  character,  great  neither  for  good  nor  for  evil,  Aveak 
through  wilfulness,  plausible  in  words  and  wavering  in  his  deter- 
minations, a  man  who  might  have  passed  for  excellent  if  he  had 
never  had  to  wield  a  kingdom's  power.  His  own  description  of 
himself — naraiov  c'tj'^pa — suits  him  not  only  in  the  utter  collapse 
of  his  character  and  ruin  of  his  fortunes,  but  also  in  the  heio-ht  of 
his  prosperity  and  fulness  of  his  seeming  strength. 

Sophocles  might  fairly  be  censured  for  having  made  the  misery 
of  Creon  the  climax  of  a  drama  which  ought  to  have  had  its  whole 
interest  centred  in  Antigone.  Our  sympathies  have  not  been 
sufficiently  enlisted  ou  the  side  of  Hsemon  to  make  us  care  much 
about  his  death.  For  Eurydice  it  is  impossible  to  rouse  more 
than  a  languid  pity.  Creon,  we  feel,  gets  no  more  than  he  de- 
serves ;  instead  of  being  sorry  for  him,  we  are  only  angry  that  he 
was  not  swept  away  into  the  dustheap  of  oblivion  sooner.  It 
was  surely  a  mistake  to  divert  the  attention  of  the  audience,  at 
the  very  end  of  the  tragedy,  from  its  heroine  to  a  character  which, 
like  that  of  Creon,  rouses  impatient  scorn  as  well  as  antipathy. 
That  Sophocles  had  artistic  reasons  for  not  concluding  this  play 
with  the  death  of  Antigone  may  be  readily  granted  by  those  who 
have  made  the  crises  of  the  Ajax,  the  (Edipus  Tyraniius,  and  the 
CEd'qms  Colonem  the  subject  of  special  study.  He  preferred,  it 
seems,  to  relax  the  strained  sympathies  of  his  audience  by  a  pro- 
longation of  the  drama  on  an  altered  theme.  Yet  this  scarcely 
justifies  the  shifting  of  the  centre  of  interest  attempted  in  the 
Antigone.  We  have  to  imagine  that  the  inculcation  of  a  moral 
lesson  upon  the  crime  of  acrlljeui  was  the  poet's  paramount  ob- 
ject.*    If  so,  he  sacrificed  dramatic  effect  to  ethics. 

*  The  last  six  lines  spoken  by  the  Chorus  seem  to  justify  this  view.     A 
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It  should  he  noticed  ,that  Antigone,  in  whom  the  fate  of  the 
family  of  Laius  is  finally  accomplished,  falls  an  innocent  victim. 
Her  trag-edy  is  no  immediate  consequence  of  the  Oidipodean 
curse.  While  her  brethren  were  wilfully  involved  in  the  doom 
of  their  house,  she  perished  in  the  cause  of  divine  charity.  Find- 
ing that  the  immutable  ordinances  of  Heaven  clashed  with  the 
arbitrary  volition  of  a  ruler,  she  preferred  to  obey  the  ^aw  of 
conscience  and  to  die  at  the  behest  of  a  pride-maddened  tyrant. 
She  is  teclinically  disobedient,  morally  most  duteous.  Thus 
the  Antigone  carries  us  beyond  the  region  of  hereditary  .dis- 
aster into  the  more  universal  sphere  of  ethical  casuistry.  Its 
tragic  interest  depends  less  upon  the  evolution  of  the  law  of 
ancestral  guilt  than  on  the  conflict  of  two  duties.  By  sugo-est- 
ing  the  casuistical  question  to  his  audience,  Avhile  he  freed  his 
heroine  from  all  doubt  upon  the  subject,  Sophocles  maintained 
the  sublime  simplicity  which  distinguishes  Antigone  above  all 
Avomen  of  romance.  The  retribution  that  falls  on  Creon  fur- 
nishes a  powerful  example  of  the  Greek  doctrine  of  JSTemesis ; 
but  over  Antigone  herself  Nemesis  exerts  no  sway.  In  her  ac- 
tion there  was  nothing  unconsidered  ;  in  her  doom  there  was 
nothing  unforeseen. 

couplet  from  the  Phcrcei  of  Mosehioli  might  be  inscribed  as  a  motto  upon  the 
Antigone : 

Ktvov  QavovTOQ  avlpcQ  aiKt^ni'  aKiav ' 
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